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© To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Farl of MIDDLESEX. 


Wy Lozd, 


Am ſufficiently ſenſible of my own Arrogance, in that being al- 
moſt a ſtranger to every thing of Toa but your Fame, I durſt 
obtrude ſo abject a Trifle as this, under the Patronage of ſo 
emirent a Perſon , but that generous Candour, wherewith you 
oblige all the World, gave me Courage to hope you might at 
leaſt pardon this firſt offence in me, And though perhaps, the 
beſt Preſents of this nature may not be more than ordinary grate- 
ful ; yet I have bere my wiſhes, if the fincerity of my Zeal, 
may atone for the meanneſs of the Offering : That is the fartheſt 
proſpett I take, which whilſt I have in view, I dare not 
( though perhaps as juſtly as ſome others have done I might ) 
complain of the cenſures of the World; for ſince I've heard 
that your Lordſhip pro gall I were unworthy of the 
favours you beſtow'd, ſhould I be concernd at the malice or 
petalancy of thoſe, who (alas! ) will needs think it modiſh to 
be Critical, but in the mean while forget tis as gentile to 
be Croil. No, my Lord, "tis under your Umbrage only I 
would. court protettion, to whom Heav'n has given a Soul, 
whoſe endowments are as much above flattery, as it ſelf ab- 
hors it ; and which are as impoſſible to be deſcribd, as I am 
unable to comprehend them. But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when 
they wifit ſhrines, will make ſome preſents where they kneel : 
fo I have here brought mine, by your own goodneſs only made 
worthy to be preſerv'd ; in whoſe defence I can ſay nothing 
more, than that with it all my beſt endeavours are, and ever 


ſhall be ready to teftifie how much I am, my Lord, 
The moſt earneſt of Your 
Servants, and Admirers, 


THro. OTtwar. 


- 
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Ever did Rymer greater hazard ruy, 
' Mong [t us by your ſeverity undone : 
Though we, alas to oblige ye have done moſt,» 'i 
And bought ye pleaſures at our own ſad coft - c 
Tet all our beſt endeavours have been loſt. | 
Sooft a Sr es-man lab ring to be good, 
His Honsſty's for Treaſon underſtood: 
Whiiſt jome falſe flatt ring Minion of the Court, 
Shall play the Traytor, and be honour'd for t. 
To you known Judges of what's ſenſe, and wit, 
Our Author ſwears he gladly will ſubmit, © 
But there's a ſort of things infeſt the Pit, 
That will be witty, ſpight of Nature too, 
And to be thought ſo, haunt and peſter you. 
Hither ſometimes thoſe wou'd beWits repair, 
In queſt of you ; where if you not appear, 6 
Crys one—Pugh ! Dam me what do we do here > 
Streight up he ſtarts, his Garniture then puts 
In order, ſo he Cocks, and out he ſtruts, 
To th Coffee- Houſe, where he about him looks : 
Spyes Friend, crys Jack—1've b:en to Night at th Dukes: 
The filly Rogues are all undone my Dear, 
+ ! not one of ſenſe that [ ſaw there. 
hus to himſelf he'd Reputation gather 

Of Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a Stranger been of late, 
"Moneſt its pretenders nought ſo ſtrange as that. 
Both Hoſt; too to long a Paſt have known, 
That conrſeft Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly down, 
Thus though this Trifler never wrote before, 
Tet Faith he ventur d on the common ſcore : 
Since Non-ſenſe is ſo generally allow d, 
Fe hopes that his may paſs amongſt the Crowd, 


EPI- 


ws Per ny PP HOTIA. 
EPILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs Mary Lee. 


Tis true the Varkets care not much to fight ; 
But faith; they claw it off when eres they write : 
Are Bully Rocks not of the common ſize s 
Kill ye men faſter then Domitaan Flyess 
Ours nx ſuch Havocks that the filly Rogue 
Was forc't to make me riſe for th * Epilogue. 
The Fop damn'd me, but & re to Hell I go, 
I'd wery fain be ſatisfy 'd if you 
Think it not juſt that he were ſerv d ſo too. 
As he hath yours, do you his hopes beguile : 
You've been in Purgatory all this while. 
Then Damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare, 
Perhaps he'll find more favour there then here. 
Nay of the two may chuſe the much leſs evil, 
If you re but good when pleas'd, een ſo's the Devil. 


OW who ſays . Sow don't in blood delight ? 


ACTORS 


ACTORS Names. 
Agis ZZ .. > þ 5 Nr Milbows. 
General of Athens';- but 
Ad thence in diſcontent, 


Alcibiades 5g. de General of Spar- Mr. Batterton. 
| ta,betrothed to Timandra 


Tiffe aphernesS0p Ou Oct CM Sanford. 


His Son, and Friend ? 
Patroclus rags libiades. CMs Crosby, 


The now Athenian 

Theramnes \ Genera , In Love Ons Harris. 
with Zimandra. | 

A young Noble of 


Polyndus Athens, tus friend: 


Mr. Gillow. 


lili _— ith. th 
In 


Deidamia of Sparta in © Mrs. Mary Lee. 


Love with Alcibiades, 


A noble Athenian 


Timanara Nady, betrothed oY Batterton. 
to Alcibiades. 


11, Foilter to Alcibiades,? , 
Draxill pegs Sat ure ors Barry. 


Lady of Honour 


— Ardells fro the Queen oO Gillop. 
Sparta. 


c- 


Prieſts and Prieſteſſes of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, M elengers, 
Villains, Ladys, Gc. 


ALCIBIADES 
TRAGEDY. 


ACT I. SCENE L Palace. 


T7 , IT —— — 


Tiras" oy ay ſhouts FP t, 
Theramnes, Theranmes, Theramnes. 


\ Enter Servant. 


Tim. Hat mean theſe ſhouts 2 
Serv———Oh all your hopes are colt, 
The Gallant Alcib:ades is loſt. 
Tim, Hahl.— 
Serv. When laſt Night the Youth of Azhers late 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate 
The Bacchanals, all hot and drunk with Wine, 
He led to the Almighty Thund'rers ſhrine, 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne * 
They violently took, and tumbled down: 
This oportunity Theramnes got, 
To ſupplant him, and his own ends promote; 
, For by the Senate hewasdoom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival ſhou'd in all ſucceed ; 
But he the threatning danger to evade, 
Is to the Spartan Camp for refuge fled: 
And now by order from-the-Senate, all _ 
With Goin proclaim Theramnes General. 
Tim. But | he fled > has he ſo meanly done, 
| Toleave me to be wretched herealone ? 
' Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth? 
Oh too unkind, falſe, end eacoationt Youth! [Ex:r. Serv. 


Drax. 


id 
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Drax, Madam, believe not but - Rether $ oe” 


-Youwrong his Hanour 5 fry upon 
Think you tlkt diſtan | o cobas? | 
| Tim. Thy young expeficneenever felt the weight 


Of Lovers Fears; it.juſt, he'll eaſily 
Excuſe that love that breeds this Jealouſie. 


Drax,: Bu damg for the{e doubts no nds your have. 
Ti all wit f MadImengulfy 4Jay ara, on 


What more could FateUo to augment my yo e 
I Love, am mad, and know not what I do. ” 
T, who before hid nothing in my Eyes 


But Glory, and Lovegr Qy 
Gp {Cty miſts waitin avg ola, 7 prize;. f 
My 624 inns remain; > ow oc nn 


Drax. Alas, we but with weak in ace. + 
Read Heav'nsDecregs, tWare writ-in ON ick-ſenſe « 
| For were they open laid to Mortal Eyes, 
Mcn would be Gods, . or. they, go;Peities, 


Perhaps the wiſer pow'rs thought ;fibthis ey f 
To give your growing happineſs allay,,” \/ / 
Leſt thould it. 1nits tigh perfeQion.come,” * 
Your Soul for the reception might want reorti! py 
Tim, Thy Reaſons, kind Drax#//h, weakly.move,.: 
What Woman e're complain'd of; tod-much leve2; ; 
No, had I naked to the World been teft,'' + > - 
Of Honour, and its gaudy plumes bereft, F 
Yet all theſe I with gladneſs could — IS 
So Alcibiades had ſtill been mine; F1 
But he remov'd, what can they give alone > 
What is the Casket-when the Jewel's 5 gone d 
Drax. Madamy it he be gone, 'tis to obtain- 
A nobler Luſtre, and return again: ; 
Think you his great Soul could with patience he” 
His rifl'd Honours heap'd on. s Enemy ;- © +. 
And not his Rage have grown to that exceſs,. 
As muſt have ruin'd all your happineſs. -'- 
But he ve and Jike a zealous Herfpit id forgon.. 
Thoſe little Toys, to gain-a Heav'rin you. 
Tim. That Zeaimuft needs be very-weak and faigt, 
_ That let's the Votary forfake his Saint ; 


 Aleibiades, 


No, he is happy in ſome other flame, _ ; _ ..._ 
And from his breaſt els <Fo my ER | 9 
So that there nothing for rhe, 3 evo? 
But a kind Death, or a lo! Tong Miry. ad Loet +." 
But Death ear eh Ln 2% tag " a 
That Seals up to us an Fternal hegees....* +... | 
By that our Souls to.endleſs pleaſures move, 
And we enjoy an Everlaſting Love. 
Yet e're [ dye, as dye I feel I muſt, 
To Alcibiades T would be juſt ; 
Fain would I let him TE how. Lreſign 
All in him, that his paſt, Vows had made mine ; 
Then to its ſeat in peace my Soul ſhould fly %y 
And —_—y at my. Lovers feet I'd dye. 
Draxilla, tor thy Friend, what couldſt thou do - 
Drax. Madam, I could do any: thing for you; 
I know not what you'd ask me I'd deny, 
Except that cruel thing, to ſee you dye. 
Zim. Some (afe diſguiſes for us then provide, 
From watchful eyes our ſudden flight to hide; 
Hence to the Spartan Camp le forthwith move, 
Born on the wings of Jealouſie and Love; 
For I'm reſolv'd to know the worſt of Fate ; 
I wou'd be bleſt; can be unfortunate ; 
Since 'tis the only thing of Heav'a I crave, 
To meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave. 
.  Theramnes af the door. | 
Th. Stay kind, Polindus hee © 
Whilſt I go pay my juſt deyotiog there - [Stepbinx to Tim. 
See faireſt Queen of Love and Mauty here, 
Your faithfulleſt and humbleſt Worſhipper, 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice, | 
To thoſe Eternal Glories of your Eyes: 
It is a heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere, 
As the chaſt Vows of holy Veſtals arc;. 
Accept Divine one, and pronounce my doom, 
Tim. Are you, my Lord, to mbck my Sorrows coms 2 vl 
Th. No, (guided by: my,1 Love)1 humbly _ pages n= 
To pay my duty, and. preſent my. flame. © ' P22 "4 | 
*  7im, What flame or duty can you owe-to'me?_ / 
Th. Next what the _—_— to the Deity, 


When. 


4 Aleidiades. 
When they for bleſſings atthe: Altars move, - 
'Tis Adoration; Madam, joyrd-with Love. 2 
. Tim. Love! I thought that had been ere this- o're blown; 
I'm ſure it had —_— to live-upon; | ; 
Th. That Love whictt only tedious hopes ſuſtain, 
Is a dull, eafie, and ignoble pain”: RIP: 26 | 
Mine's an enliv'ning | rtiog fire, 
Whoſe flames increaſe, and flil-are piercing higher. 
Tim. Yes, as from Piles fome wilder flames eſſay, 
To mount, but baffled part in fames away; 
So all that love you now ſv' ſtrongly boaft; 
Sever'd from hope. in a weak Vapour's loft;; 
But you too urgent in your ſuit appear, 
7h, Olr what too urgent for a joy fo dear! 
Tim. Since then you conſtancy 1o firmly Vow, 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do ſo too. [Gives her hand. 
Th. Thus, when the ſtorms of Love are over-paſt, 
We gain the wiſht for Port of bliſs at laſt. | 
I ne're could doubt [Kiſſes her hand. 
Tim, Then know T'nere can ceaſe 
From thy. vow'd Love to Alcibiades. MIR 
Th, I'm loſt, and all thoſe joys I faw fo near; 
Vaniſh, and leave me _— in defpair': * 
Tous, Madam, Barb'rous Cruelty y*ave ſhown, 
Raiſing me up only to throw me down. 
Tim, Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 
How much ! am oblig'd t'your Love ant You. 
Since you ſuch ample kindneſs did exptefs, © — 
In favour of my A/cibiades: ; 
How poorly did you envy ;0 efteem 
I for his matchleſs Vertves had; and Him!: 
When finding him abandon'd by the"Stite, 
You, to advance your int'reſt did create" © 
:New feuds; , 
As if my Love were ballanc't by' his Fate: 
No, he, had ngbler Charms my breaſt to move, 
Unblemiſh't Hono ur, and a ſpotleſs Love; 
Which though perhaps now know another flame, 
Yet I have Love and Paſſion for their Name. 


* 


Hievby antes. | 
Th. an —_— rigors _ _ 
Oh too fott Charms 7 - pgg5e hates 
Tins Ware tmertong Samy Sir, Tges, 
 And'tis but modeſty to take my leave; © 
7h. Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lovers Fate ! | 
Tim, It pity, Sir, is all you ask, take that. 
Th, Heavens, can ſhe at thofe Chaing ſhe gave me feoff! 
Zim, You at your pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake tm: off. * 
[Exennt Tim, axd Drax. 
Enter Polyndus. | 
Pol. How fares my nobleſt Friend - 
Th. As thoſe who are | 
Tott'ring upon the brinks of dire deſpair, 
Help and retrieve me with tt affiſting hand, 
Love thruſts me forward, and I cannot ſtand. 
' Pol. Then, Sir, turn back, and face your driving Foe; 
Th. Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do 2 
The more [ ſtrive the fafter I am bound, np 
As ign'rant Swithmers are with ſtrogling drown'd. 
Pol. Timandra, ſurely can't in honour leſs, 
Than Crown your Love with proſperous ſucceſs, 
When ſhe believes, (as certainly ſhe muſt) 
That Akibiazes is provd _ | 
7h; Alas, ſhe Toves him with much greater flame, 
And pays devotion to lus very Name : 
Diſtance addsto their Loves a Violence ; 
And their ſouls hold from far Intelligence. 
Thus my ——— out-run 
My Fate; and I'm by my own Plots undone. 
Pol. Why do you let your foul be ſo oppreſt 2 
Tis Patience beſt befits a pallant Breaſt. 
7h. Patience ! What's that > the Miſtreſs of tame Fools, 
That can in nothing elfe employ their ſouls ; 4 
No, ſince Timandra thou canſt appr ove 
. My juſt flame for an abſent Rivals Love, 
I'l find that Rival out, and ſnatch his breath, 
Though ev'ry ſtep I tread, encounter Death. 
Pol. Now, Sir, y'are brave—— _ 
Already y'ave diſarm'd 7:mardra's Charms, 
Me-thinks I fee you Rev ling in her Arms; op 
B 2 t's 
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6 Alcibiades. 
Let's then o'th'Wings of Love and Honour flye 
To th'Field, and: meet th'inſulting Enemy - | | 
Where through the paths of death and blood we'll go 
To meet your Rival, and his Countrys Foe: | 
There the remembrance of 7:mandra's Charms, 
Shall add freſh courage to. your conquering Arms. 
But if Fate the ſucceſs ſo order ſhall, 
That by your Rivals Sword you chance to fall - 
I then (as honour juſtly will command,) ® 
Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and 7:mandra's Name, 
Will bravly ſtem him, and with this bold hand 
Revenge, or fall'a Vidtime to your flame, 
Zh. Oh noble generous Youth / whoſe tender years, 
Such gallant courage and ſuch honour wear ! 
How can my aymes but in my wiſhes end, C Embrace hin, 
That haveſo worthy and ſo brave a Friend ? 
Come my Polyndus. 
Pol. On my Friend I'e wait, 
Through all the Labariaths of Love and Fate, ([Excunz. 


SCENE. 4 


The Tent of a Pavillion Royal; the King and Queen of Sparta, 
Alcibiades, Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus, Guards, Ladies, &c. 


X. Now muſt proud Athens lay her Triumphs down, 

And pay her Glories Tribute to my Crown ; 

No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 

Nor make diſadvantagious peace for fear ; 

But ſhe her ſelf muſt in ſubje&tion come, 

And humbly at my feet expe her doom. 
Tiff. Yes Sir ; all Glories muſt when Yours break forth, 

Goout, and loſe their Beauty, and their Worth ; 

And like falſe Angels Vaniſh and be gone, 

Dreading thoſe ſhapes they durſt before put on. | 
Pat. Athens,the Worlds great Miſtreſs will not be 

Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry. 

Her Glory aymes at higher CharaQeers, 

Than heavy Gown-menc<clad in formal Furrs : 

Who wins ker deeds 'bove common Fate mult do, 


Then 


And ſo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 
X. Yes, and I only will enjoy her-too: -.., Pp 
But noble generous Youth, thou has alone 7, 7, 41cibiads. 

Things worthy the 4theniax honour dane : 
Thou like a tow'ring foard'ſt aboye _ 

That lower Orb ia which they faintly. move ; 

A flight too higl: for their dull fouls to uſe, 

Which prompted 'em that honour to abuſe ; 

Thinking their baſeneſs they might palliate, 

With the dark Cloud of Policy and State. 

But let them that black myſtery purſue, 

By worth and honour Empires greateſt grow ; 
Which when abuy'd, their glory does ſupprels, 

As revers'd proſpe&s make the objett lets. 

Alcib, Yours, Sir, like Heav'as great ſoul is General ; 
Diſpenſing its kind influence on | 
This makes Succels and Victory repair, 

To move with you as in their proper Sphear ; 
As fragrant dews leave the corrupter earth, / 
Exhail'd by th'Sun from whom they had their Birth, 

X. The truth of that we by your Lawrels know, 
Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph till waits your brow ; 
By your ſucceſs th' Athenian Preatneks roſe, . _ 

Your courage ſcatter'd.their infulting Foes; 

And from that height to which by you th'are grown, 
'Tis your ſucceſs alone muſt throw 'emdown. 

Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force; 

And all thoſe honours you were rob'd of there, 

We'll make our ſtudy to redouble here. -  * | 

Tifſ. And I, (if that my Malice tell me true,) [ Afd:; 
As _— ſhall his Plagues purſue. - 

Alcib. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, 

I the ſucceſs muſt to your Virtue owe: 
The Honour and the Juſtice of your Cauſe, 
So glorious are, Fate muſt from them take Laws: 
So Youo're Atheys this advantage have, 
You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 
XK. Enjoy my 7Tiſſaphernes now thy eaſe, 
And plant freſh Lawrels in the ſhades of Peace. 
The glories thou haſt won, ſo num'rous are, 
They ſeem as many as thy age can bear, 
LY 
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8 AleS$i ades. 
But if thy ſpacious ſoul-thoweanſt confihe, - | 
Within this narrow Manſion of mine*. | 
Bethis the utrmaſſt of thy withes bouts,” © 
Pollcſs his grateful heart, whoſe head th Crown's.” 
Tifſ. Heav'n knows th wy Age does feel no fhayper Il 
2 


Than to want pow'r to ſerve fo goad xa gu 
But ſince time tells me that my ebb 1s run, 
Setting me backward*where I fi 


I'le only employ my handsto Heav'n for you - 
And what my Sword can't, may devotion do. 
K. How truly he a or Monarch is 
That's Crown'd with $ ſo ſublime as theſe ! 
How can [ but jn all chin ng: nappy be, 
Propt by ſuch Courage and ſu Picty? 
To me with Gods Cilirethe 5s gn: 
"Tis pow'r and virtue-that fu upport their Heav'n. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 
T Alarm it to Obedience, or to War? 
To Morrow muſt decide th' Athenian Fate, Even pre. 
This day to joy and eafe we'll Conſecrate. Til. | 
Tifſ. Ungrareful King ! thy' thallow aymes purſue, 
But my brisk Up-ſtart Fav'rite, haveat you. 
Was it for this myaQive'Y' outh I ſpent 
In War? and knew no dwelling bat a Tent | 
Have I for this through Invious Mountains paſt ? 
Demoliſh'd Cities, and lay'd Kingdoms waſte 
Still in his Cauſe unwearied courage ſhown > 
And almoſt hid his head in Crowns I won ! 
Upon my Breaft receiv'd fo many Scars, 
_- They ſeem a War deſcribd m Characters! 
And muſt the Harveſt of my tayle and blood, 
t pon a fawning Rebel be beftow'd 2 
V/ho havi ing !alſe tohis own Country been, 
Comes here to play his Treaſons ore again? | 
Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, . 
And Revel in the Glories I have won ? 
Whilſt from my Honours, they me diſengage 
With a dull Complement to feeble Age. 


Since no way elſe they can their duty thow: $ 


What 
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What ayles this hardyhand, that yet-it ſhou'd + 
Tremble at death, or ftart at rebing od 31: 


Me-thinks this r Tas firmly told, forabP\ a Dodger. 
And with a as refolute-and bold, 
As he who kindly would its point impart, ; | 
A preſent to an envy'd Fav'rites heart: 

AndI, fond Youth, will try to work thy fall, 

Though with my crown thy' Funtral.' - - 

Envy and Malice from your Manſions fhe, 

Reſign your Horrour and your Snakesto me ; 


For Fle a& miſchiets yet toyou unknown ;. 
Nay, you ſhall all be Saints when I come down. | 


ACT IL SCENE. L 


A Grove aa to the Spartan Camp. 
Timandra and Draxilla. .. 


Tim. Hat _— wn > was char paſs ! | 
How ſtrange ous 1rSorrows trace! 
Oh, Alcibiadas if pate gs oi 
Forgive th'exceſs of Love _T bred diſtruſt.” 
Driven by that, diſguis'd I hither came, 
Yet here and ev'ry where my griet's the $ 
But kind Draxills's Fri apddeeh 
The thickeſt Clouds tha we nl Blomsdwch 
That does alleviate m and give. ., 
My wearicd ſoul a fo _ kid epi; ; 
Which ever to forget, would be as hard, 
And as impoſlible, as to-Reward, ,,. , . ..... 
Drax. The ſerving: YQU, My; happ happineſs oY 
I'monly ſomething by my being yours; 97; 
Since equally with-yours, my hopes we 
When in your Lover 1 sBrother oſt; 4 ar 
Then like an Orphane deſtitute and bare ;,. 71 to 5 
Ofall but Miſeryand fad deſpairs + _ i wil L 


Your kindneſs gave my; Jielding fpirits:r 
And'raisd me to adwelling in your _ | 


10 Alcibiades. 
Then ought I not. in all. | reſign, 
To eaſe = griefs/that k kighy Ia, 'd. mine 2 
Tim, In that 4 did wha + ag] urg'd meto. 
Drax. And honour tells me Gratitude is due. 
Tim. But how grows Gratitude to that degree, . 
To be afflicted thus, and weep for me. ? 
- Drax. Alas !'that is the lealt that I could do; 
To our worlt Enemies our Tears wgowe. 
Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould riſe, 
As their devotion does in Sacrifice ; 
Who think they ſhew a zeal remiſs and ſmall, 
Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 
With as great courage could I for you dye, 
And my Triumphant Soul ro Heav'n ſhould fly ; 
There I again my Friendſhip would renew, | 
And lay up chiefeſt joyes in ſtore for you. 
Tim. What vaſt and boundleſs flights does Friendſhi P take ! 
Beyond whart ſearch can fee, or fafioy-track !. 
'Tis the improvement of the part divine, 
When Souls in their Seraphick tranſports joyn ; 
In louls united, ſo we ſriend({hip fee, 
As many glories. make a_ Deity. 
Entbr' Altibiades from the Back part fn the Scenes 
Drax. Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieve 
Your drooping hopes, and your faint joyes revive. 
Tim. My Alcibiades) how I begtn 
To think my miſplac'd jealouſtE did fin 
Go meet him, ſeem all trophled and: wy tears, 
And, with the tale taught thee, wound 'his ears : 
Mean while I will with-draw my ſelf this way, T Goes zo the 
Nor would my ſwellin paſſions let me ſtay. S. Door, 
Alcib, What aiery Viſions ore niy eyes.there moys, 
Like the good genius of an abſent Love! 
Where e're ! turn tne, T methinks-eſpy, | 
Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. '- . 
Such fond Ambition, Love his Slaves does "i 
To make 'em tancy what they cannot reach. 
For oh Divine One kn - - MY 901 
How ſickly joyes, honqur and rently gran; 
When thee the glory of ny'Soul dons of | 


+ 


Atribiades. 


Drax. My Lord! 
Alcib. Guard me, ye pow'rs! DraxiUla here, 
And weeping too! Oh-my Prophetick fear ! 
What is't your coming here would ſeem to tell - 
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well ? | 
Drax. Oh Sir ! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Spartan Camp you took your flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 
Both to forſake your Country and your Love, 
Timandra, and my ſelf, and we were fate 
In her Apartment, grieving for your fate : 
No ſooner with ſad Jealouſies oppreſt, 
Her wear:-:! ſoul in ſleep ſought after reſt, 
But griet 12w Scenes of miſery brought in, 
And plaid in Dreams its horrours ore agen: - 
Sometimes her t2nder Arms ſhe'd forward ſtretch, 
Then ficrcely at the empty ayr would catch: 
Wearied with grici, the then would milder be, 
And in a hallow ſig'i ſend out, Ah Me! 
At laſt ſhe roſe, and 'bout the Chamber walkt ; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood ſtill and talkt : 
- Anon, repeat ſome ſhort and pithy pray'r ; 
Agen grow wild, and tear her precious hair ; 
Till having ſo wrought ſorrow to that height, 
That her ſoul grew too tender for the weight: 
E re | my courage could colle& to go, 
And givea hindrance to the fatal blow, 
She with her Dagger ſtab'd her ſelf, -and ſaid, 
Thus dy'd 7imandra that unhappy Maid. 
Alcib.Y e Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice youdiſpence, 
To lay th reward of Guilt on Innocence 2 
What though theſe Sacrilegious hands have thrown 
Your Images, thoſe Pageant Glories down ! 
Muftb you Revenge on her | lov'd transfer ? 
You might have plagu'd me, ſo y'ad pity'd her. 
But thus le ſend my ſoul, where it may tell\Ofers 70 fall on 
She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well ;/ his Sword, but 
Oh Siſter ! do not hinder me my death ; is hindred by 
Sighs are the only-uſe I've left of breath: Draxilla. 
One blow will put @n end to grief and Me. 
k, C 


Enter 


12 Alcibiades. 
Enter Timandra. 
Tim. That Sir you muſt not do, nor muſt T ſee. [ Al. Parrs. 
Why fly youbaek ? nay, if you ſhun.me now, 
I ſhall grow apt to think my fears too true. | 
Alcib. Oh Heavens! does then my dear 7imandra live ! 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive , 
This was the greateſt bliſs Heav'n had to give. 
How raſhly did my impious rage prophane 
Your Goodneſs! oh but waſh uway that ſtain, 
Then I with Victimes will your Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God. 
Till by thoſe holy fires, this black offence 
Be purg'd and purifid to Innocence, 
But deareſi, how could you ſo cruel be, 
To let fuch blils be dreſt in miſery ? 
To tcll me you were dead ! 
How could you think but th'horror of that breath, 
Muſt damp my ſoul, and chill me into death ? 
Tim. Alas, my fears could find out no relicf, 
But thus t'aſſaulr you in the garb of grief ; 
This tryal of your Faith my Joy ſecures, 
As Thunders uther in retreſhing ſhow'rs. 
Alcib. Let usno longer then to doubrs give way, 
But haſte. to th Conſummation of our Joy, 
So with our bright united. flames, difpel 
Thote anxious miſts that on our boſems dwell, 
Being of no other Jealouſie-poſſeſt, 
But which ſhall kindeft prove, and love the beft. 
Tim, And when our faithful happy hearts ſhall bc 
Firmer united by that ſacred tye, 
How in an endleſs Road of bliſs we'll move, 
Steering our motions by our perfect Love ! 
There we with pleaſure will recount each woe 
Which we have pals't, and others undergo. 
There we'll refle& o'*th'various hopes and fears, 
The mournful fghs and the impatient tears 
Of diſtreſt Lovers, whilſt we'll kindly thence, 
Througha ſtrange myſtical Intelligence, C 
Give 'em Regreſſes by our influence : 


Till ſo by ours, 


Their 


AlciBrades. 
Their full gfown Joyes receive a happy birth, 


As Planets in their kind Conjun&ions bleſs the Earth. 
Alcib, Then my 7imandra to our bliſs let's fly, 


There's but one minute more to Extaſie, [Exeunt. 


Enter Queen and Ardella. 
Queen. Oh my Ardella, whither ſhall I turn > 
I'm all ore flame, in every part I burn. 
Ar. Your Majeſty 
Queen. Fool, Majeſty ! what's that > 
Th'ill-natur'd pageant mockery of fate ; 
When her ungrateful fportive pow'r ſhe'd ſhow, 
Raiſing us high 
To bar-us of the benefits below. 
But 1'll her ſervile Policy deſpiſe, 
And make her ſtoop to Loves great Victories, 
Th Almighty pow'r of Heav'n came down from thence, 
To taſte the ſweets of am'rous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Princes that are Gods below, 
Think that a fin which Heav'n is proud to do? 
Ard. But Madam, ts it not a cruel thing, 
abuſe a Loving Husband and kind King 2 
Q«, Dull Girl, thou knoweſt nor what a Husband is. 
Alas, they never reach the. height of bliſs, 
But ignorantly with Loves Magick play, 
Till they raiſe ſpirits they want pow'r to lay 
In that brave A/cibiades there ſwarm, 
So many graces, he's all over charm ; 
Such killing Ayres in each part of him move, 
His Brows dart Majeſty, and'his Eyes Love : 
Oh my Ardella, I am loſt n thought rr” 
I fain would have thee———-yet *tis falſe, I'd not. 
Ard. Madam, your Royal pleaſure but relate, 
Ile be as faithful, and as firm as Fate, | 
2%. Art thou then skilful in Loves ſubtle arts, 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for hearts 2 
Canſt thou expreſs a melting kind defire, - 
And give a feeling draught of Loves ſoft fire. 
Ard. Madam, fo fabely Ile his heart betray, 
As one, who by ſome great Magicians pow'r, 
Is hurry'd through the Regions 1n an hour, 
And for return again can find no way. 
C 2 
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[4 © Akibiades. 


Qu. My better Angel! fly then ſwift as time, 
Or thought; thou gain'ſt a Queen in gaining him. 
But uſe ſuch ſecreſy as ſtollen Loves ſhould have, 
Be dark as the huſht lence of the Grave. 

Ard, Madam, diſtruſt not but that I ſhall do, 
Both what is ta your Love and Honour due. 

Q«. Honour! a very word; anempty name: 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame! 
Give me the Soul that's large and unconfin'd ; 
Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind : 
Nature was then in her firſt excellence, 
When undiſturb'd with puny Conſcience, 
Man's Sacrifice was pleaſure, his God, ſenle. 

Enter Tiſlaphernes. 

Tiff. Madam, by th'King's command I'm to you ſent, 

Whattends your Royal preſence in his Tent. 


Qn. I po [ Exeunt Qu. and Ard; 
Tiſf. Now all is Ripe, methinks I ſee 


Treaſon waljk hand in hand with Deſtiny, 
And both in a kind Aſpe&t ſmile on me. 
Now the whole Court proceeds to ſolemnize 
The Nuptials of proud Akibzades. 
Whereev'ry thing doesas I'd wiſh combine, | 
To give a happy end-to my delign. 
It 15 the cuſtom at. a Marriage Feaſt, 
The Bridegroom 
With a full Bowl preſents his chieteſt gueſt. 
The Cups by my great fecreſy and care, 
With ſtrongeſt potjon all infeQed are: 
Which when our Alcibiades thall bring, 
And offer as his duty to the King, 
The Poyſon and his ſudden death will ſeem, 
Fully a Trayterous deſign in him. 
Then muſt the Crown deſcend on me, and ſo 
I teaſt my Rage, and my, Ambition too. 
Let Cowards ſpirits ſtart at Cruelty, 
Remorſe has ſtill a ſtranger been to me. 
I can look on their pains with the ſame eyes, 
As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. . 


Whilſt they yell out the horrour of their moans, 
My heart ſhall dance to to th'Muſick of their groans, [ Exiz. 
Enter Captain of the Guards. 
Cap. Look that your care and diligence be great, 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cent'nel fer... - [Exit: 


The Scene drawn,diſcovers the Tent of a Pavillion; in it an Altar, 
behind which are ſeated the XK ing and Queen, attended by Til- 
ſaphernes, Patroclus, and the reſt of the Camp; about the 
Altar ſtand ſeveral Prieſts of Hymen. 

X. Each day brings ſome ſurprize of pleaſure, here 

Love vyes his Triumphs with the God of War: 

Six Prieſts of Hymen Dance. 

The Dance ended, Enter chief Prieſt and Prieſteſs of Hymen, 
Prieſt leading Timandra, and the Prieſteſs Alcibiades. 
Prieſt /ings. 

Diſtratting Jealouſies and fears, 
Heart-breaking ſobs and reſtleſs tears _ 
Fly to the breaſts that are 
Wrack't with deſpair 
In this, | 
Prieſl, Or this. | 
Cho. No tears but thoſe of Joy, no pantings but. of bliſs. 
Prieſteſs. Yes, yes by love alone we ſee 
On Earth the glories of a Deity : 
For 'tis the greateſt work above, 
To be Innocent and Love, 

Thoſe then that flame ſo nobly here, | 

What raviſhing delights muſt they have there ! 

Cho, Who on Earth to their Honour are juſt,and their Love, 

Muſt reap the chief bleſſings above. 

Prieſt, Let's then proceed, and Hymen's aid implore, 
To joyn thoſe hands whoſe hearts were link'd betore. . 
Prieſteſs. Agreed. 
Prieſt. Agreed. 
Prieſt. Agreed, 
- Prieſt. Agreed. : 
Cho. Hymen, Oh Hymen, come away, 
Crown the wiſhes of this day. 
See, ſee theſe pure refin'd deſires, 


Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch to improve _ _ 
| m 


Alcibiades. a _ 


16 Alcibiades. 
Whilſt this Chorus is ſinging, Hymen enters with his Torch, and 
joins their hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which the Prieſteſs 
ſtrikes with her Spear and breaks, then they offer both parts up- 
on the Altar. - 
This Ceremony ended, a Dance is perform'd by four Prieſts and 

Prieſteſſes of Hymen, all carrying in their hands ſhort Spears 

mutjPd with flowers and boughs of fruit, after which a Bowl is 

brought in, and preſented to Alcibiades, who 1mamediately upon 
the receipt bows to the King, who deſcends with the Queen, and 
receives the Bowl of him, then ſpeaks. 

K, To ſhew how ſtrit aReverence I havey Drawing near to 
Forev'ry thing that Loyal 1s, and brave, & Tillaphernes. 
This fignal honour only due to me, =_ 

Thus 7Tiſſaphernes | confer on thee. [Preſents him the Bowl. 

Tiſſ. Contuftion ! what means this - 

K. Nay, do not ſtart, 

It is the offering of a grateful heart - 
Come drink to ſuch a depth as may expreſs | 
Thy wiſhes for their Joy, and Sparta's happinels. 
Tif. | muſt obey your Majeſty 
[ Proffer inz to drink, lets fail the Bowl, and 
ſeems to Swoun back. 

Pat, Alas my Father ! 

K. How fares our worthy Friend - 

Hence quickly for our chief Phyſitians ſend. 
S0 much this Aged Herol eſteem, 
I rather could part with my Crown than him. 

Tiff. My health, Sir, needs no other help than this, [fainty. 
That you will pardon its Infirmities, 

The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my ſenſe. 
| Alarum without. Enter Officer. 

Off. Dread Sir, your Camp th' Athenian Force Alarms - 
Without the City Gates th'appear in Arms. 
And with a numerous and Warlike train, 
Begin their March upon the Neighb'ring Plain. 
Their bloody Enfigns all diſplay'd appear, 
And hold an am'rous Combat with the Ayre : 
Looſly they flye, and with a Wanton play, 
Jn to ſalute the Sun-beams in their way : 


Whilſt 


OE Alcibiades.” 
Whiſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the skye, 
As if with Muſick they'd charm ViRory. 
And this Triumphant Pride does higher grow 
That they may make a Conqueſt fit for You. 

XK. Tis well, ev'ry Battalia Re-inforce 
With my late freſh ſupplyes of Perfan Horſe, 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure ; 
Prepare to fight 'em in this very hour. | 
I'd have this day hereafrer famous be, | 
For the Renown of Love and Vidtory. 

Shouts from afar. Enter another Officer. 

29d. Off. The Enemy, Sir,does on the Plain appear, 
And with Re-ecchoing ſhoutings pierce the Ayr. 

X. So Beaſts decreed for ſlaughter e're they fall, 
With their own Bell'wings ring their Funeral. 
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I — 


A'CT- HES GENE” b 


The Camp. 


Tiſſaphernes. 


Tif. Urſe on my niggard Stars, they were ſo poor, 
That my Revenge prov'd greater than their pow'r, 
My fury had 'begot fo vaſt a Birth, 
Fate wanted ſtrength enough to bring it forth. 
Trumpets afar-off ſound a Charge. 
That ſprightly ſound darts fiercely through my ſoul. 
Oh that I might one minute Fate Controul ; 
Could but command one happy fatal Darr, 
To ſend it ſelf into the Gen'rals heart. 


Enter King aud Queen attended, 


#. Thus muſt proud States fubmir when Monarchs claim : 
They govern-in a rude diſorder'd frame; 
As Stars ina dim Senate rule the Night, 
But Vaniſh at the Suns more Potent light. 


Athens - 
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Athens now feels the fury of my heat : 
A Pow'r like theirs, divided, can't. be great - 
It may tumultuous and num'rous ſhow, 
But nc're contraCt to give a ſteady blow. 

24.In States thoſe monſtrous many-headed pow'rs 
Ot private int'reſt publick good devours. 
'Tis true, when in their hands a rule they gain, 
They: know to uſe that power, not maintain, 
Like Pyrats in a Fleet, a while they may 
Seem dreadful , but when by ſome juſter force 
Oppos'd 
Each his own ſafety ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. 

Tiſ. You Sir have Vanquiſh'd Emp'rours, Fetter'd Kings : 

States are ſuch mean and deſpicable things, 
Compar'd with other glorys y ave ſubdu'd, 
Their Conqueſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude. 


Trumpets from far ſound a Retreat. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. This minute,Str, your Glorys are compleat, 


The routed Enemy makes a faint Retreat : 
Victory, bluthing they no more could do, 
With a full wing direQs her flight to You. 

X. Thus Deidamia are our wiſhes Crown'd, 
Love and Renown in the ſame Sphear go round : 
Our laſting Loves draw laſting Vicories, 

Whilſt Courage takes his flame from Beauties eyes, 


Enter another Meſlenger. 

2d. Mefſ. Thus hourly,Sir, freſhglorys you receive, 
Athens no more's your Enemy, but Slave. 
Like the ſad Rums of a Hurricane, 
Their totter'd Troops are ſcatter'd o're the Plain, 
And in diſorder'd Parties make away, 

A, Relate, how went the bus'neſs of the Day ? 

Meſſ. Brave Alcibiades has wonders done. 

Nere greater Courage was in Sparta ſhown, 
Troops were not able to withſtand his ſhock, 
Like thunder from a Cloud his fury broke. 
On all=his Enemies, and like that too, 


Death and Amazemeat did attend each blow. 
Long doubtful Fortune dally'd en her Wheel, 
And neither ſeem'd td move it, nor ſtand ſtill, 
Till at the laſt the brave -Polyndus. fell. 

His loſs did ſo amaze the_Enemy, 

That in diſordes-they to fly. 

Yet brave Theramnes Rally'd in their head, 2 


Though ſo their fate was but a while delay'd, 
For by our Gen'ral he was Captive made. 

And which agen they did their flight renew 
With numbers too ſo totter'd and fo few, 6 
It had been Barbariſm to purſue, | 

Then fair 7:mandra, who from far had been 
An anxious looker on this Tragick Scene, 

With all the haſt Joy could, or love afford, 
Flies to congratulate her Conquiring Lord ; 
Now both in ſolemn Triumph this-way move, 
To Crown your Glorys as you Crown'd their Love. 


Trumpets. Enter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra, and The- 
ramnes Priſoxer : Alcibiades Kneels to the King. 
K. Sir, of your brav'ry I've already heard, 
So much above the power of Reward ; 
It were but juſt that I ſhould homage do, 
And offer up acknowledgments to you. 
Riſe Sir, and give this Ceremony o're, 


Alcibiades. _ 


*% 


The Poſture ill becomes a Conquerour. [Alcib. res. 


Alcib. Conqu'rours that are Triumphant in the Field, 
Muſt at their Monarchs feet their Trophies yield ; 
For all thoſe glorys which their Conqueſts claim, 
They only have ſubordinate from them. 
Thus, though my Sword: this Captive has o'recome, 
It is from You he muſt expe& his Doom. 

Th. Yes, and in this you have o'recome him too, 
He cannot talk, Sir, half fo faſt as you. 

Curſe, though I am your Priſoner, I hate 
To hear your pride upbraid me with my Fate. 

Alcib, Why, Sir, was't not my. favour that you live? 

Th, No ; for I hate that Life your hand did give. 
Know, had your Fate been mine —— 


D | I thould 
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more home, 


20 
I ſhould have urg'd kind Deſtiny 
And there have Revelld Rival in "0 "nom gm 

Alcib. Sir, for your Love, you 'ſhew but weak pretence, 
When all your Arguments are Inſolence, | 
Whence does it ſpring ? 


The. From whence your bliſs you draw, 
Love, that ne're clog'd his Proſelytes with Law, 

I lov'd this fair One firſt, and you muſt know 
P11 love her ſtill; And what's all that to you - 

Alcib. This Rudeneſs, Sir, my fury can't engage, 
Youare ill-manner'd, and beneath my Rage. 

The. But know, I'll follow ſtill my hate to thee ; 
Nor ſhall my Chains obſtrut thy Deſtiny : | 
Thou did'ſt ſupplant me in 7imandra's Love, 

For which I gave thy Glories a Remove; _ 
And on thy Ruins made my ſelf more great: - 
But fince my wiſhes Fate would not compleat, 
My Fury with my Fortune ſhan't decreaſe, 
U]1 ill purſue thy Life and Happineſs - 

By all Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall deſign, 
Till in thy blood I write 7imandra mine. 

Alcib. Raveon; know of your threats no ſenſe I feel, 
I'd laugh at'em, wer't not to loſe a ſmile. 

X. But T'll take care that he ſhall better know, 
What tis a Captive for his Life does owe. 

How dare you offer here theſe Injuries ? 

Know you how much this Gallant Man I prize - 

Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 

Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere. 

Since.in your Breaſt ſuch a hot Frenzy reigns, 

We'll try how you can brave it in your Chains. 

7h. So King, as Thou ſhalt envy what Thas done, 

I have a Soul can ſmile when Thou doſt frown. 
Whilſt I 7zmandra's fair Idea wear, 
I can't want Freedom, for [il think of her. [ZxitGuarded. 

X. Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow, 
Who are your Slaves no other Fetters know, 

Tim, Ii any Charms in me there can appear, 

They only are confin'd-and bounded there : 


No greater Ai : nor A bi . | A FS 

Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves you: 
Alcib. Your Gen'rous pity to our faithful Flames, 

That Power which it gave*em juſtly claims. 


= 


Thus happy by your great Ind made, 
In Joyes ſo perfeQt, nothing can Remove. 
Your ſpreading Glories ne're ſhall ſhrink or fade, 


Till you! forget to aſpire, and we to love. 
But how dare I uſurp the leaft pretence, 
Who only borrow all my Lawrels hence! | Pointing toPat. 
This is that Noble Youth, who, when 1 ſtoad 
Beſet on every ſide with death and blood: 
To my relief fuch gen'rous ſuccour brought, 
And things ſo much above ev'n wonder wrought. 
Pat. You, Sir, that taught me Friendſhip, taught me too, 
How much is to that ſacred Title due. 
No, Sir, if your Life at hazard lye, 
Though thouſand deaths ſhould dare me, on Ill fly, 
And Conquer all, or bravely with you dye. : 
Alcib. In Gallantry you are ſo abſolute, 
That I grow faint, and flag in the purſuit. 
Yet that return accept in ſilence here, 
Which is ſo great 'twill no expreſſion bear, | Embraces him. 
7ifſ. Hell! Sure my blood is grown degenerate. 
Can this my Sonembrace the Man I hate > [ Afide.. 
X. How, Tiſſaphernes, is tliy good ape bleſt | 
In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſleſt > | 
Thus from thy Rev'rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 
And with their pious Lawrels ſhade thy head. 
Tifſ. In this warm Comfort patiently YII ſir, 
Till Fate ſhall come and claim her lateſt debt. 
Sometimes my Youths paſt Triumphs I'll review, 
And pleaſe my ſelf they were approv'd by you: 6 
Alas, I've nothing elſe left now to do. [ Ironically. 
Oh my dear Boy ! Sir, be my Joy thus ſhown, 
Poſleſs the Father as you've gain'd the Son, [Embraces both. 
XK. Monarchs thus propt, the ſhocks of Fate defic, _ 
No bonds fo firm as thoſe which Friendſhip tye. __ 
[ Exit King attended. Manent Alcibiades, 
Timandra a»d Draxi 
'D2 Alcih, 


22 Alcibiades. 

Alcib. Now Nobleſt Siſter, how. ſhall be repay'd 
Thoſe large endearments which your love has made ? 
Our happineſs will but imperteCt prove, 

If midſt the growing pleaſures of our love, 
We nothing elſe in' gratitude can do, 
Then only with a happineſs to you. 

Drax. What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that Siniſter thing we call Reward. | 
Good deeds their worth and value have from hence, 
They their own Glory are and Recompence. 

Alcib. But Siſter, if I might one Queſtion move ? 

Drax.. Your pleaſure, Sir ? 

Alcih. Could you not Madam 
The Friend in whom I'm happy ſince I came, 

In honours as renown'd as in his Name. 
He, when I to him often would relate 

The ſad adventures of my Love and Fate ;. 
90 much your Gallant Friendſhip did admire, 
That with your Character he grew on fire; 
And bears a flame fo noble and ſublime, 

As not to love again would be a crime. 

Drax. Sir, that'sa thing I cannot naw diſcourſe ; 

Love rarely conquers with a ſudden force. - 
Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Complement ta you : 
If any thing in me he can approve, 

I may believe it Gallantry, not Love. 

Alcib, 1 ſhall no more your modeſty offend 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend. 

But if ought add a bleſſing, 'twill to ſee 


Love 2 


You made as happy as you have. made me. [ Excunt. 


Enter Tiſlaphernes and Patroclus. 

"Ziff. D'you underſtand, Patroc/us, what y'ave done ? 

Have you conſider that you are my Son? - 

Pat. Sir, *Tis a Title I am proud of.— 

Tiff. How caq you then deſcend to things ſo baſe, 

That blot my Glory, and my Name deface ? 

Whilſt thus your blinded folly ſo adores, 

The only Traytor that my Soul abhors?.. 


; Alcibiades. 
Pat... How, Sir, I doat upon the Man you hate ! | 
No, I had never thoughts ſo umpjous yer. : 
By all my hopes, if any Wretch there þe | 
S'unhaeppy to be held your Enemy, ; 
Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 
Id raze it from my heart, or ſtab ir there. [7 
Tiff. Stay, leſt you, ſhould. pronounce too raſh a.doom': 
Believe it 1s a blow will wound you home... ©: fo 
But I will try. | 
What gen'rous reſolution you exprels, 
Know then you muſt hate A/cibiades. 
Pat. Protect me Heav'n! 'can you command that I 
Should break that knot you did ſo lately tye! 
Was't not your love that did our friendſhip joyn'? - 
Did not your kind embraces ſecond mine. ' © 
Tifſ. Embraces! Love! and Kindneſs! what are theſe ? 
The outward varniſh that' our hearts diſguiſe. © - - | 
Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant been, 
The various turns of power and greatneſs ſeen, 
And haſt thou not this myſtery yet found, - 
Always to ſmile in's face we mean to wound 2 | © 
Come you muſt hate him, nay and kill him-too. + 
Pat. Oh. let me rather beg my death from you- 
Can you command me, Sir, to wound'a heart, 
Whereof I do profels ſo great a part ? - 
In that I ſhould prove a ſelf-murderer : 
\ Piercing his Breaſt, | ſtab m'own- Image there. 
Tiff. Come, lay theſe idle Boyiſh fcruples down, 
Do as becomes your Virtue, and my Son; & -/ 
Can you behold kim rev'liong in my place; ” * 
And turning all my honours. to diſgrace: 
And can you of ſo. littte-value prize -: 
The honqur of your blood not to ſhed his? © ft . © 
Pat. Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theam, ' * © 
'Twill blaſt your Glories and your Wreaths defame.: © © 
Do but look on that life you would deſtroy; 
See if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene' = 7 OG 
As that which in their heav'n bleſt Saintsenjoy,, 
Pure and untouch'd bug with a thought of fin, ..*' © 


: 


By, 


By all th'endearments of a Filial- love, _ [kneels. 
And if that charm cannot: your pity move, 
By my dear Mother ; whoſe dying pray'r 
Bequeath'd me her chief treafure to your care, 
This unjuſt cruel enmity lay down, 
And do not in his Friend deſtroy your Son. 
On the paſt brav'ry of your youth look back, 
There the bright paths of all your Triumphs track : 
Think what 'twill be thoſe Glories.to exchange, 
For a baſe brutal infamous revenge. 
Oh, Sir, recall, recall the dire decree, 
'Tis ſuch;4 deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee. 

Ti. Then 'tis the-fitter to be done by me. 
Give this unmanly-Childiſh pity o're, 
Or ne're-preſume to call me Father more. | 

Pat. Then ſee how I reſign that intreſt here: [ri/es. 

Thus all the bonds of: Duty cance['d are. 

Whilſt ſuch black horroursinyour' foul I ſee, 

Y'are not my Father, but my Enemy. 

Now againſt me let all your vengeance come, 

Thus thus my breaſt for your revenge has room. 

| Brave Alcibiades. 
No, ſince ſuch barbarous miſchiefs you dare do, 

Ill dy for him, but ſcorn to live for you. 

Why don't you ſtrike, Sir 2 is your: rage grown faint - 

Tifſ. 1fear I've too much trifl'd with this Boy ; 
Curſe on his honour, 'ewill my hopes deſtroy. 

But Ill ſmooth all zjn-time: Oh my dear Son, 
Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own. 
None but a heart that's truly noble; coir 
Ever deſerve a Title to my blood. 

No, may ye both in your brave friendſhip be 
As truly happy as I am in thee. 

That's curſt, —— . 

Pat, Is them my Father. kind can he: approve 
Our Friendſhip > does he once more crown our Love 2 
Oh, Sir, let thus m'acknowledgemeot be giv'n, : 

As we for blellingy offer thanks to Heav'n. [kneels 

Tif. Riſe, riſe thou: comfort of my Age, I now 
Have underſtood all I could wiſh to know. 


(Afide, 


Alas 


Atcibiades. 

Alas, in this diſguiſe T did but try es he 

-The ſtrength and virtue of thy conſtancy. 

'Tis a refreſhment to this hoiry head, 

To prove that virtue which my ſelf have bred,” 

Thus bleſt in peace Fil co my Grave deſcead. 

 Asthe declining Sun goes down at night, 

Pleas'd with the riſing of an off ſpring light. 
Pat. Such myflick ways Fate does our loyes confirm, 

As rooted Trees ftand faſter by aftorm.* 

After this ſhock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, 

As Gold try'd in the fire comes forth more pure. [Exzr. 
7iſſ. There's ſome foundation yet for my deſign ; 

The Captive's brave, Illtry to make him mine. 

Unwearicd I will let my fury range, . 5 

And leave no heart bis” Sur to find revenge. [Exzt. - 


SCENE a dark Tent. 


Theramnes i» Chains. 
' The. How ſweet a quietude's in Fetters found ! 
That it ſeemsalmoſt freedom to be bound. 
Though thus confin'd, my agil thoughts may fly 
.Through all the Regions of variety. | 
Hereina trice I can che World run o're, 
And finiſh whole years labours in an hour. 
But oh my Miſtreſs ! my 7imandra loſt ! 
That is theonly bitterneſs IT taſte. 
This outward fetter but my Body chains, 
But that the freedom of my Soul detains. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall - 
So bravely haveembrac'd one death for all > 
Yet why ſhould I court ſuch an-abjedt Fate ? 
Courage is the ſupporter of the Great. þ 
Methinks. I've fomething yet to do, might prove 
Becoming both my Glory and my Love. 
I'l—hab this does my buſi thoughts prevent. [E#ter Tif. 
Is that old Fiend for a Tormenter ſent ?- 
Good Sir, upon what meſlage are you come ? 


Am I then deſtin' 
mlt _ eſtin'd to ſome harder doom ? ri 
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Tiſſ. No, I am come to give your ſorrows eaſe: 
| 


—_— 


- I know you hate, Sir, A/czbzades : 
Nay , and I know you love 7;mandra too, 
+ The. Well; Sir, all this I know as well as you. 
7:fſ. Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theam : 
Dare you, Sir, raviſh her, and murder him ? 
7he. For what dark ends do you this queſtion bring 2 
Dare ! *sdeath, old Sir, I dare do any thing. 
Ti. That worg then all my former doubts ſecures, 
Be only reslute, and 77mandra's yours. 
My, ſtratagenis ſo ſubtly I will lay, 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray. 
Thus then, as:the firſt ſtep to our deſign, 
Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 
Secure ; ſo they Charm in a Lethargy, 
I'll from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you tree. 
Then when ſome happy moment ſhall. preſent 
Timandra left ungarded in her Tent, s 
Both of us thither in diſguiſe will move, 
To end your Rwal, and compleat your Love. 
For when your fill of bliſs you Have enjoy'd, 
And your full pleaſures with themſelves are clgy'd: 
I thither will alar'm our __— 
Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure to dye. 
And the next night (the watch-word given by me) 
You may 'ſcape through the Guards to liberty. 
The. Revenge! my Love enjoy'd, and freedom too! 
Then in the name of Pluto be it ſo. 
"Vhat ſtupid ignorance the World poſleſt, 
That only fury plac'd i th' youthtul breaſt ! 
No, 'tis in age alone great Spirits are young - 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong. 
Theſe hoary heads like griſly Comets are, 
Which always threaten Ruine, Death, and War. 
Tiff. Alas, ſuch tame Souls know but half a growth, 
I'll make my age a ſtep to a new youth : 
Such murders and ſuch cruelties maintain, 
111 from the blood I ſhed grow young again. 
The, Let's in the name of horrour then go on ; 
Methinks I long to bave the bus'neſs Jone : 


Something 


Alcibiades. © 


Something like Conſcience elſe may all defeat, 
You know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 
Tiff. Conſcience ! a trick of State, found out by thoſe 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws ; 
A bug-bear name, to ſtartle Fools, but we 
That know the weakneſs of the fallacy, 
Know better how to uſe what Nature gave. 
That Soul's no Soul which to it ſelf's a Slave. 
Who any thing for Conſcience ſake deny, 
Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the lye. 


SCENE the Camp. 


Enter Patroclus and Draxilla. 
Pat, Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's pray'r ? 
Is cruelty the priviledge o' th' Fair ? 
Drax. You cannot, Sir, i' th' Camp be Beauties Slave, 
Where Honour's the only Miſtreſs of the brave. 
Pat. But 'tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 
When not made ſoft by Beauties ſweeter Charrhs. 
That melts our Rage into a kind deſire, 
Whilſt Love refines it in his purer fire. _— 
Drax. Lovers whoſe flights ſo ſublime pitches choo! 
Oft ſoar too high, and ſo their quarry looſe, _ 
But you, Sir, know to moderate'your height, .. | 
Miſſing your game, can eas ly ſlack the flight, _ _ 
Pat, Such faint eſſays may fit a common flame, 
But my deſires have a far nobler aim, , 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal that's true, 
Raisd by that Deity to which I ſue. 3} ot; 
Drax. Thoſe who to Deities their offerings pay, - 
Make their addreſſes in an humbler.way. - -: - -. 
Not in a confidence of what they give, 
But modeſt hopes of what they ſhall receive. 

Par. Tin my offerings no aſſurance have, .. : 
Though an ambition to become yourSlave.,.. -.,./ - 
Drax. Yes,but when once admitted tothatplace, -- 
You'l ſtill be looking for ſome ads of grac. 

Pat. Some little favours pity can't deny, 
You are too noble to uſe cruelty. 
E 


[ Exeunt. 


Drax- 
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Drax. See, Sir, the Queen, I beg you, Sir, forbear. [ Exeunt. 
Pat, Madam, this wa 


Enter Queen and Ardella. . 


Q«4, Did he then ſuffer no ſurprize ? no ſhew 
Of alteration ? let's the progreſs know. 

Ard. In order, Madam, t'your command, I went, 
And met him coming from the Royal Tent : 
Where after th'uvſual Ceremonies paſt, 

E'rel would feaſt I gave him firſt a taſte, 

Told him how much his courage you approv'd, 
That he in no mean path of Glory mov'd, 

Who in his Arms had ſo ſucceſsful been, 

T'cngage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. 

Then nearer came, and whiſper'd ſomething more, 
Began to intimate Love's. mighty pow'r. 

He briskly took the hint, and readily 

Began to urge ſome pretty things to me. 


By 


which encourag'd, I to th' busneſs drew, 


K_. Told him in fine it only was his due | 
& To be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. 


Qz. And did not then his alterd looks betray 


Some extaſie z fome marks of lively joy ? 


Ard. No, Madam, he knew better policy, 


Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty ; 
Fine ſmoothing terms to cloak a paſſion in. 


But if your Majeſty 


Qu. What ? 


Ard. Had but ſeen 


How much his carriage did his words deceive, 
When with a gentle ſigh he took his leave, 
As if he languiſh'd till the minute came. 


x. Doſt thou then think he entertains my flame 2 


Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. 

Such ſwarms of love within my breaſt there are, 
The heat's too furious for my Soul to bear. 

What would I give but for a taſte of blifs ! 


Oh, the choice ſweets of aſtol'n happineſs. 


Alcibiades. 


ACT IV. SCENE 1 
Alcibiades ſolzs. 


Alct, Nder what fatal Planet was I born ! 
Sure at my birth the Heavens themſelyes did mourn. 

Disjointed Nature did her courſe forbear, | 

And held within her Womb a civil War. 

I who but now did Fame and Conqueſt bring, 

And added to the Glories of a King, 

Muſt ſee my Trophies all thrown down again, 

By the baſe paſſions of a luſtful Queen 

Why was I not born to a common Fate - 

Free from the glorious troubles of the Great, 

So in ſome humble Cell my years have ſpent, 

Bleſt with a private peaceable content 2? 

The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortunes harms, 

The higheſt ſtruQures ſtill are ſhook with ſtorms. 

See too, ſhe's here ; what ſhall T do or ſpeak ? 

Fate has beſet me, and I've no way to take. 

- Enter Queen. 
Qu. My Lord, you — compos'd appzar, 

Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. 
Alci, Majeſty, Madam, is a thing divine. 

(x. If that diſturb you, Sir, I'll lay by mi ne. 

Methinks I apprehend a greater pride, 

To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread fo wide. 
Alcz. Madam, you on'em et too high a price. 
Qz. Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, with common Eyes, 

They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have. 

I find a ſecret in me ſays y'are brave z 

You need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs, 

Alci, How craftily ſhe would her luſt expreſs, 

And ſet her ills off with a winning dreſs ! 

What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude - 

I muſt abuſe my King, or muſt be rude. 

I cannot ſpeak ; 

(u. My Lord, let's fit a while, 

Wont you vouchſafe your Viſitant a ſmile ? 

E. 2 
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Alcib. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a joy. 
Qu. Fye! put theſe formal Complements away, 
Ardella, (\ngthat Song I heard to day. 


SONG. 


The brigtheſt Goddeſs of the 5ky, 
Flow did ſhe panting fighing lye, 
And languiſhing defire to dy / 
For the triumphant God of War 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 
As charming rough as ſhe was fair. 


2. 
Their loves were bleſt, they had a Son, 
The little Cupid who has ſhown 
More conqueſt than his Sire &re won. 
He grew the mightieſt God above, 
By which we him a Rebel prove 
To Heav'n, that dares be ſo to love. 


; 3+ 
How ſoft the delights, and how charming the joy, 
Where love and enjoyment each other ſupport / 
Let the Cynical Fool call pleaſure a toy, 
Who ne're fame i th Camp had, nor love in the Court. 
O ſo kindly the Combates each other ſucceed, 
Where 'tis Tryumph to dye, and a pleaſure to bleed. 


Alci. The Air is charming, 
(a. Retire. [Exit Ardella. 
No lively Symptoms of a growing fire { 
[11 urge him further 
My Lord, your hand ; how beats your pulſe 2 I fear 
Y are ill, Cold drops upon your brows appear ; 
I'll wipe 'em off, come, Str, your fears remove, 
You need not bluſh to tcll me that you love. 
11 do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
Bluſh for my ſelf too when T bluſh for you. 
Sure this will take ; what does your wonder mean ? 
ts Love (o ſtrange 2? 
Alci, ——Oh name that again, 


Could 


. Alcibiades.... 
Could you ſuch wrong to Royal Agis do 2 
Think what's to Heav'n and to your virtue due. 
x. Muſt I be hated then? and Sir, by you ? 
Piſh, why d' you talk of Heav'nand Virtue now ? 
Alci. Not new made Mothers to their Infants bear 
A firmer paſſion, or a tend'rer care, 
Show me yours, or your Honours Enemy, 
See with what vigour t'your revenge I'll fly. 
For you with life I willingly could part, 
But whilſt that laſts , Timandra, has my heart. 
z. The heavy pleaſures of the Marriage Bed, 
Dull repetition ſoon will render dead. 
Taſte freſher joys, and when they tedious grow, 
Then the old pleaſures may ſeem gay and new. 
Alci. Could I expett to have ſuch language heard, 
Where Beauty and ſuch Innocence appear 2 
24. Can you my little Beauty then approve, 
And is't ſo difficult a thing to love? | 
Alcib. Love, Madam! :only beas truly good, 
As you are fair, | ſhall not need be woo'd, 
I'll love you as the Siſter of my blood.. 
Qz. A Siſters love's a lean infipid bliſs, 
So little we can hardly name what 'tis. 
Where is the tranſport, extaſie,delight 2 
'Tis like thin meat to a ſharp appetite. 
Alcib. I know y are beauteous as the bluſhing Morn, 
Your beams the luſtre of a King adorn, 
That King whoſe piety me happy made, 
And can I in return prophane his Bed 2 
Though, Madam, I've liv'd free, and never ſet 
Limits to any thing we call delight, 
Yet raiſe not new Rebellions in my Blood : 
Beauty hath darts too keen to be withſtood. 
(24. Yet all its power has no force o're. you, ” 
Your cruel heart's immoveable, but know 
'Twill to your Honour be bur ill apply'd, 
* That for your love, a Queen neglected, dy'd. 
Alcib. What is't your Majeſty would have me do 2 
(2, Are you ſo 1gnorant that you don't know? 


Alcib. Death, not to have ſome ſenſe, were to unman 
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[mildly, 
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My ſelf ; but I'le be conqurour if I can. 
ſhould I be made a captive to her charms, 
Er'e I am warm in my 7imavdra's arms ? 
One ſtratagem I'le for my freedom try, 


Madam no longer Vie your pow 'r deny. [ To the Queen, 


For if theſe eyes had ne're 7imandra known, 
You only might have call d my heart your own. 
But whilſt with her I enjoy love, and life, 
And you remain the mighty Agzs wite ; 
Know this is all I can in juſtice do, 
I'm ready on your leaſt commands, to ſhew 
[ live for her ; but yet could dye for you. 

Qu. Muſt I then only border upon bliſs - 
Reſt on the confines of my happineſs 2 
As Souls that are excluded heav'n for fin, 
See all its glories, but can't enter in. 

Alci. No Madam) free from the dull clogs of ſenſe, 
We'll reap delights of nobler excellence. 
Our entwin'd Souls each other ſhall enjoy, 
Tread vertues paths, and never loſe their way. 
But if one in his motion chance to err, 
Straight regulate it by the other's ſphear : 
Till at the laſt, 
When the ſhort Zodiack of this life w'ave paſt ; 
With newimp't Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly, 
There meet, and mingle to a Deity. 

Q«. Then to all hopes of happineſs adieu, 
Since my chief bliſs I've loſt in loſing you. 
Oh the Tyrannick cruelty of fate, 
That lets us know our happineſs too late. 
Yet why ſhou'd I to fears and ſorrows bend, 
It only on their fate my hopes depend 2 
A Rival, and a King, I may remove : 


There's nothing difficult to them that love. [ Exit Queen. 


Alci. She's gone. 
Greatneſs, thou gaudy torment of our Souls, 
The wiſe mans fetter, and the range of fools! 
Who is't wou'd court thee if he knew thy ills? 
He who the greateſt heap of Honour piles, 
Does nothing elſe but build a dang'rous ſhelf, 


— 


Alcibiades. 
Or ere& Mountains to o'rewhelm himſelf. 


Scene a Grove adjoyning to the Camp. 


Enter Tiſlaphernes aud Theramnes diſguis'd. 
LL 


. Tiſ. Now, Sir, y are free, and profperouſly move, 
To reap the long wiſht harveſt of your love. 
One minute and y'are in 7imandre's arms, 
New fetter'd in the power of her Charms : 
Methinks the thought ev'n my old blood Alarms. 
The, His rage ſure works him to an extaſic : 
How the old Monſter hugs his v:Cany ! 
Good, Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook delay ; 
I waſt in expeRation of my joy. 
But heark, did you not hear a murm'ring talk ? 
Tifſ. Perhaps 'tis ſhe come in this Grove to walk : 
Stay here they are, by heav'a the ſame, tis ſhe. [They go to the door. 


Retreat a while ; bleſt opportunity. 
Enter Timandra with a Book in her hand, and Draxilla. 


Tim, Methinks Draxilia when Atlanta ran, 
And ſlaughter was the only prize the wan; 
Her power a too cruel rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded fo before. ERS 
[Theramnes throws off h1s diſguiſe. 


The. Then Madam be not guilty of her ull: 
Me the poor wretch y'ave wounded do not kill. 


Ah in your heart, if ſuch a ſence there be 
Of the injuſtice of her cruelty ; 
How much more pity from your breaſt is due 
To him, who ev'ry minute dyes for you ! 
Tim. My. Lord Theramnes | by what lucky hap 
Have you from guards and priſon made eſcape ? 
The. Who wears your facred image in his breaſt, 
Is of ſuch pure Divinity poſleſt, 
And from ignoble bondage ſo fecure, ___ 
That feeble Chains fall off and loſe their pow r. 
Tim. Then, Sir, in your intended flight make haſte, 
Leſt by ſome fatal chance y'are_ once more loſt. 
The, No, I enjoy a nobler ſafety here ; 
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34 | Alcibiades. 
No danger dares approach when you are near. 
Theſe Groves to Lovers bliſs are dedicate, 
Free from th' uncivil outrages of Fate. | 
Come, let's to ſomething like delight draw nigh, 
And loſe our ſelves a while in extaſie. [ ſeizes roughly on her. 
Tim. Guard me, ye Powers ! Draxila, help: my, Lord! 
Tiff, Good, Gentle, Madam, if you pleaſe, one word. 
[Draxilla runs out, crying help, and Tiſſaphernes after her. 
The. 1 cannot ſee my Rival bleſt alone; | 
Muſt he reap all the ſweets, and I have none ? 
Tim. This outrage on my knees [ beg, forbear - 
See, Sir, it is 7zmaudra theds a tear. [Tifl, returns. 
Her whom you vowd you lov'd with noble flame, 
Oh don't by ſavage luſt prophane that name! 
It "ris the envy ot your Rival's joy, 
Remove, remove th'offence ſome other way: 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. 
The. Such tenderneſs might cool anothers blood ; 
But I am too unhappy to be good. 
Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 
Who ne're had Soul enough to know deſpair. 
Fil baniſh the encroacher from my Breaſt, 
And ſhake him oft e're he take hold too faſt. 
Come, let's retire within this Covert by ; 
I am impatient, and my blood boyls high. 
Tim, I will not go, il dye a Martyr here: 
The. Then I muſt drag you. 
Tim. Barb'rous Raviſher ! 


Oh! oh! [ Enter Alcibiades. 
Alci. Did I not hear a tender cry ? 

Oh Heavens ! turn baſe Hell-hound, turn, and dye. [ draws. 
The. That, Sir, will thus be better underſtood. [draws. 


Tiff. Y ave undertook, Sir, more than you'll make good, [draws. 


[ They both make at him, 

Enter Patroclus. 
- Par. How's this ; aſſaulted | and by ſuch baſe odds ! 
Courage, my Friend ! 


[After a fierce fight between Alcibiades aud Theramnes, Pa- 
troclus axd Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus drives his Father of 
th: Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes through. 
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Alci,——— To the accurſt abodes 
Of tortur'd Souls that in :datk horrour dwell; 
Thus fly, and tothy fellow Devils tell,” 
It was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. 
The. Hold, Sir, ws I muſt your Vittim fall, 
Though an atonement for my fin too ſmall. 
My haſty Soul can make no longer ſtay, - 
Death tolls his leaden Bell, and calls awiy. 
And now like ſome ſad Trav'ler, taking view 
Of the long Journey that I have togo, 
Whilſt I my thoughts to Heav'ns ſweet manſions bend, 
Without your mercy no admittance find. | 
Oh bunt one word of pardon e're I dye, 
Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly. 
Abſolv'd by you, it muſt have welcome there, 
As incenſe that is offer & up with pray'r. | 
7m, My pardon and my prayers too receive, 
More than your guilt could ask me | could give, 
Be happy as your penitence is true ; 
And may kind Heav'n forgive you as I do. [Weeps. 
The. Ah! can your piety vouchaſe a tear 
Of pity, on an impious Raviſher ! 
My Soul will leave me in an extaſie - 
And I ſhall want the ſenſe to know I dye. 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your feet I bow, 
Here 'tis my Soul would make her lateſt ſtay - 
Not can ſhe 
Beginning hence her journey, miſs the way. 
But I'd forgot ; þeware of ; | Dyes. 
Alci, Who can fear 
That is ſecur'd by charms ſo pow'rful here ? 
Within theſe ſphears my Guardian Angels move ; 
Theſe are my ſeats of ſafety, as of love. . 
Tim, They weakly others guard, that can't detend 
Themſelves; 1 fear more miſchief may depend 
On this diſaſter. [ Enter Patroclus. 
Alci, So when a ſtorm's blown o're, 177 MAY I 
And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd therugged deep, 
The joy ful Mariners can fear no more : | 


But thus embrace, and lull their cares aſleep - [Embraces him: 
| F Welcome 


2; 


Welcome my lifes Prote&our and only iricnd. 
Hah'! what does that ſad look, and lighantend f 


Are you, Sir, wounded ? 
Patr. Yes, too deep | fear. + 
Alci. Forbid it Heav'n, where 1s't? 
Patr. Oh here, Sir, here, 
| My Saul is pierc'd, I'm torturd ev'ry where, 
Your friend | ah let that Title be. no more, F 
Behold me as a wretch forlorn , and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry form of miſery ; 
And when y ave ſum'd upall, then look on me. 
Alci. Now ſome bleſt Angel to my Soul reveal 
This doubt; can he be wrong'd, and I not feel - 
Ah kind Patroclus this ſad ſilence break. 
Patr. Oh,Sir, you muſt not hear,nor mult I ſpeak. 
Paint out black horrour in its deepeſt dread, 
And troops of Murders hov'ring ore your head, 
And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you ſee, 
Think it you can that they came all from me. 
Alci.Confuſton ! how my thoughts begin to ſtart ! 
A new unwonted heat has ſeiz'd my heart, 
Something unruly, that would fain get place, 
But Tie ſubdu't, — be free, kind friend, alas | 
Force me not wrong our friendſhipand your worth. 
Patr. That-charm's reſiſtleſs,and I feel 'twill forth. 
But oh it muſt not, duty does forbid : 
Yet what's my duty if my honour bleed - 
Know then, — now that this ſtubborn heart would break 
My cruel Father oh I dare not ſpeak. 44 
Alci. Hah ? 
Patr. Led by ſome blind miſtaking jealouſie, 
Heaps trealons upon yeu, and ſhame on me. 
It was by hun Theramnes made eſcape, 
And 'twas he back'd him in this impious rape. 
But oh no more, thame does my words ſuppreſs, 
Yet think what he will do that durſt do this. 
I'll go and try if T his rage can ſtay - 
I may divert the ſtream another way. [ Exit Patro. 
Alci. Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Fathers hate: 
He ſells his honour at too cheap a rate. 
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What have I done that could be call'd a wrong ? 
No, I'ye a guard of Innocence too ſtrong, 
Whilſt I unſpotted that and friendſhip bear, 
No danger is fo great that I need fear. 
Tim. Yet be not, Sir, regardleſs of my fears ; 
Some pity have of theſe ſad ſighs, and tears. 
Whither, oh whither would your raſhneſs. lead ; 
To urge a ruine level'd at your head 2 
Let us 
To ſome receſs that's fake and humble go, 
Timandra cag bear any thing with you. +» 
LetInr'reſt theunfix'd and wav' ring ſway, 
With us 
Love ſhall ſupply what Fortune takes away. 
Alci. Sure'tis not my 7zmanera's voice T] hear, 
She ne're had cauſe to think that I could fear. 
Havel ſo many dangers over-paſt, 
Poorly to ſhrink from villany at laſt - 
No, with my Tanocence Fll brave his hate, 
And meet it ina free undaunted ſtate : 
See all with ſmiles, as fearleſs, and as gay, 
As Infants unconcern'd at dangers play. 
Tim. Then I'll perform what to my love is due ; 
Unſteady doubts be gone, blind fears adieu : % 
I were unworthy of the heart you gave, 
Were I then you leſs faithful, or leſs brave. 
And of my courage too this proof Ill give, 
When you dare meet a death, Il ſcorn to live, 
Nor longer be a Vaſſal to my fear ; 
We'll in each others chance a portion bear: 
So Fate has thus at leaft ſome kindneſs ſhown, 
Neither can Wretches be, nor bleſt alone. [ Exennt. 
SCENE the Camp. 
Enter Tiſſaphernes and four Villains. 
Tifſ. Iyt done ? 
1 Fl. Sir, to a point your will's fulfill'd ; 
Theramnes's Guards as they lay drunk, we kjlld > + - -- + 
Draxilla too, þy th' ambuſh you had lay'd - ,- 1: 
For your retreat, was on her flight betray'd., - : ;., . 
Tifſ. Next, as from me, be there a meſlage ſent, 
- Tobid my Son attend me in my Tent ; 
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38 Alcibiades. 
In's paſſage thither you may ſeize him, ſo - 
Convey him to the Cave — | 
r Vil. My Lord, we go. 
Tiff. Yeare the beſt of Rogues ; but diſappear : [ Ex. 3. Vit 
You know your bus'neſfs: So the King 1s here. 
Enter King and Queen' Attended, 
X. Lead to the Grove 
7 iſſ. Oh, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp, retreat, 
But now the Guards I in confuſion met, 
Who led me where Theramnes I beheld, 
The late Athenian Captive General killd. | 
That little breath he had left h'employed to ſhew 
His Honour, and his Gallantry to you: 
Treaſons fo ſtrange and horrid did relate, 
As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 
But, Sir, you have no longer ſafety here: 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my care. 
K, No more,you know not what you urge me to: 
Secure my ſelf! am I a King, or no? . 
That Monarch, who when danger's near, fits down, 
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne. 
The beſt ſecurities in courage are, _ 
We but fubſcribe to Treafons which we fear. 
Be free, and let me the bold Traytor know, 
To ſtem the torrent I my ſelf will go : 
In ſtate I'!]l meet the fond Capricious wretch, 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch. 
Tif. Alas, dread Sir, force me not todeclare 
The name, would wound your facred breaſt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend : 
He once was Noble, Sir. and call'd me Friend. 
XK. How, Sir, your Friend ! and Traytor to my Crown 2 
Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. | 
Tiff. Alas, but muſt I ——'tis ſo foul a deed 
I cannot ſpeak. 
X. Hell, Sir; d'ye play 2 proceed. 
Tiſfſ. Then to be ſhort, he you ſo lately ſtrove 
Tengage in all- rhe firmeſt ryes of love, 
He whom you almoſt had from nothing rais'd 
And on the higheſt ſeats of Honour plac'd; 
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Has thence thisuſe” of all your favours ſhown, 
To make 'em ſtepsto mount into-your Throne. 
— #. Defend me! what doThear! —-— 

Sir you have rais'd a tuttult in my Breaſt, 
Which will not be ſo ſuddenly appeas'd : 
By Heav'ns, ſee all that you inform be true, 
Or may all tormeats which toth' damn'd afe due 
Light on me, if inflicted nor-on you. 
The brave Athenian falſe! it cannotbe:: - 
His Soul ne're dreamt of ſuch impiety. 

7. Sir, y are unkind if 'you ſuſpe& me falle, 
I never yet abus'd your ears with tales, 
Had I ſuch myſtick Policy purſu'd, 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood. 

X. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Zeal, 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice Reaſons Scale. 
Who would believe a King ſhould blindly place 
His love ſo firmly, for returns ſo baſe 2 
Wrack me no more, but the dark ſcruple clear : 
My Souls in a Convulſfion till I hear. 

Tiſſ. Yes, Sir, 'ers he, and thus his plots were laid. 
Th'account I 'from the wars vr je had ; 
Whom he with liberty had-brib'd, to joyn 
With him in this his treacherous deſign. 

This night with'enemy your Camp t'envade, 

On promiſe it ſhould be by him betray'd. 

Which when the Gallant Captive did diſdain, 
He was to Combar dar'd, and by him flain. 

If you inſiſt on farther evidence, 
Theramnes's murder'd Guards enough convince : 
Hence you may farther confirmation have. 

X. Be bold ; fpeak what thou knoweſt —— 

4 Vil. When to relieve © if 
The Captives Guards, Fby- command: was fent; 
I found *em murder'd at th' door o'th' Tent. 

In one of 'em ſome life did yet remain} 

Who told me they were by our General:ſhin, 

'Cauſe they Theramnes freedans had'deny'd: - - 

More he had ſaid, but at:theſe words hedy'd'' 

X. It was enough. Treaſon; how Gark art-thov > '- 
in ſhapes more various then &'re Profens knew. By 
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By Heav'n I'll make bim baſe, deſpis'dand poor, 
ore wretched then &'re Monfter was before. 
Naked, and ſtript of all his dignities, * 
Pillay his odious Crimes before his eyes. 
Then when his mind is lab'ring with regret, 
To make hisinfamy the mare compleat, 
Some common Slave ſhall on him juſtice do, 
And ſend bis Soul among the daman'd below. 
Guard wait on him - [:0 Tiſlaphernes, 
Goe're my love return, and I repent, 
And ſeize upon the Traytor in his Tent. 
A ſpeedy vengeance belt befits this wrong, 
'Twere too much mercy tp delay it | 
Enter A\lcibiades aud. Tumandra. 
Alci. This way s the King 2: 
7if. He's here leapt into th-net. - - | 
Thus, Sir, the King falutes you: : [Guards ſeize Alot. 
Alci, Slaves, retreat. | 
Tim, Alas, my Lord! 
Tiſſ. Sir, 'tis the command, 
The leaſt of 'em I never durſt withſtand. 
Tim, But, Sir, what mEaning can this. uſage bear? 
Tiſſ. The King, Sir, quickly all your doubts wilt clear. ' 
K. Away with him, thou poyſon to my eyes. 
Alci. The baſeſt wretch not unconvidted dyes. 
Sir, let me know what 'tis that I havedone, 
Unworthy of my Henour or your Crown, 
If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his-deareſt blood, 
As is to be your meaneſt Vaſlal, proud, 
No greater welfare then in: yours does know, 
If he be an Offender, I am ſo. | 
X. How cunningly he would feem innocent, 
And pgild with flattery his foul-intent 1. 
Thus Traytors in their fall are like the Sun, 
Who ſtill looks fajreſt at his going down. 
'Sdeath, Sir, do you bekeve me Child, or Fool, 
Whom ev'ry fawaing word; or-toy can rule > 
<; —_—— let one Meine miſtake © 
ence with the, Txaytoriquickly'toi!the Rack. -- -. © 
Alci. Sir, Hear: mecſpeake—r— - ” I NTQUOf B 
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 &. What iv't that youcan ſay, _ | 
Who would my Crown and your own truſt betray ? 
When you from Priſon fer the Captive free, 
Baſely to win him to your Treachery.: © + 
Whom, when on him your plots could nothing do, 
. You kill'd, 'cauſe he more honour had than you. 
Alci. By all above, Sir, I am innocent; *-: 
I ne're knew what the thought of Treafon meant. 
But know from whence this jealoufie you drew, 
From him that hates me, and abuſes you: 
Theramnes had his liberty from hence; [ro Tiſſaphernes. 
And for deſigns ſo baſe, 

Tif. Oh Impudence ! 

To what prodigious height will Treaſon climb ! 
Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy crime 2 
Old as I am, my Sword ſhould do me right. 

But 

Alci. Monſter hence, and them that fear thee fright, 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black deeds th'aſt done 2 
Were but free, though naked and alone, 

Thou too defended by a deſp'rate crew, 

And all indeed more-near being damn'd than thou; 
This ſingle Arm ſhould prove my cauſe is good, 
And chronicle my honour in their blood. 

XK. Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your innocence ? 
Think you t' outbrave us with your impudence ? 
Once more the Traytor to his tortures bear. 

x. But, Sir, your juſtice now is too ſevere. 
'Twere an ill Tryumph after Viftories, ; 
To make the Conquerour the Sacrifice ; | 
That Gallantry ſome priviledge may plead. 

X. His Treafonsare too plain, and open laid, 
And all his merits weigh'd againſt them light, 

24. Should we him guilty of worſe crunes admit , 
And that in's death you'd worthieſt juſtice ſhow, 
Yet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

K. When Deidamia pleads I can't deny, | 
His doom's this time recall'd, he ſhall not dye; * ©, 
But (rob'd of all his joys ) let him be fent. I 
To a perpetual impriſonment ; | 
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. His treaſures rifl'd, and his Wife a Slave. f 
| Alci. Here on my. knees let me one favour crave. 
Whatever fate you have deſign'd for me, 
It is embrac'd.; but, Sir, let her be free; 
Let all the weight of the alleadg'd offence 
Light upon me; wrong not her innocence. | 
Tim. How mean and abject is your courage now ! 
Think you that I dare ſufter leſs than you 2 
No, Sir ; in this he has noright to plead ; 
What e're you think either has merited, 
Let equally juſtice on us both be ſhown ; 
And as we are, ſo let our Fates be one. 
Alci. Thou wonder of thy Sex ! 
X. I'll hear no more: [ 
How dare you tempt an angry Monarchs pow'r 2 
But ſince his Fate fo gratefully you eſteem - 
Let her be Pris'ner too, but far from him. 
He muſt not be ſo happy to have her, 
For Fetters would be Bleſſings were ſhe there. 
Go ſee ye execute our orders ſtraight. 
Tim. Thus we with ſmiles will entertain our Fate. 
My deareſt Lord, farewell, let not a ſigh 
Or tear proclaim we grieve, our parting's nigh. 
Were it to quit our happineſs a pain, 
Joy were nat then a Bleſſing, but a Chain. 
No, let us part as dymg Martyrs do, 
Who leave this life only to gain a new. 
Grief equally ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at leaſt in Heay'n ſhall meet again. 
Alci. So from their Oracles the Deities 
Inſtrutt the ignorant World in Myſteries. 
But, part! that word would make a Saint deſpair. 
Obedience cannor be a virtue here. 
If ſo ye Gods ye have ſuch precepts giv'n, 
That an Example would confound your Heav'n, 
You duties beyond your own omnipotence enjoyn ; 
Can you forſake your Heaven, or I leave mine > 
Till when thus King I'm fix't beyond remove, 
With all the Cements of an endleſs Love. 
Kill me, thou yet ſhalt of thy ends deſpair, 
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My Soul ſhall wait apon hee ev! oY 
ay - I'd not fly to Heavatill ſhe Ns th 
. Shall I thus ſee my ſelf-out-brav'd? 6h 
He is a I tor that but ſeems to ſtay. 
cibiades /natches a Sword from owe of the Ghbards. 
Alci. ws [ am arm'd, death to that wretch that ſtirs. 
X. Sir, do you think to look usjnto fears? - 
Difarm him Guards, or kill him. [zhey fight and dt ary him. 
Tif. Puſh'home ye Dogs —— * 
Alci, —Sordid ſlaves. 2 "oh 
Thus ev'ry Aſs the helpleſs Lyon braves: | 
Adieudivineſt of thy Sex; adieu ! LY VHrets 
| never thoughrthat'f could part till now. | 
Now I deſerve the worſt fate has in ſtore, * | 
That in ſo brave a cauſe ſhould d6' no more. The Grards offer, 
Yet ſtay, onelook:Thus foes the ritedle alecal to tend him off: 
To his lov'd Northy and Tfain wouk#e tore: near: | 
When in the eager profpeR*of his 
He is by ſome rude Yeriſt ſnarch't aWay. 
Farewel 
Tim. Farewell, andaf your memory 
Erre trouble you with ſuch a thing as I;- 
Let not a ſigh come*from you, bur believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you ſhould grieve | 
Alcz. Such worth ſhall in each Temple have a ſhrine $ 
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What, to regain her, would 1: wy was 25s > 
But ſhe's too Heav'nly, cobe 942 112124 n [Tet 
( ſeveral ways Guattted, ooh bz Sie of ber: * 
K, Ss gone, but oty what mighty Ch \ Eh _— 
Couch't in the narrow cirele of an-Eye to So 
Had ſhe but ſtay'd another minate hers} 2”! {-- 


I had worn Chains/and beet her Prifoner <4 vor -nein2} 
And till I fear my heart-is HoE Wy 0 (p47 9164953 2 085 2291 
Forif fo bright when 4 Dungeon # algog 10 391 \ wolsd? 11 aA 


How would ſhe ſhine Triumphant "I 71 2 TY 
x. 50, now or never muſt'thy Love {avedcl) '- wonr g 
Vainly weak King haſt-thow his dooriy decrets. - CANE 


[n this bento of. his fAllith flows 2 Us; 4 1 2vd 
But the imperfect figure of efiy owe," IL 6:1 25mg Viri 01 ci : 
Til gg remain 'twixt: thee dn@ deſtiny; ? wider 97 9 
ul when grow dull in thy ſeeutity.” 153 111 of ator fy; 
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Alibiades. .. 
Timandra's and thy death i i500 « 


Then if a Crown FAA FOO OY 61S "mins. Thi [Bi 
A C - __ roy C E N] E L 
Tifſaphernes Solus; 

Tif. OW likea Lyon on my prey Ie feaſt, 


Revenge! thou ſolace to a troubled breaſt, 
Could but Theramnes in, Eliziam know, 


How would his Ghoſt rejoyce at what I do!: _.. 
, {Theramnes Ghoſt riſes.” 


Gh, Oh now— 
Ti. Death, what is that L bear and fee > T% 
Begon dull Ghoſf ;-if Thowas damn'd,-what's.that.to me> + 

6h. From deepeſt horxous 6 olcxaradnight, / | 


Where Souls in everlaſt | 
Where howling fiends.lye Ugin'd, d, and pn SE no. light, 


But thickeſt darkneſs covers ev'ry one, 
I come to warn thee mortal of thy. fin; 
_ Short time is here letcifor thee to reninie;,. ; 
LY 'Twere fit thatthy repgagance ſoon begin; - 
For think what 'tis. to live ia endleſs, pain., 
Farewell—— - A. Deſcends , 


Tiſſ. Ps 9 ſpeech, but;beit-ſo - 
Piſh;. Hell it ſelf tre + whatl do; -:: 
Agd i 's homo bene taexprals,..) », 

his aur 49] makecit's ptace;. | 
Let idle fears the ſuperſtiriqus awe ;.. 
With me my reſolution ss' a law, - 
Repentance now would: hee too atebegun : 
Ages can't expiate what,h haye done. 


And if below for Souls Juchtorments are, 


Methinks there's yetfome brav'ry in deforie. 
The eafie King looks litele tgwhis = 


His Crown is for bis heed too .gaeat a night: 


But I will caſe him, angratiorg'this braw.' - : 
Thus to my aimes no limsT'] eHow, -- $nerth 


Revenge, Ambition, allthat's.#1, ſhall be. , 
My bus'neſs; fo I'll batfle deſtinic, | 
Helll. NOr— Tit. 
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Pl1 a& ſuch things whilſt here I haye abode, , , 
Till my own Trophies raiſe me toa God, + [Enter Queen. 
Qz. Now ſuch an Engine is-it I would have, 
I know he is a Traytor, and is brave. 
I'll bait him withambitionthat may move ; 
Then if complacent to my ends he prove, 
In ſeeming to comply with his deſign, 
I'll make him but an inſtrumentto mine : 
For when ſucceſs me tomy wiſhes calls, 
I'll ſhake him off, and then unpropt he falls. 
My Lord [-— 
Tifſ. Madam, | 
zu. My Father lov'd. you well, ? 
I've heard him oft of your atchievements tell ; 
Whenin his Camp pr. ow deeds you wrought, 
And always victory and ttiumph brought- 
T:ſ. Madam, your Father was all good and juſt. 
Qu, He could, why may not I your honour truſt. 
Tifſ. You wrong itelſe, your Father lives in you, 
As I was his, Tam * jon Champion too. ' 
Though old, againſt your Foes this Sword ſhall plead 
Yourright ; name but your Traytor,and he'sdead. 
Qz. Nay Sir, the Traytor's not alonemy Foe, 
His injuries extended are. to you, 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, | 
Yet baſely him that gave him growth deſtroys ; 
Whilſt for his ills he would his kindneſs plead, 
To heap your honours on your Rivals head. 
Rally your Courage up, it you are brave, 
And at once mine, and your own honour fave. 
Tifſ. Your Majeſty would mean the King, D' ye try 
My reſolution, or my Loyalty ? 
x. Your Courage Sir is known, your Loyalty, 
If you have any, you'l iad due to me. 
Through me theſe honours you in Sparta bore, 
And *ewas my Father made you great before. 
Now know it is the King, who's perjur'd Soul 
Has done me injuries fo baſe and foul, 
That all that's good will-bluſh at his yows paſt 
To me all in anothers love are loſt. 


Gaz | Nay 
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Nay, with my honour too my life muſt bleed, x 
Ne avich the GenralShis oy ll decteed, .; <p 
To takethe fair 7imandrato his Bed. [I 
Let's go ſurprize him now he's fult of Wine, | 
Revenge me on his life, his Crown is thine. 

Tiſſ. Madam, indeed the injuriesyopi feel 
Cry loud ; nor do I'tamely fee my 11};+ © 
But you muſt ſwear to'me you will be true; - © 
Qu. By all that's holy T'I-be fo'to you. 
Tiſſ. 111 do't, but Madam know I undertake 
To hazard lite and honour for your ſake,'” 
Shouldyou betray me : 
4. Nay now you are ugkinder then before. -. 
To my firſt Oath I'll add » million more. ** © 
Ti. And you wHl ſtill be 'mindfal of the Crown - 
24. Had he ten thouſand; they were all your own, 
Tiſſ. This then's his fate; | Pity a Crime were here : 
He ſhan't have timeenouphtomakea'prayer.fdrais 4 Dagger. 
Qu, Be bold ; and-profper'it- thy brave deſign, © 
And when his'death's pertorm'd, rhe next is thine. [9/ide, 
Tif. This trap was dang ouſly and ſubtly lay'd, [ Exir. 
ut | aiti'not fo eaſily betray do Watt 

Her love to AſlerbiittesFithow,' © wee Ls 

Her Woman'for m&td thatkindhefs'ds. "= 

And fince the is ſo good at thedelfgn, 24 CELTS 

['!] to oblige her give her one of mine. 

My zealous wrgnig of her Oath was done, 

Not to prevent: her plots,but hide my own.” , 

[II cheriſh her in al{thathe pretends oO 

So make her ay ms biit covers to my ends. 

For when I'm ſeated 6n the Spartan Throne, 

Both her and all her Treafons Fll diſown : 

Prove both her judge and heracculer too, 

And on her-my firſt a&otf juſtice do. . 

Soall my doubts and fears will be o're- paſt; 

And by her fall I fix my ſelf more faſt. [Exit, 
Enter a Chair of State, with a Table by it, and upon 
that the Crown and Scepter. 

Enter King and Lords. Lea 

X. My Lords, no more, w ave drank too deep ; I'd now 
Awhile be private. ; FOEEt Lora's 
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| Lords.——Royal Sir, we go. | 
K. Boy take take thy Lute, and with a pleaſing ayr 
Appeaſe my ſorrows, and delade my care. [Sits down. 
| | '- 8, Q+N: G; 
Princes that Rule and Empires Sway, 
Flow tran apt is their State / 
Sorrows the glories do allay, < 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt weight. 
2 


The mightieſt Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious thoughts within him rave ; 
His life all diſcontent and cares, 
And he at beſt. is but a Slave, 


3. 
Vainly we think with fond delight, 
To eaſe the burden of our cares, 
Each prief a Second does invite, 
And ſorrows are each others heirs, 


For me my honour Pl maintain, 

Be gallant, generous, and brave ; . 

And when I Quittude would gain, 

Ar leaſt 1 find it. jn the grave, [the King falls alleep- 


Enter Queen and Tiſſaphernes with a Dagger. 


Qs. He ſleeps ; now let the fatal deed be done. 
Hah ! whatare theſe, the Scepter and the Crowr ' 
So did the droufie Dragon ſleep, when he 
Loſt the rich fruits of the Heſperian Tree. 
Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he. dyes. [7akes up the 
Thus I'm diſctarg'd of all my promiſes. (Crown. 
Take this,and if [ claim y our promiſe too, [ puts it on his head: 
Yare King, and juſtice is your duty now. 
Come by his tall 
This your firſt ſtep to glory folemnize, 
I'll make you King, make him my Sacriiice. 
Tiſſ. Tl do'r, but ſtay— [advances towards the King, 
(u, —Nay, quickly to him go, 
Sir he expects no Ceremony now. 
Tiſſ. Thus then 1 hah! how alterd am I grown! 
I ſtand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 
There is in Majeſty a {ecret Charm, 
That puts a fetter on a Traytors arm: 
I cannot dot 
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Qu, Then look on her that dares. 

How deſpicable is the man that fears! | 

Give me the fatal inftrument of death ; [takes his dagger 

My ſelf will in his heart this dagger ſheath; (from him. 

Then bluſhto think, if e're the World ſhould know, 

Thar a frail Woman durſt do more than you. 

Courage he ſmiles, [advances towards the King, 

Some pleaſing dreams his fancy entertain 

Oh ir were pity he ſhould wake again. 

Thus, King, thy Life and Empire | command : 

Accept this from thy Deidamza's hand. [Stabs him, 
XK. Hah, murder'd 1 Deidamia, and by you! 

What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 

Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel. 

When after ages thall this ſtory tell, 

'Twill be a truth too ſad to be receiv'd ; 

Nor ſhall the World be by it (elf believ'd. 

Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 

To lay all my ambition at your feet ? 

When at the Altars ſtricteſt vows I paid, *_ 

Nor were they with leſs zeal perform'd than made. 

I lov'd you far above that life y'ave ſpilt, 

Tillev'a my paſſion was become my guilt: 

I for your fake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 

' Took adoration thence to pay it you, 

And muſt this be th'reward for all I've done » 

Yer I ſhall have this comfort when I'm gone, 

That I no longer ſhall with thee remain, 

But dye in hopes we ne're ſhall meet again. [dyes. 
Qu. He's gone, and now my Lord —— 
Tifſ. —— Oh, what ist you have done > 

A while lay your unruely paſſions down. 

View but the ſweet Compoſure of that Face, 

Where Grandeur fat attended by each Grace : 

Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Revels keeps, 

And pallid horrour o're each Feature creeps. 

Weep, Madam, weep, to think your rage has giv'n 

That blow, which robs the World toenrich Heary'n. 

O! my dear Lord, thate're Þ liv'd to know 

This day ! Madam Ican'tronceal ir. 

a, Say you ſo? But 


Alcibigdes. | \ 
But Sir I Scorn to be betray:d by you. { 4r rhe nojſe of P, 
entring, throws away the Dagger, then f1lls upon her kne 
Reed layes hold of Tillaphernes; then ſpeaks. 
Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, 0c, 
Ist not enough y'ave ſhed'my Husband's Blood 2 
7iſſ. The Devil! 
. And rob'd the World of all that's great and good, 
But you muſt ſeek my life? Oh pity take, 
If not for mine, at leaſt for vertues ſake ! 
7:fſ. Hell and Plagues ! 
Qs. But why do Iname that? for all that e're 
The World had left of it, lyes murder'd there. 
Tif. Very fine. | 
x. Yet though you've rob'd him of his life, fave mine - 
Tl] live to ask heav'n pardon for your fin. 
Ziſ].- So now Vl ſtop your mouth. F Breaks from her, aud 
2s. Help, murder, Treaſon, help. 'Leakes wp the Dagger. 
Enter Lords. 
1 Lord. How, Tiſſaphernes aurn'd-againſt the Queen ! 
What means this poſture, Sig ——— 
Qu. Oh noble Lord, 
If ere your pity could a tear afford, 
Weep down an Oceanthere; behold the ſpring 
Of Sparta's hopes lyes murder'd in her King, 
And had not I the traytors rage withſtood, 
He with my Husbands toohad mixt my blood. 
See where he guilty ſtands. 
Lord. —Great Agis lain! 
By 7ifſaphernes too | 
Qu, Yes, he to gain 
The Spartan Crown,.this bloody deed has done. 
See he already has uſurpt the Crown'; - I } 
His hot Ambition could-not bear dehays, 
But on the Royal ſpoyles-thus proudly preys; 
Inſults in's Treaſon, IG, 
Tiff. ——l am now run down 
So far, that all hopes of recov'ry's gon} - 
But Madam, can you dareto lay this guilr 
On me? was't not by you his blood was ſpilt >: 
Qz. By me! baſe wretch, would thy impioty: 


Lay 
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Lay this inhumane Regicide on me ? | 
I wound this Breaſt ? ah, deareſt Saint, too well 
I knew thy worth ! WIE | [Weeps. 
Tiff, Death, ſhe'll be Queen of Hell : | 
Pluto will grow inlove with her for this. - © 
Lord. My Lord, Treaſon's above all pardon. 
Tiff." = "tis. at ae 8 
Lord. Then, Sir, to juſtice. AO 
” Tiff. No, thus I deny. [ preſents his Dagger. 
I liv'd not by it, nor will by itdye. 
Was it for this my Stratagemsl laid 
To ruine her, to be by her betray'd 2 
Curſe on my narrow Fate, but yet to ſhew 
That I love murder too as well as you, | | 
Thus perjur'd Queen. - [Offers to ſtab the (Queen, but is hinder d 
Qu. See how he'd ſhll purſue + by the Lords. 
His Treaſon ! hence tg juſtice with him go: | _ 
Hourly let on the Rack his. pains encrealc, 
Till he the horrour of his guilt confeſs. {\ 
7iſſ. That ſhall not need, I'll own the deed as mine, 
But glory in't, it was a brave deſign..- * 
The King kill'd ! andI ruin'd ! to cortpleat 
Thy Luſt, all by one Stratagem ! was' great : 
So great, that for its ſake 
I can with ſatisfaQtion yield my breath; 
Elfe I ſhould take nopleafſure in my death, 
But e're I go, be pleas'd to entertain 
The laſt kind precepts of a dying Man, - *- | Le) 
Be Bloody, Falſe, Revengeful, Luſtful, all : 
That can be found recorded on Hells Roll _ 
Embrace, wheree're you riſing Virtue ſee, 
Down with it, and ſet up;Impiety. - 
Make that your Theam, leave nothing ill undone, 
So copy 7 iſaphernes when he's gone: 
Who leaves this counſel as a Legacy, 
'Tis my Religion, and Pll in itdye. [Exit Till, guarded. 
(x. Hence with the Wretch ve 
Mean while to my dead Lord T'll forrows pay, ' ale: 
And after his ſigh my own liſe away. ARE 
So now they are-gone —hah who comes there 2 [Enter Ard. 
Ard. 


"a » 
. © 
% 
n - 


Aleibiades Jn 
Ard, 'Tis I. 


2. Ardella, on that thing caſt back an eye ; 
'Twas once a King, but thank theſe hands: now none: 
Nay ſtart not, 7:aphernes too is gon; [Ardella farts. 
His treaſures all are thine as a reward. 
Ard. You are too kind 
z. See ſtraight a draught prepar'd, 
And Murderers, Timandra next muſt fall, 
You know our will, let it be done. 
Ard. It ſhall. | [Exeunt ſeverady. 
SCENE a darkn'd Tent. 


[Timandra aſieep upon a Couch, a Sperit comes aud Sings. 
Merli. Come my Salla, come away, 
Thy Merli calls. 
Salla within. Whithr ? - 
Merli. Hither, wave no busneſs to day, 
And where innocence ſleeps we ſecurely may play. | 
Salla. I come. _ CEnters, 
Merl. So welcome my dear, 
But firſt let*s diſperſe the black, Clouds that arc here. 
Both. Round about this | xo we range, 
And it"s gloomy s change, 
To a bright delightful Grove, - 
A proper Scence for happy love. 
The SCENE changes to El:z:um. 
Merli. Next to divert this fair one, all 
Our mwing'd Companions well call, : 
And the Ayr for muſick, charm, 
Whilſt they their meaſures here * orm, 
Both. Come all you bright forms that inhabit the Ayr, 
And eaſe with your pleaſures the cares of the fair, 
Here frolick and skip, oh no longer delay 
But let each. clap his wings and away. 
Several Spirits of the ayr deſcend and Dance. 
Salla. Now let us diſcover the manſions of reſt, | 
Where lovers with eternal joys are bleſt. [A glorious Tem- 
(ple appears in the Ayr, where the Spiritsof the happy are ſeated. 
See fair one, pt not long Ore you 
To thoſe glorious ſeats ſhall go. 
Another Spi. The luſtful Queen thirſts for your blood, 
And you are far the World too good. | 
Merli. Nor ſhall you come, alone, your lovers too 
Muſt meet a fate the ſame with you. 
Salla. But here your troubles all ſhall ceaſe, 
'Tis the ſeat of endleſs bliſs, H Cho. 


62 Alcibiades. 
' Cho. Here in endleſs pleaſures they 
Keep eternal Holyday. 
Here they Reoel, Sport, and are * 
Crown'd with joys fiill new and rare; 
T heir pleaſures to9 can never dye, 
But Ihe themſelves bave Immortakty. 
Merl. See the kind Spirits ſmile, and now 
They bleſs her with a nearer view. 
[The whole Body of the Temple moves downward. 


Cho. Deſcend ob ye gloryes deſcend ! 
Who with bleſſings S— are crown'd ; 


To this My mph your kind influence lend: 
Whilſt all the Sphears with harmony reſound, - 
Merl. She wakes, let the apparition go, 
By th* damp upon my wings 1 = 
Something ill is drawing near, 
Come Salla, come away, Oh come away my atar. 
[They all vaniſh, and the Scene changes again to the Tent, 

Tim. I've had a dream might make a lover bleſt, 

Oh th' ſweet delights of everlaſting reft | [Queen appears at the 
How this the Queen 2 what can her coming mean ! (entrance 

Qu. Ardella with the Ruffians here remain ; 

I'll in, and with ſoft words her temper try, 
If without him ſhe'll live, ſhe ſhall not dye. 
Madam ! 

Tim, Your pleaſare !- 

x. Oft I've heard y'are brave, 

But the beſt proof of gallantry you gave, 
When of your noble Lord you were bereft, 
And ſuch a bliſs with fo rare patience left. 

Tim. Madam, our flames a nobler paſſion rules . 
Then fondneſs, th'idle guilt of wav'ring fools ; 
Qur loves knew a far higher excellence, 

Then the half pleaſures of a minutes ſenſe. 

4. Thenyou may love ſince you can with him part, 

He has made a Conqueft o're my tender heart. 
Love governs here, and fince my Husband's dead, 
Fate and my choiceſt wiſhes havedecree'd, 

He ſhould both in his toveand throne ſucceed. 

Tim. Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make 
Him his 7imaxdra and his faith forfake 2 
Or think you I an Attome will reſign 
Of that heart, which by holy vows is mine 2 


[to Timandra.. 
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No I will keep him maugre cruelty, 
4s. But Madam do you know what 'tis to dye ? 

Tim. Yes, 'tis to lay theſe clogs our bodys by, 

And be remov'd to bleſt eternity. 

By death relief from all our griefs we gain, 

And by one put an end to years of pain ; 

By that we in one minute find out more, 

Then all the buſie gown-men ſtudy for ; 

Who after in- dull ſearch tl'ave ages ſpent, 

Learn nothing but to know tH'are ignorant. - 

Death isa bleſhng, and a thing fo far 

Above that worſt of all our frailties, fear; 

It claims ourjey, ſince by it we put on 

The top of happineſs, perfe&tion. 

Quit him, no never whilſt There have breath g 

He's mine in ſpight of cruelty or death. 

Qz. Then enter ye grimMiniſtersof fate. [ Exter murderers 

Does not your ſtubborn courage now abate > (with Poiſon, 
Tim. No, my reſolves more fixt and firmare grown, 

Bring dreadfull'{t racks and tortures yet unknown, 

Provide one for each ſenſe,, and then do thou 

Tempt me my love and int'reſt to forgo, 

Mid(t of my pains I'll ſmile, and tell thee no. 

z, but minion, ſoon your inſolence ſhall ceaſe. 

Come, fince ſuch reſolution you expreſs, 

Take this, demur not, do't, — [Gives her a bowl of poiſon. 
Tim, And is this all - 

I thought rave had a more Heroick fall, 

Expected to have nobleſt tortures met, 

Not by dull poiſon to have found my fate, 

But any way I can thy pow'r defie, 

Tis for my Alcibiades I dye- [offers to drink, 
y. Yet yield, and live, 
Tim Live ! what have I to do 

With life, when giv'a by one ſo baſe as you ? 

Thus I deſpiſe it, ; [ Drinks. 
Qs. What diſmal tortures ſtrait will on herſeize | [after Ti- 

So, 'twas a health to Alcibiades. (mandra bas dravk the Poiſon. 
Tim. Now bluſh at what thy tmpious rage has done, 

My Atcibiades is ſtill my own: 

Þ - 3 | And 


- 
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And if thou him embrace when I am gone; 
Eachnight thy bed I'll haunt, and challenge there 
Thoſe joys, of which thou haſt bereft me here. 
Anxious ſhall be each day, diſturb each night, 

A reſtleſs ſhade I'll ſtill be in thy fight ; 

And thee i' th'height of all thy pleaſures fright. 


Heav'n, what do l feel! 

(24, Oh, does the draught ſucceed ! 

Ard. Madam, great Alcibiades is freed, 

And juſt is entring, — 

Qu. Straight, with. ſtraiteſt-care 
Convey her in, and wait my pleaſure there. 14 he Murderers 
Sweet Murder! oh no Phyſick is fo good lead in Timan, 
For th' hopeleſs Lover asa bath of blood. 

But here he comes—— [ Enter Alcibiades, 

—Now to my griefs again. [Petls. 
Alci. It makes me wonder how I freedom gain, 

All things confus'd, and in diſorder are. 

How's.this in mourning weeds 2 unveil my fair, 

Hah, not 7Timandrat — [cen unveils, 

8. No, Sit, though 'tis one- | 
That loves as nobly as 7imandra can, 

Or could, did ſhe yet live, but the is dead. 

Alci. How, dead | 

4, Yes Tiſſaphernes that black deed did do, 
vRromoted by his ignoble hate-to you. 

But you will wonder more, when I ſhall tell, 
3 hat by his hand the mighty Agzs fell. 

The King 1s lain, both I and Sparta, now 
Have no hopes lett, but what-remain in you. 

Alci. In me/ alas! Tama Wretch too poor ;- 
{imandra dead | curſt ever be the hour | 
Whercin ſo fair an innocence was loſt. 

Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories-boaſt; 
For the moſt bright, and precious Saint that e're 
The Warld enjoy'd, is fled, and ſeated there. 

2x, Why do you let your griefs diſtra&t your Soul 
Call up your Reaſon, and let paſſiori cool, 

See here a Queen, that courts you with the charms . 
Ot Love, a Crown, and Empire, to her arms : 
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No longer for Timandra forrow. wear, 
[ will ſupply all you have loſt inher-. 
I'll love you as ſhe did. 
Alci. Oh, Madam, no; 
To love like her's a task too hard for ou! | 
Love me as ſhe did why each thought, ſhe Ka ar 
Of me, was ſuch, might make an Angel glad : 
For Crowns, though Emp'rour of the World I were, 
I'd turn a Beggar to recover her., ,. 
Oh, Madam, tempt no further, all « but v ain, 
I ne're can have a thought of Love Rn | 

uu, Never | OO 

Alct, No, never. _ 

(2s. Can you then ſo ſoon. © _ ot acer F200 
Forget your promiſe? or will you difowr. ', _— 
That e're, if you 7imaxdra ſhould furvive, , 

You vow'd you only for my ſake would livez. 
You ſee how Heaven has decreed, 

Alci. Alas ! Ty 
I then the Bleſſing knew, but agt the we” NN 
Beſides, I now muſt dye —— 

Q«. How, Sir, is't.thus my profer'd love. You prize? 

Alci. 1do not hate you, may nat that ſuffice? 

Qs. Ungrateful, no, .but_I'll reward 3 160 
Draw back: | [The Scene draws covers Tiniandia 

(97 a Conch, in the midſt of, her pes 
Go dotard in, enjo# thy Bride, ' 
And know by-me thy lov'd Timandra dy d- 
Yes cruel Man me | 

LL _ Moy uren,. , the Tires, " 

And till to all thy r efiance gives. es Alcib $, 
Do behold' my FAY. rags Lord fo ht Lpr ae 
Shall T again ſee him before F dye ! 

Alci. Beſt hopes and comfort of wy Life, Tm ergy. 
How fares my Love &———:» 7/1; (11 TY 

Tim. Oh, come hot, come Not ART, et? mod 
My blood's all Fire, infeRzon' S-10, 3:VSiNy | y 
And Tyrant Deathin ev'ry-part.d J£Elgn,:.: 

But I for you. could ſuffer much mare pains, . | 

Alci, Kind Heav'n! let all her papgs upoame-fall,. - 

"And ; 
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And add ten thouſand more, I'll bear 'em all, 
Do but reſtore her back; Oh curfed Queea | 
What Devil arm'd thee to ſo damn'da fin? 
Cou'dſt thou be guilty of fo foul a deed + 
Qu, Yes I did do't, by me the King tqo bled, 
Unworthy wretch? and all for loye of you ; 
But had I pow r I now would: kill thee too. DN 
Ali, Ohdo'r, I'tl blot out all th'aft done before, — 
And never call-thee bafe, nor cruel more. | 
Here is my breaſt, ſoon the kind work begin, 
Advance thy Poniard, fend it boldly in. 
Qs. No, thou thalt live for harder deſtiny, 
But firſt ſhall ſee thy dear 7:mandra dye, 
Alci. Oh miſery beyond the damn'd beneath ! 
Muſt I not happy be ia life nor death > 
Tim. Alas | ceafe yout unneceſſary maan, 
I find my torments quickly will be gon. 
Though I could wiſh they might to years renew, 
So 1 might ſtill be bleſt with ſeeing you. 
Now the black ſtorms of fate are all blown &re, 
And we ſhall meet, and nere be parted more, 
But oh farewell "Or | 
Alci. My dear 7Timandra ſtay ! 
Ah pretious Soul, fly not fo ſoon away ! 
But one look more; will death have no remorſe ? 
See, 'tis thy Alcibiades implores. 
But-oh ſhe's gon, ſeize there that Murdrefs. 
(2s No : | 
Seize me ! 'tis more then all your Camp can do : 
Who e&'re comes, here's my guard, alas mean fool, (Preſents 
My fate'sa thing too great for thee to rule ; (her Dagger. 
There lyes your co _ pointing to Timandra, 


[Alcibiades flyes to the Queen, and ſmatches the Dagger from her. 


Alce, Internal hag / | | 
Whoſe ev*ry breath infefts, eachtook's a plague ! 
Could not thy fury on' my boſome reft, © * 

But thou muſt wittak thy vengeance on this breaſt? 

To murder hef!!—curfe-on me that I ſtand 

Thus idle ; now thy heart : [Preſeyts the Dagger to 
— Þut oh 'twould bragg”7! (ber Jreaſt 


My 


[dyes. 


Alcibiadkes. &7 
My Trophies with #tefmal infarnly, | 
If by my hand fo baſe a thing ſhould dye : . 
Her ills ſo many, and ſp odious are,,, _ 
They Would diſgtace an Exccutioner. | | 

Yet I'd do ſomething, qh I hav'r, Tl rear [ ravinghy. 
Her piecemeal :—but 7imandra'tgone too far- (mildly. 
Yonder ſhe mounts, hun: x07 Spiri ſtay; £2 

See where the Angels bear her Soul away / 

Now all the Gods will-grow in love with her : 

And I ſhall meet freſh troops of Rivalsthere. 

|  [Stabs himſelf. 


But thus I'll haſte and follow, 

— Devil there, —.. [throws the Dagger to the Queen. 
Dye if thou haſt courage enough to dare. | 

But oh ! 


A heavy faintneſs does cach fenſfe ſurprize : 
Yete're I cloſe up thefe unhappy eyes, 

Here their laſt dutious forrows they ſhall pay, 
And at this obje& melr in tears away. ED 
Bleſt center of my hopes / in whom 1 plac't 
Too choice, too pure a — to laſt, 

I any loſs keſs then thy deat 


had griev'd; 
How well could I have dy'd, ſo thou hadfi liv'd ! 
Damn'd fiend ko - by ; [fe the (Queen, 


But oh why do I rave at her - 
That have ſo little tine to tarry here; - 
One parting kiſs, and then in-peace Fll dye: [feces Tim. 
Now farewel world, welcome eternity. 
Enter Patroclus Lords and Guards. 
Patr. Horrour of horrours! this-was a diſmal chance, 
Alas, my friend / _ 
Alci———Thy uſeleſs priet refrain, 
Farewell; we ſhall hereafter meet again. | [dyes. 
Patr. Guards'ſcize the Queen— 
Qu. Seize me rude Slaves! forbear. 
Patr. You ſhall in ſhort your accuſation hear. 
To kill the King, my Father, firſt you made 
Your- property ; then baſely him betray'd. 
Your Woman all confeſk, and by the Guard 
Is now fecur'd to a more juſt reward. 


And (though too late) this black deſign I knew : 


I: | Alcibiades. . . 
Yet all your ſtratagems are uſeleſs now; 
Hence With the Murd'reſs to Juſtice. 

(u. HEN OM O Tot y, 
Think you that I will fff ÞxJormal law 


No, when I'm dead be thus my fame lupply'd; 


She 11v/d a murgrelſs, and a murdreſs dy [abs ber ſelf. 
Jaſtice would but my happineſs r etar d-: ; TREOEIES 
Thus I deſcend bel Wis k reward, . jo; | 
I ſhall be Queen of;Fate : the furies there 1: ita -vo 


For me a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 
[ long to be in ſtate; my Lords farewell : 
Now noble Charon ! hoyſe up Sail for Hell. [dyes. 
* Lord. Her Soul is fled, ——._ ......, | 
Patr. With her for ever dye, 
Her treaſons, and her odious-memory. 
But whither is the fair Drax:/1la gone ? 
Lord. Diſtracted at the nuſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled; but whither is to all unkqown. 
Patr. Quickly let after her be made purſuit - - 
Tl ranſack. all the World to find her our. 
Propitious Heaven to her will ſure be kind. [Exter Lord. 
2 Lord. My Lord we in our votes have all combin 
To make you King, the Camp withſhouts, and cryes 
Of joy, ſend their loud wiſhes to the Skyes. 
[Shouts within, Long live Patroclus Xing of Sparta. 
Patr. Go bid 'em their unwelcome noiſe forbear - 
Turn all their ſhouts to ſighs of ſorrow here, [Turns to the 
Tlirare gon; and with &m all I wiſh'd to keep. (Bodyes. 
Now I could almoſt turn a boy, and, weep. 
My Friends! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſl ! 
Never were growing hopes more ſadly croſt. 
Now fortune has her utmoſt malice | mag 
She'd court me with thefflatrry ofa Crown: 
A thing ſo far beneath thoſe joys I miſs, 
'Tis but the ſhadow of a happineſs. 
For how uneafily on Thrones they ſit, 
That muſt like me be wretched to be great. 
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To the Right Honourable CH AR LES 
Earlof DoxseTt and MipotEsEtx, 
Gentleman of his MajesTiEs 


Bed-Chamber, &c. 
My Lord, 


Our Lordſhip has ſo ofien and ſo high- 

Y ly obliged me, that I cannot but con- 

' denm my ſelf for giving you a trouble 

fo Impertinent, as this ## : Conſedering bow re- 
miſs I bave been in my reſpetFs to your Loraſhip, 
inthat I have not waited on you ſo frequently as 
the- duty I owe your:Lordſhip and my ow1 Inclina- 
tions required ; But the Circumſtances of my 
Conaition, wh:ſe daily buſineſs muſt be daily Bread, 
bave not, nor will allow me that happineſs : Be 
pleaſed then my Lord to accept this bumble dedica- 
tion as an Inſtance of his Gratitude, who in a-bigh 
meaſure owes bis well-being to you. I cannot doubt 
| but your Lordſhip will prote& it , for nothing 
ever flew to you for ſuccor miſucceſsfully, I am 
ſure '[\bavug reafon to acknowledge it. As fir the 
unluckey cenſures ſome have paſt upon me for this 


A 2 Play 


up; . 


"The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Play, T hope your Lordſhip will believe T hardly 
deſerve 'em. For to my beſt remembrance, when 
| firſt I was accuſed of 1he thing by ſome people of 
| the World, who bad perbaps as little bay. to 
| think I could be guilty of it, as to believe them- 
| ſelves deſervedit, I made it my buſrneſs to clear 
my ſelf tro your Lordſhip, whoſe good opinion is 
dearer to me then any thing which my worſt Ene- 
mies can wrong me of elſe ; I bope 1convinc't your 
L eriſhip of my Innocence in the matter, whzch I 
would not bave endeavoured, bad it not been Juſt. 
For I thank my Stars I know my ſelf better then 
( for all the T breats ſome bave been pleaſed ta be- 
flow upon me) to tell a lie to ſave my T broat, 
Forgive me my Lord hs trouble, centiuue me in 
your Lordſbips favour and good opinion, and ac- 
cept of the Prayers aud welk-wiſhes of 


Your moſt Humble, and 
/ 
| moſt Obliged Servant, 


T bomgs Qtway. 


"THE 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


0W bard a task. hath that poor Drudg of Stage, 
That ſtrives to pleaſe in this Fantaſlick a ET 

/t is a thing [o difficult-to hit, 4 

That be's a Fool that thinks to do tbyWitz \ > 
Therefore our Author bad me plainly % 

You muſt not look. for any## bis Play. 

th” next place; Ladies, there's no IP int, 

No not fo much as one well-meaning hint ; 

Nay more, 'twas written every word be fa 2y's 

On frifief Vigils and ol "Fo Ted ſling Days, 

When he his Fleſh to Pennance did enjoin, 


Nay tock ſuch care to work it chaſt and fine, 
He Diſſiplin' d himſelf; at every Line. Anobehl 
Then Gentlemen ng Libel he intends, «Miu 

Tho ſome have ſtrove te wrong bim with v1. Þ Gd 1 
And Poets have ſo very fety of thoſe, | 
They d need take care whoſe favour tis they loſe ; ail 
he'd be a Poet ? Parents all beware, 

Cheriſb and Educate jour Sons with care ; 

Breed 'em to wholſome Law, or pive'em 7 rades, 

Let 'em not follow th* Muſes, they are Fades : 

How many very hopeful riſing C itts 

Have we of late known ſpoil d by turning Wits ? 

Poets by Critiques are worſe treated here, 

Then on the Bank- ſide Butchers do a Bear. 

Faith Sirs be kind, ſince now his time is come, 

When he muſt ftand or fall as you ſhall doom 

Give bim Bear-Garden Law, that's fair play fart, 
And he's content for one, to 'make you ſport, 


The AQors Names. 


Goodwile, Mr. Betterton, 
Truman. _ Mr. Smith, 
Valentine, Mr. Harrs, 
Sir Noble Clumſey. Mr. Underhill, 
Malagene, Mr. Leigh. 
Caper. Mr. 7evon_ 


Saunter. Mr, Bowman. 


Women, 


Mrs. Goodwile, Mrs, Barrey. 
Viforia. Mrs, Gibbs. 
Camillia. Mrs. Price. 
Lady Squeamifſh. Mrs. Guin. 
Lettice, Mrs. Seymour. 
Bridget. Mrs, - 
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FRIENDSHIP 


IN FASHION. | 


A&I. Scene, The Mall. 


Truman reading a Billet, and Servant. 


Na Vizor fay you ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, and as ſoon as ſhe had deliver'd it, without 
any thing more, gave the word to the Coachman, drew up the 
Tin Lettice and away ſhe hurry'd. 

Trum. The meaning of a Billet of this nature without a 
Name is a Riddle to me. [ Reads, 


Ton know me and ſee me often, I wiſh I may never ſee you more, except you 

knew beiter where to place your Love, or I were abler to govern mane - 

Ar you are a Gentleman, burn this ſo ſoon as it comes #0 your hands, —— 
Adicu, 


Well, this can be no other then fome Stanch Vertue of 35. that is juſt 
now fallen under the Temptation, or what is as bad, one of thoſe Cautious 
Dealers that never venture but in Maſquerade, where they are ſure to be 
wondrous kind,tho* they diſcover no-more to the Lover then he has juſt oc» 
caſhon to make uſe of. 


Exter Goodvile exd Valentine. 


Val. Truman, Good morrow, juſt out of your Lodging ? but that I 
know thee better, I ſhould ſwear thou had refoly'd to ſpend this day in 
Humiliation and Repeptance for the fins of the laſt. 

Goodv, I beg your pardon ! Some Lady has taken up your time, Thou 
canſt no more rife ina Morning without a Wench, then thou canſt go to 
Bed at Night without a Bottle, Truman, wilt thou never leave whoring ? 

Trum, Peace, Matrimony, peace—ſpeak moxe reverently of your dcear- 
ly beloved whoring. Valentine, he is the meer Spirit of Hypocrilic 
h'ad hardly been mazricd Ten Days, but he left his Wife to go home from 
the Play alone in her Coach, whiltt he debaucht me with two Vizers in 2 
Hackney to Supper, 


B | paet 


2 Friendſhip in faſhion, 
Val. Truly Goodvile, that was very civil, and may come to ſomething — 
But Gentlemen it begins to grow late. Where ſhall we Dinc ? 

Tram, Where you will; I atn indifferent. 

Goodv, And I. . 

Val. T had appointed tamcet at Chatolins, but —— 

Tru. With whom ? 

Val. Why, your Couſin Malagene Goodvil, _ 

Goodv. Valentine, Thou art xoo much with that'fellow. 

'Tis true indeed he is ſome relation to me, but *tis ſuch a lying Varlet, 
there is po induring of him. 

Val. But Rogues and Fools are ſo yery plenty *tis hard always to cf- 
cape 'em. | 

Trum. Beſides he dares beno more a Friend then a Foe, he never ſpoke 
well of any man bchind his back, nor ill before his face :. he is ;a general 
Diſperſer of nauſeous Scandall tho? it be of.his own Mother or +Silter, prithee 
let's avoid him it we can today. 

Goopd. 'T will be almolt in;poſſible, for he is as impudent as he is-trouble- 
ſom; as there isno Company-ſo ill but heel keep, ſo there is nonez{o good 
bur heel pretend to. If he has ever feen you 'once, hee*l be furgrot you : 
And it he knows where you are, he's no more to be kept out of your Room, 
then you can keep him out of your Debt. ; 

Val. He came where I was lalt Night roaring drunk : (wore Dam him, he 
had bin with my Lord ſuch a one, and had ſwallow'd three quarts of Cham- 
paigne for his ſhare, ſaid he hal 'much ado to get away , but came then 
particularly to drink-a Bortle with me ;-I was forc't to-promiſe him I would 
meet htm today, toget rid of him.. | | 

Goodv.. Faith. Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my houſe : I have ſnubbd 
him of late, and he'l hardly venturethat way ſo ſoon again: At Night Ile 
promiſe you good Company, my Wife ( for I att6w her for my own fake 
what freedom ſhe pleaſes ) has ſent for the Fidgles to come. | 

Tram, Goodvile, *It there be- any ſuch thing as eaſe in Matrimony, thou 
haſt it':, Buet-methinks, there's as: it were a Mark upon married men-that 
makcs 'em as diſtinguiſhable from one of us as your Jews: are from the rek 
of Mankind, 

Goodv. Oh there are pleaſures-you-dream not of: he is onely conhin'd 
by it that will be ſo : A man may make his Copditjon as cahie as he 
pleaſes — Mine is ſuch a fond wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe 
entertains me with freſh kindneſs: and Fack when T have been hunting 
for _ with you, and mifs'd of an Opportunity , ſtops a Gap well 
enough: 

Trum, There's no Condition ſo wretched but has its reſerve : Your Spa- 
nicl turn'd out of doors goes contentedly to his Kennel. Your Begger when 
he caniget no better lodging, knows his old-warm Buſh 3 and your - married 
Whore-maſter that miſſes of his Wench, - goes honeltly home, and there's 
Madam' Wife, ——— But Goodvile, who- are to be the Company at 
Night ? | 


Goodv, 


Friendſhip in faſhion. 2 

Goody, In the firſt place, my Coutin V:#orie your Idol, Jack Truman ; 
then Mr. Valentine , there will be the charming Camil/a, and another that 
never fails upon ſuch 2n occalion , the unimitable Lady Sjueamiſh, 

Trum, That indeed is a worthy perſon, a great Critick forſooth 3 one 
that cenſures Plays, and takes it very ill (he has none dedicated to her yer, 
a conſtant frequenter of all Maſquerades and publick Meetings, a perte&t 
Coquet, very affeced, and ſomething old. <a 

Val. Diſcourſes readily of all the Love Intriguesefthe Court and Town, 
a lirange Admirer of Accompliſhments and good breeding as the calls it; 
a reſtle(s Dancer: one that by her good will would never be out of motion. 

Trum, How Valentine !. you were once a great Admiter there, have a 
care, how you ſpeak too harſhly.ot your Mittreſs, though the butineſs be 
over. You ſtand well with the Ladies yet, and are held a man of prin- 
ciples.' VET eg 

"Goods, That indeed is a fine Creature. Your old harraſs'd Stagtr has 
always ſome ſuch-refſtly Whore-matlter or. another, whom ſhe makes the 
bett of her deſpair withall, and after being forſaken by halt the Town be- 
fides, comforts her felt in her man of principles. But now I think 
on't, we delay too long. I'le go betore and prepare : Gentlemen you'l 
be ſure to follow ? y 

Traum, Sir, wee*l not fail to wait on you.  » | Exit Goodvile. 

Boy ! is the Coach ready ? YValcntine! I have had the oddeſt adventure 


this Morning-— ha— Malagene ! 


- 


Enter Malagene. 


How came he hither? 

Mal. Jack Truman, 'Monficur Valentine, bon juur wes not tFat 
Goodvile 1 met coming in hah ? 

Val. Yes, he parted hence but now. 

Mal. Faith I'le tell ye what Gentlemen, Goodvile's a very honeſt Fe 
low as can be, but he and-1 are fallen out of late, though faith: *twas 
none of my ſecking. : 

Trum, No, I'le be ſworn for thee, thou lov'ſt thy ſelf better, 

Val. Pray, what was the matter Malagene ? 

Mal. Why I was adviting him to look after things better at home. 
The Fellow has married a young Wife, and there he lets her make Balls 
and give Entertainments. I was very free with him and told/him of 
it to the purpoſe; for faith I ſhould be ſorry to ſee any ill come on't, 
very ſorry. | 

Trum. But hark ye Malagene, Goodvile's a ſort of a ſurly Compa- 
nion, and apt to have ſo good an Opinion of himſelt , that he is able 
to manage Afﬀairs without your adyice: He might. have been very ſc» 
vere with you upon this occatzon. WE 4 | 

Malag. Severe with me! I thank you for that with all my Heart 


- That had been the way to have made a fine piece of work on't indeed | 
B 2 Hark 


A Friendſhip in faſhion, 
Hark ye, ( under the Roſe) he's ſweetly fitted with my Couſin 
tho 

m__ Pray, Sir, (peak with more reſpe&: We arc his friends, and 
not prepar'd to rclliſh any of your Satyr at preſent. : 

Malag. O Lord Sir ! I beg your pardon, you are a new acquaintance 
there, I remember, and may defign an Intereſt. Faith Ned, it thou doti, 
Fle ner be thy hindrance, for all (he's my Kinſ{woman. 

Trum, The Raſcal) if he had an opportunity would pimp for his Si- 
{tcr, though but for the bare plcaſure of telling ic himlſelt. 

Malzg. Now when he comes home, will the be hanging about his neck, 
with, O Lord, Dcar! where have you been this Morning ? I can't abide 
you ſhould go abroad ſo foon, that I can't: You are never well but 
when you are with that wicked lewd Trumen, and his debauche Compa- 
nion young, Valentine: But that I know you are a good Dear, I ſhould 
be apt to be jcalous of you, that I ſhould, ha, ha. 

rem. Sir, you are very bold with our Characters, methinks. 

Malag. I, ſhaw ! your Servant : Sure we that know one another may 
be free: You may fay as much of me if you pleaſe, But no matter 
for that, did you hear nothing of my Buſineſs laſt Night ?-—hab ? 

Trum, Not a word I aſſure you, Sir. Pray how. was it ? Prithee let him 
alone a little» Falemine. 

Molag. Why, coming out of Chatolins laft Night, ( where it had' coſt 
me a Guinney-Club, with a Right Honourable or two of this Kingdom, 
which ſhall be nameleſs) juſt as F was getting into a Coach, who 
ſhould come by but a Bluſtering Fellow with a woman in his hand, and 
ſwore, Dam him, the Coach was for him : we had ſome words, and he 
drew; with that Þ put by his paſs, clos'd with him, and. threw up his 
Heels, took away Toledo, gave him 2 or 3 good Cuts over the Face, ſciz'd 
upon Damezel; carricd her away with me to my Chamber, manag'd her. 
all Night, and juſt now fent her off. Faith, amongſt friends ſhe was 
a perſon of quality, I'le tell you that. 

TIrum. What! a perſon of quality at that time o*'th* Night, and: on. 
foot too ? 

| Malag. Ay, and one that you both know very well, but take no no- 
ticc ont. 

Val. Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very cautious of ſpreading, 
any Secrets of yours of this nature. Lying Rakehel, the higheſt he 
cver arriv'd at was a Bawd, and ſhe too baniſht him at laſt, becauſe he boa- 
ſicd of her Favours. 

Malag. Nay, not that F-care very much neither, you may tell it if you 
w.ll; for. I think it was no more then any one wou'd have done upon: 
the (ame occaftton—- ha. 

Trax, Doubtlc(s, Sir, you were much-in the right :-but, Valentine, we 
ſhall Ray too long : *tis time we were going, 

Melag. What, to Dinner ? le make a third man—— where ſhall it be ? 

True. Sir, L am ſorry, we muſt beg your excuſe this time, for we arc 
both. cngag'd.. Malag. 


Friendſhip in faſhion. p 

Malzg. Whoo! prithee, that's all one, I am ſure I know the Compa- 
ny ; Ile go along at a venture, 

Val. No, but Malagene! to make ſhort of the Buſineſs, we are go- 
ing into Company that are not very good Friends of yours, and will be 
very uneafie it you be there. 

Malag. What's that to the purpoſe ?—— I care as little for them as 
they do for me, tho' onmy word, Sparks! of honeft Fellows, you. keep 
the oddeſt Company ſomctimes that ever I knew ! 

Trum, But, Sir, we are reſoly'd to reform it, and in order thereunto 
dcfire you would leave us to our ſelves today. 

Malag. No—— but I'le tell you, go along with mc, I have diſcover'd a 
Treaſure of pale Wine——T'lc affure you *tis the ſame the King drinks of — 
What ſay you, Fack? I am but for one Bottle or two, for faith I have 
r:ſolv*d to live ſober for a week. 

Trum, Prithce, Tormentor , leave us! do not I know the Wine thou 
drink*ft is as baſe as the Company thou keep*ſt ? To be plain with you, 
we will not go with you, nor muſt you go with us. 

Malag. Why, it one ſhould ask the queſtion now, whither are you 
going ? hah ? g_ 

Val. How. comes it, Malagene, you are not with your two Friends, Ceper. 
and Sawnter ? you may be ſuxe of. them 3 they'l cat and drink, and 
goall over the V.Vorld with you. 

Malag. How canitthou think that I'would keep ſuch loathſom Compa- 
ny ? a brace of lilly talking, dancing, finging Raſcals :. *Tis true, I con» 
tracted an acquaintance with *em, IT know not how 3 and now and then 
when I am out of humour, love to laugh at and abuſe *em for an hour or 
two———but come what will on't, am reſolv'd to go along with you 
to Day. 

Trum. Upon my word, Sir., you cannot—Why ſhould you make ſo 
many difhcultics with your friends ? 

Malag. Whoo | prithee leave fooling. — You would ſhake me off 
now, would you ? But I know better things. — The Sham won't paſs up-- 
on me, Sir, it won't, look you. 

Trum, Death, we muſt-uſe him ill, or. there is no getting rid of him, . 
not pals, Sir ? | | 

Mal. No, Sir! 

Tram. Pray, Sir, lcave us.. 

Mal. I ſhan'e do't, Sir. 

Trum. But you muſt, Sir. 

Mal. May. be not Sir. 

Trum, I am going this- way. . | Falking off. 

Mal. So am I. 

Trum. But, Sir, I muſt Ray here a little longer. 

Malag. With all my heart! tis the ſame things I am not in haſt. 

Val. Have a care, Malagene, how. you provoke Traman—you'l run the 
aazard of a ſcurvy beating, my friend, if youdo, 


Malag, 
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Malag. Beating! 'I am ſorry, Sir, you know no better: pox, I am 
us'd to ſerve him ſo, man 3 let me alone, you ſhall fee how T'le teaze 
him. Hark you fack, | 

Tram, Sir, you are an impudent troubleſom Coxcomb. 

Malag. No matter for that, I ſhan't leave you. 

Trum. Sir, I ſhall pull you by the Noſe then. 

Malag. Tis all one to me, do'your worſt. 

Trum, Take that then, Sir. —Now d'ye hear | { Tweaks bim by 

Go about.your bulinefs. the Noſe. 

Malag. Nay, Faith, Jack,, now you drive the Jeſt too far: what x 
Pox I know you are not in earneſt, prithee let's go. 

Tram. Dcath, Sir, youlye, not in carneli !——lct this conyince you—- 

[ Kicks him, 
How like you the Jeſt now, Sir? | 
Malag.' Hark you Truman , We ſhan't Dine together then, ſhall we ? 

Val. Faith,to tell you the truth of the matter; Truman had'a quarrel lafi 
Night, and we arc juſt now going to make anend on't: tis that makes hjm 

ſo furly. Nevertheleſs, now I think on't better, if you'l go, you ſhall, 
perhaps we may have occaſion for a third man. 

Malag. No, no, if that be the buſmefs Fle ſay no more, puh —— 
I hate to preſs into any mans Company: againlt his Inclination, 
Truman ! Upon my Reputation, you are very uncivil now, that you are, 
But hark you, I ran to the Groom-Porters Jaſt Night and loſt my 


Money Prithee lend me two Guinneys till next time I ſee thee, 
Child. 

Tram. With all my heart, Sir, I was ſure *twould- come to this 
at laſt: *Tis here, you may command what you pleaſe. from your Ser- 
vant. Malagene, Good morrcw, 


Exter Caper and Saunter. 


Malag. Dear Fack Truman, your hamble——— [ Exit Truman, 

Val. Won't you go along with us then Malagene? 

Malag. No, here are two filly Fellows coming, I'le go and divert my 
ſelf a little with them at preſent. 

Val. Why, thoſe are the very people you rail'd at ſo but now: you 
will not leave us for them ? at a time when you may be fo ſerviceable? 

Malag. Hang't, you'l have no occaſion for me-man ; Say no more on't, 
but take my advice, be ſure you ſtand faſt, Don't give ground, d'ye 
hear, puſh briskly, and I'le warrant you do your bulineſs, 

Val. Sir, I thank you for your counſel, and am' ſorry we can't have 
your companybut z you are ingag'd ? 

Malag. Are you ſure'though it will come to fighting ? I have no. mind to 
leave your company mathinks. 

Pal. Nay, nothing ſo certain as that we ſhall fight ; I wiſh you would 
go, for I fancy there will be three in the Field. WE 
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Malag, A pox on't, now I remember, I promis'd to meet theſe people 
here, and can't avoid *em now, I'de go with you elſe with all my heart 
Faith and Troth, but if you'd have me ſend a Guard, Ile do'r. 

Val. No, Sir, —there's no danger Nothing but the Rogues cow- 
ardize could have rid us of him. | [ Exit Valentine. 

Malzg. How now Bullies, whither fo faſt this Morning ? I parted juft 
now with fack Truman and Ned Valentine ; They would faia have had 
me to Dinner with *em, but I was not in a humour of drinking, and to 
ſpeak the truth on't, you are b*tter Company ten to one. They ingroſs Rill 
all the diſcourſe to themſelves; and a man can never be free with them 
neither. 

Cap. Oh Lord, Malagene! we met the Delicat'ſt Creature but now as we 
came round, I am a Raſcal, if I don't think her one of the tineſt Women 
in the world : I ſhan't get her out ofmy ming this Month. 

Saunt, *T was Vitionis, my Lady Fairfietds Daughter that came to Town 
laſt Summer when Goodvile was marri'd.. He in love with her, poor 
Soul! I ſhall beg his pardon there as I take it —— [ Sings. 

Malag. That's Truman's blowing ; ſhe's always lingring after him 
here and at the Play-houſe : She heats- herſelf here every Morning againſt 
the general Courſe at Night, where ſhe comes 'as conltantly as my Lady 
Squeamiſh her ſelf. 

Saunt.. I vow. that's a fine perſon too, don't you think ſhe has. a- 
bundance of wit, Malagene ? She and I did fo rally Caper other day. 

Cap. Ay, it may be 10. 

Saunt. But did you never hear her {ing ? 'She made me fit with her till 
Two a Clock t'other Morning to teach her an Italian Song, 

I have, and I vow ſhe lings it wonderfully. 

Malag. Dam her, ſhe's the moſt affeted amorous Jilt, and loves/ young 
Fellows more then an old Kite does young Chicken : There is no#/ a Cox- 
comb of eighteen in Town can cfcape her, we ſhall have her dtaw one of 
you into Matrimony within this Fortnight. | 

Cap. Malagene, , Thou art the moſt Satyrical Thief breathing : I'd give 
any thing thou didſt but love dancing , that I might have thee on my 

ſide ſometimes. | | 

Saunt. Well Malagene, I hope to ſee thee {o in love one day, as to leave 
off drinking as I have done, and ſet up for a Shape and a Face : Or what 
is all one, write amorous Sonnets, and fight Duels with all that do but look 
like Rivals. I would not be in love for all the world, I vow and ſwear. 

[ Walks up and down with an offetied motion. 

Cap. Norl,: 

Ah Phylls, if you wow'd not love 
The $bepberd, &c. [ Sings, 


Bat d*ye hear, Malagene , They ſay Goodvile gives a Ball to Night, 


is it true ? 
Malag. . 


V 'Friendſbip in faſhion. 
Molag. Yes, 1 intend to be there, if 1 do not go to Cong. 
Cap. 1 am glad of it with all my heart ——Sauwer — There's my 


Lady, to be ſure, ſhe*] not fail. | 
Saunt. But will you go, Melagene * Goodvile and you arc at adiſtance, 
Malag. Whoo ! pox that*s nothing, Vie go for all that. But faith, 
I ſhond mect my Lord at Court to Night : belides, I hag' 
been in the Drawing Room theſe three days 3 the Company will wonder 


what's become of me. 
Enter Lady Squeamitſh, 


She here ! Nay then —— 
Cap. Madam, your Ladiſhips moſt humble Servant. 


, [ Congees affetiedly, 

L. Squ, Mr. Caper ! your moſi Devoted. ———— Oh dear Mr. Sawnter! x 
thouſand thanks to you for my Song. 

Saunt, Your Ladifhip does your Servant too much honour. 

[ Sings, As Cloe fall of, &c. 

L. Sg. Mr. Caper, you are a firanger indeed, I have not ſeen you this 
two days: Lord, where dye live ? 

Cap. I ſhould have waited on your Ladiſhip, but was tired atthe 
Maſqueradeat my Lord Flwtters Oother Night. [ Dances and caper:, 

Saunt, Madam, Madam, Mr. Goodvile gives a Ball to Night; Will your 
Ladiſhip be there? 

LE. Sg. Yes; I heard of it this Morning, Vidoria ſent me word. 

, Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News ? Goadvile makes a Ball to Night: 
T hope I ſhall have the honourof your Ladiſhips company. | 

L. Sg. Oh, by all means: Mr. Caper, pray don't you fail us. 

-Oh Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your pardon , upon my honour I did not 
ſee you, I was ſo engaged in the Civilities of theſe Gentlemen, 

Malag. Your Wit and Beauty, Madam, muſtcommand the Honour and 
Admiration of all the World. But when 'did your Ladiſbip fee Mc, 
Valentine ? 

L. Sq. Oh , name him not, Mr. Malagene, he's the unworthi'l 
baſeſt Fellow beſides he has no principles nor breeding : I wor- 
der you Gentlemen will keep him company. PFle ſwear he's enough to bring 
an Odium on the whole Sex. 

Malag. The truth on't is, Madam, I do drink with hiny now and thed, 
becauſe the Fellow has fome wit, but it is when better Company is out 
of the way 3 and faith he's always very civil to me as can be: I canrule 
him, 
L. Squem. Oh Lord , *tis impoſhble. Wit! Why he was abroad 
but two years, and all that time too in an Academy, he knows n0- 
taing of the Intrigues of the French Court, and has the worſt mien in 
world : he has a fort of an ill-natur'd way of talking indeed, and the) 
ſay makes bold with me fometimes, but I'le aſſure you I ſcorn him. 
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Malag. Truly he has made very bold with you, or he is foully. bely*d : 
ha, ha, ha. | 
;  L. Sq.. They.. ay, he's grown a great Admirer of Madam Camills 
of late, who paſſes for a Wit forſooth. *Tis true, ſhe's well enough, but 
I NG is not the firſt that has been troubled with his impertincnt Ad- 
dreſflecs. 

Mal. Indeed he would not let me alone, till I brought him acquainted 
there: he owes that happineſs to me. But  methinks your Ladiſhip 
ſpeaks with ſomething of heat By Heav'n ſhe's jealous ! 

L.$q. No, I aſſure you, Sir, I- am not concern'd at it in the leaſt, 

But did youever hear 'em diſcourſe any thing of me ? 

Mal. Never any ill, Madary, -onely a little idle Raille:y now and then 
but Truman and he are wont to be ſomething laviſh when they have been 
drunk in my company. "F will work, | 

L, Sq. Nay,:1 know he has ſpoken difhonourably of me behind my 
back, becauſe he fail'd in his tilthy deſigns. Madam Camillamay de- 
ſerve better of him, I doubt not: but if I am not reveng'd on his 
falſhood [ Afide ] Mr, Caper. 

Cap. 

Fl $ Madam, | 

L. Sq. Where do you go to day? = 

Cap. Will your Ladiſhip be at the new Play ? 

L. $9, No, I ſaw it the firſt day, and don't like it. 

Mal. Madam, ithas no il] CharaQter about the Town. = 

L. Sq. O Lord, Sir, the Town is no Judge, *Tis a Tragedy, and 1'lc 
aſſure you: there's nothing jn it that s moving, 

I love a Tragedy that moves mightily. 

Saunt, Does your Ladiſhip know who writ it ? . 

L. Sq. Yes, the Poet came and read it to me at my Lodgings: He is but 
a young man, and I ſuppoſe he has not been a Writer long :* beſides, he 
has had little or no converſation with the Court, which has been the rea- 
ſon he has committed a great many Indecorums in the condud of it. 

þ TO I did not like it neither for my part 3 There was never a Song 
in it, ha? | | 

Cap. No, nor ſo muchas a Dance. 

Mal. Oh, it's impoſſible it ſhould take if there were neither Song nor 
Dance in it. 

L. Sq. And then their Comedies now adays are the filthieſt things, full 
.— of Bawdy and nauſcous doings which they miltake for raillery and intrigue 3 
belides they have no wit in 'em-neither, for all their Gentlemen and men of 
wit, as they ſtyle 'em, are cither filly conceited impudent Coxcombs, or 
elſe rude ill-mannerly drunken Fellows togh-—1 am aſham'd any 
one ſhould pretend 0 write a Comedy, that does not: know the nicer rules 
of the Court, and all the Intrigues and Gallantries that paſs, I vow. | 

Mal. Who would improve in thoſe things, muſt conſult with your 
[. adiſhip. "> fy "py 
C _- Loo 
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L. Sq. I (wear, Mr. Malagene, you are an obliging perſon: & wonder 
the world ſhould be ſo malicious to give you ſo undeſerving a CharaQer as 
they do: I always found you extremely generous .and a perſon of 

Mal. In troth, Madam, your Ladiſhip and my ſelf are the ſubjecs of 
abundance of envy : for I love to be malicious now and then, and faith, 
am the very ſcourge of the Court, they all ſtand in awe of me, for-I muſt 
ſpeak what I know, tho* ſometimes I am uſed a lictle ſcurvily for it ; 
but faith I can't help it, *tis my way. | 

L, Sq. Ha, ha, ha, really I love ſcandal extremely tov foretimes, (6 
it be decently manag'd But as I was ſaying, there is 'not @' per- 
ſon in the world underſtands the Intrigues of the Court better than my 
ſelf: I am the general Confident of the Drawing Room, and know the 
loves of all the people of quality in Town. 14 

Cap. Dear Madam}, how ſtands the Aﬀair between my Lord Swpple 
and Madam Lofty ? 

L. Sq. Worſe then ever: Tis very provoking to ſee how (he uſes the 

r Crcature : but the truth is, ſhe can never be at xeRt for him; he's 
more troubleſom then an old Husband, continually whiſpering his ſoftneſ- 
ſes and making his vowes, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd to fly to me fot ſhelter, 
and then wedo (o laugh which the goed natur'd Creature takes ſo 
patiently I ſwear, I pity him. EY | 

Saunt, But my Lady Colt they ſay is kinder to the Sparkiſh Mz. 
Pruneit, 

L. Sq. Oh Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you ſhould underſtand no better; 
to my knowledge it is all falſe : I know all that Intrigue from the begin- 
ning to the ending, it has been-off this Month——befides he keeps a Player 
again——Oh, Mr. Saunter ! whatever you do, never concern your {elf with 
thoſe Players. 

Saunt, Madam, I have left the folly long: fince : When firft Þ came to 
Town, F muſt confeſs I had a Gallantry there : but fince T have been ac- 
quainted with your Ladiſhips Wit and Beauty, I have learnt to lay out 
ry heart to better ad vantage I think that was finely faid ! 

L. Sq. Ve fwear, Mr. Sawnter, you have the moſt Court-like way of 
expreſſing your (elt- 

Saunt, Oh Lord, Madam! [Bows and cringer, 

L. Sq. Mr. Malagene, theſe are both my intimate acquaintance, and I'lc 
ſwear, I am proud of *'em. Here is Mr, Sauter ſings the French: manner 
detter then ever I heard any Engliſh Gentleman in my life : beſides he 
pronounces his Engliſh in ſinging with a French kind of a Tone or Accent, 
that gives it a ſtrange beauty———Sweet Sir, do me the favour of the 
laſt new Song. 

Saxnt. Let me die! your Ladiſhip obliges me beyond — 
lagene, thou ſhalt hear = dE. eſe | — "e; 


BEE [. Sings a Song in & French Tone, 
Mala, What a Devil was this, I underſtand not a word on'>, ; 


Saunt, 
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Saunt, Ha, Malagene, ha ? 
L. $q#. Did you ever hear any bs ſo fine ? 


Malag. Never, Madam, never: I ſwear, your Ladiſhip is 2 grear 
Judge. 
L. Sq. but bow plain and diſtinQly too every word was pronounc'd ? 
Mal. Oh, to admiration, to admiration. 
[ Makes months aſide. 


L. Sgx. Well, Mr. Saxnter, you are a charming Creature Oh fad, 

Mr. Caper, I long till Night comes; I'le dance with no body but you * 
Night, for 1 ſwear I believe I ſhall be our of humour. 

Malag. That's more then ſhe ever was in her life, ſo- long as the had a 
Fool or a Fiddle in her company. q 

L. $qu. Tho? really I love Dancin immoderately. —— But now you tal 
of Intrigues, I am miſtaken if you don't ſee ſomething where we are go- 
ing to Night. 

Malag. What, Goodvile is to commence Cuckold, is it not ſo? 

L. S$qz. Oh, fie, Mr. Malagene, fie : I vow. you'l make me hate you, if 
you talk o firangely ;—but let me dic, I can't but laugh—ha, ha, ha.— 
Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall Dine with me to day—— What ſay you Mr. 
Molegene, will you go ? 

Malag. Your Ladiſhip may be ſure of me, I hate to break good Com- 


pany. 
.. Lag And pray now let us be very ſevere and talk walicioully of all che 
Mr, Coper your hand-: Oh dear Mr, Saunter, how ſhall I divide 
ay | felf—Tle wear, I atn ſtapgely at a loſs — Mr. Melogene, you mult 
be Mfr, Sawnters Miſtrifs I think at, preſent. 
Mealag. With all my heart, Madam, —Sweet Mr. Saunter, your hand: 
I ſwear, you are a charming Creature, and your Courtſhip is 'as extraordi- 
nary as your Voice, —Let me dic, and I vow I muſt have other Song at- 
ter Dinner, for I, atn wk  humourſom and very whimſical 1 think: 


ha, ha; ha. 


[ Exexnt 01mnes. 
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THE SECOND ACT. 
SCENE, The Ordinary. 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice. 


Mrs. Goodv. Id you dcliver the Billet ? 
[.ettic. Yes, Madam, faithfully. 
Mrs. 'Gibdv. But arcyou fure you did ? | 
Lettice; Can your Ladiſhip think I would be guilty of the leaſt negle& 
in a Concern of ſuch mament. | 
Mrs. Goodv, And arc you fure he Dines here to day ? 
Lettic. Madam ; they are now at Dinner below: Mr. Valentine's 
there too. Oh; T'le ſwear he*s a fine man, the moſt courteous perſon |! 
Mrs. Goody. What, becauſe he hunts and kiſſes you when he's drunk > 
No, Lettice, Truman, Truman, Oh that Truman ! 5p 
Lettice, 1 wonder your Ladiſhip ſhould be fo taken with him : were, I 
to chooſe, I ſhould think my Maſter the more agrecable man, 
Mrs. Goodv. 'And you may take him if you will; he.is as much a Hufſ- 
band- as one would wiſh: Ihtave'not (een him this Fortnight,z he.never. 
comes hone till Fotr in the Morning, and. then, he ſneaks to his Eparate 
Bed, where he lies till Afternoon, then riſes ,and out- again upon his Parole; 
Heſh and bloud can't endure it. 5 | 
Lettice. But he always viſits your Ladiſhip rſt, | ROC" - 37 OP 
Mrs. Goodv, That's his Policy, as great Debtors are al ys yery refpec-. 
full and acknowledging where they never mean Gay Tos true, he gives. 
me what freedom I can deſire, but God knows that's all. ww” 
Lettice,” And where's the plcaſure of going abroad and getting a ſtomach, 
to return and ſtarve at home ? NE 
Mrs. Goodv, IT laugh though tg thivk:;what an caſie fool he believes me; 
he thinks me the moſt contented, innocent, harmleſs Turtle breathing, the 
very pattern of patience. 
Lettice, A Jewel of a Wife. 
Mrs. Goodv, And as blind with love as his own good opinion of himſelf 
has made him, 
Lettice. And can you find in your heart to-wrong fo goed-a-natur'd com- 
plcat well-meaning harmlcſs Husband, that has fo good an opinion of you ? 
Mrs. Goodv. Ha, wrong him ! what you ſay, Lettice? I wrong my Hul- 
band ! {ach another word forfeits my good opinion of thee for ever. 
Lettice., What meant the Billeg.to My, Truman then this Morning ? 
Mrs- Govdv. To make him my friend perhaps, and diſcover if I can who 
it 
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it is that wrongs mein my Husbands affection :: for I am ſire F have a Rival. 
And | anvapt'to believe Vifloria deſerves no better then ordinary of mit; if 
the truth were known. 

Lettice, Why, ſhe is his near Kinſwoman _ lives here. in the houſe 
with you. befides he would never diſhonour his own Family ſurely. ... 

Mrs. Goodv, You are a Fool, Lettice, the nearne(s of. bloud þþ the: lca(k, 
thing conſidered. Belides, afT have heard, 'tis almoſt the nelyway Re- 
lations care;to be kind tone another now a days. 

Lett. Yet, Madam, you never meet , but you are as kind; whe ad of 
him, as if you had all -the joyes of love about you. . Lord ! How: can you 
diſſermble with him ſo ?*Belides, Mr. Irawen, Madam, you know is his 
Friend. 336: Vo | TY, 

Mr. Goodv. Oh, if I would ever conſent to wrong my Husband ( which 
Heav'n forbid, Lettice! ) it ſhould. be; to chooſe, with his Friend. For 
ſuch a one has a double Obligation to ſecrecy, as 'well for his own Ho- 
nour as mine, But Ile ſwear, Lettice, you axc:ani idle Girl for. talking fo 
much of this, that'you are: :1'Tis (enough to. pat ill thoy IEG ones 
head, whichFamthe moſtaverſt todf all things.in the wor! Ef 

Lett. But, Madam, Thoughts are free, and it is as har$-not it thinks 
Uttle-idly ſometimis;] avitis,tobaalivuys.in good huawoun., But! it. wauld 
make any one Bugh\/ito-thihk Mr. Truman ſhould be in love with Madam 
Vidoris, if all be rtall which your'Ladiſhipſaſpeds,', 

Mrs. Goodv. Ay, and with 4 delign;at Mazriage too :; but reals. 
lant thinks he fathoms all, and counts it as much beneath his experience to 
doubt his ſecurity in a Wite, ,Hlbecbs iag Milre(s. 

Lett. Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very induſtrious in Cuckolding 
others, that he! mever* dreams. how MNRr's os c—— Wa- 
nag*d at home, .' 5 21-oriuq 192 22009 M 7 loft 1 
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' Vid, Truly, Madam, you: may be miltaken tri your gueſs, 

' Mrs. Goodv, How 1 -I doubt. it is ſome other man then has cauſed this 
alteration in you.—Lord, Lettice, is ſhe not extremely alter'd ? 

Viflo, Alterd, Madam, what do you mean ? 

Mrs. Goody, Nay, Lettice, fetch a Glaſs and lct her ſee her (elf; Lord, you 
are paler then- you uſe ro be. 

. Lett, 'Ay,-'und then that blewneſs under the eyes. 

Mrs. Goodv, Beſides, you'arc- not ſo lively as I have known:you : _ 
don me Couſin. 

Lett, Well, if there be a fault, Marriage will cure all. 

Vigor. Te affure you, I have none that I know off ſtands in need of fo 
deſperate a remedy. ung. fault ! What can all this tend to? .: 


10G Enter Page. 


Mrs. Goods. Well, what-now ? 

Page. Madam, Camilla is coming to wait. upon your Ladiſhip. 

Mrs. Goodv. | Ha, Cannilig'! [Tell ; her Ve. attend her: . Won't you.go 
with me Viflorla? 7+ * 

Files Ple- bat "Hep. inc my Chamber ;and: follow: you inſtantly, 

þ tt vl | Ex.Mrs, Good. and 

Whither can all this Irive1 > Surely ſhe has diſcovered ſomething of Good- 
uile' ow Fane mine : it ſhe has, I am ruin'd. 


: Emer Goodvite. - | 


' $03 om 5051 bro! nv oþ @3 2: 2000 3! 
. jr Pateris your Couſin is not here, -is:he J What, ins Clouds ? 
I ſtole this Minute from my friends on purpoſe to ſee thee, and muſt not [ 
have a look ? not a word? 
Vito. Oh, I am ruin'd and-lo&fpy ever fear your Witc has had ſome 
knowledge of our Loves: And if it be ſo, what will then become of me? 
Goodv. Prithce, no more : my Wie:!! ſhe has tbo 'gagd arr opinion of 
her (df, to have any ill one of :me 3* and - would as: foon! believe her 
Gaſs could facrer her, as I be falſe to. her; my Wife ) -—ha, be. -/ 
Vidte. Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo 3 it can be no otherwiſe: But 
you are” ſatisfi'd, we Wo _ooy nothing. more £0. vUOY: but to cave me 
6 be miſerable. 0 1 
- NGwdu, Leave chav? By Heav'n I'de fans renounce: wy Family, þa 
own my felf the Baſtard of a Rafea}:: Comie;: quict thy doubts, 
_ 4s: here, © and: take thy gt tor thy Security , he ſhall be og: to 
' Night, /' 
 P%. FT ave. great reaſon to iy it indeed, . that you ould he 
zard your Intereſt in fo good a Friend for the reparation of ' my Hor 
nuts that'lo hete concern a and which you! _ _—_— _— 
your! beſt of. ': 


Goodv, No more of that, Lined s my dr Ks ; _7 thine ; wo 
car 
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dear to me to be neglected.  *Tis true, I have made him my Friend, 
and I hope he will eſerve it, by doing thee that Juſtice which I am 


incapable of. - 
Vids. 'You' can promiſe eaſily. - | 
Goodv. Ay, and as reſolutely perform : when I have heated him with 


Wine, prepare to receive. him. 
Exter Mrs. Goodvile.. 


Ha, ſhe here |} 
Mrs. Goodvite. So, fo,'Mr. Goodeile, are you there indeed? IT thought - 


I ſhould catch you. 

Goodv., _—_ my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good word for Fack 
Truman ; Couſin Vidorie's too cruel. 

Mrs. Goos , Oh, fic, Viforia ! Can -you be. @ hard hearted to deny 
any thing, when Mr. Goodvile is an Advocate? (-1i) 

Vigo. I muſt confeſs it is: with ſome difficulty ; but ſhould F too. eaſily 
comply- upon Mr. Goedvile's interceffion, who knows but your Ladiſhip 
might be jealous? - For he that can” Force tor anothey'; may mo 
there's. hopes for him(eclE 

Mrs. Goodv. Ay, but Couſin, L know you are my \Friend, and would 
not, though but-in :regard of that , do' me fuch fv Beſides, Mr. 
Goodende knows 0 dare truſt him. Dori't you, Love? - 

Goodv, Truſt me ! yes, for it you don't, *tis all one—Crrdulous In- 
nocence } [ Afode. 
Alas, my Dear, war I as falſe as thou axt | good, thy OUT: _—__ 
dence _—_ ſhame me into _ | | 


Enter Camilla running and 1 - "wag 
Truman and Valentine after a 


Camill. For Heav*ns fake, Madam, fave.me | '—— Mr.. Goadaile, "tis 
fafer travelling through the Delarts of Arabia, then entring your. ' Houſe : 
Had papa, 9 I had been devour'd; that's certain. | 

Val. Oh, Madam, are you herded? it will 'beto little pupae, F ann 
ſtanch, and never change my Game. ; 

Cem. But when you have loſt it, if freſh. ſtart up, you can beas fully 
ſatished, who hunt more for the love .of - the ſport, then for. the. 
ſake of the p 

Valent. But, Madam, ſhould you chance to be. eaken, I6ok to't , for 
I ſhall touſe and worry you moſt unmercifully, till 1 have reveng'd 
my (elf ſeverely, for the pains you coft me catching. 

Cem. Therefore I am reſolv'd to keep out of your reach 3 Lord! what 
would become of ſuch a poor little Creaureasham,, in the. Paws = ſo 
ravenous an Animal?-- _ - \ 


Trum. But axe you too, Lady,-fo wild; as Mrs, Canils >. WY = 
I49-1 
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Vide. Oh, Sir, to the full! But I hope you are not ſo is FU 
Mr« Valentine.  IIW 2; 

Trum. No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as fo and plant is your 
Pillow, you may mould me to your own calc and Praſuvcy Which: \Way 

ou will: 
F Viflo. 'Tis range ewo of ſuch different Tempers fhould fo well agree: 
Mcthinks you look like two as roaring » ranting, tory rory Sparks as 
one would wiſh to mect withall, _ 

Val. Yes, Madawn, at the Play-houſe in a Vizor , when you come drefi 
and prepar *d for the Encounter z there indeed we can be as unanimouſly 
:Modiſh and Inipertinent as the .perteſt-Coxdombs of *ern: all, - till like 
them too , we loſe our hearts, and never know what becomes of *em, 

Cami. Buc the comfort is, you arc ſure- to( find * em again in the 


next Bottle, 130 003 £0 
. ;:2»Mrs; Good#. Then:drink?em down to. the Ladies Healchs, and they are 
as well at caſe as ever they were; 7 >! 5 at 1 132 


Tram. Why,you would: not be fo unconſcionable as'to have us two ach 
whining cxop-bck Lovers, as figh- away. their hours, and write lamentablec 
Ditties to-belung dbaut the Town by. Fools. and Bullies in Taverns. 

Goodv, Till ſome Smithfield Doggrel taking the hint, {wells the' Sonnet 
toaBaNlad, ind Chloris dwindics mois Hitchin-Wench. 

14/i8o. *Tis: preſum'd' then you: are of * that familiar. Tribe that never 
make Love but by contrarics, and rally-our Faults when you: pretend to 
adtnire our pertecions., | Fry os 

Camill. As if the onely way to raiſe a good opinion of your (elves, were 
to let us Know how i! zone. you have obusc} :} 75 1 

Trum, Faith, Madam, *tis a hard. world, and when: Beauty i is held at” 
ſo deara rate, tis che beſt way to beat down the Market as much as we 
Can, 

Yal. But you ſhall kod, Ledics, we'l bid like Chapwen for all that, 

Vito. You had beſt have a care though, leſt you over-reach _ {elves, 
and repent of yout purchaſe when *tis tos lare. - : :-! ?: 

+ Cartil. Befides; Ihate a Datch Bargainthat's:made i in heat of Wine, for 
the love it raiſes: is generally like the coorage/(0 gives, very extraordinary, 
but very ſhort liv*d.' 

Goodv. How, Madam ! have a care e what you ſay 3 Wine is the Prince of 
Love, and all Ladies that ſpeak againſt it, forfeit their Charter. I muſt 
not have my Favourite traduc'd. 

Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its 200d clledts, and.then acknow-' 
ledge it your Friend. We'l drink—— 43/142 

Cam. Till your Brains are afloat, and all the reſt ſink. 

Val. I find then, Ladies, you have the like opinion of our Heads, as 
you have of our Hearts. | 

Cam, Really\: Sir, . you are much in the ti 

Tre.But if your Ladiſhip ſhould be in the wrong. — Tho? Love like Wine 


be a good retfreflier, yet*tis much more dangerous to be too buſic _— 
n 
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And though now and then I may over-heat my Head with drinking yet 
confound me, I think I ſhall have a care never to-break my heart with lo« 
ving« $9537 7 Es | 

bt rs. Goodv. But Sir, if all men were of your cruel temper, what would be- 
come of thoſe tender hearted Creatures that cannot forbear ſaluting ye with 
a Billet in a Morning, though it comes without a Name, and makes you 
as unſatisfi'd as they poor Creatures are themſelves ? 

Tram. Hah, this concerns me ! Blockhead, dull leaden Sot that I was, 
not to be ſenſible it; mult be ſhe, and none but ſhe, could ſend mine this 
Morning, Well, poor Fack, Trxman look-to thy (elf, fnares arc laid for 
thee 3 _—— but the Vertuous mult ſuffer Temptation ; And Heav'n knows 
all flcſh is frail. 


Enter Boy with Wine, 


Goodv.” Now Boy, fill the Glaffes. Butbefore we proceed, one thing is to 
be conlider'd : My Dear, you and I are to be no Man and Wife for this day, 
but be as indifferent, and take as little notice one of another, as we may 
chance to do ſeven years hence : but at Night 

Val. A very fair propoſal. 

Mrs. Goodv. Agreed, Sir , if you will have it {o. 


Goodv, The Wine——now each man to They ſeparate,Goodv. 
his poſt. oy Cam. Val. to Video, 
The word. [ AI take Glaſſes. Trum.to Mrs.Goodv. 

Trum. Love and Wine. | Enter Lettice. 

Goodv, Pals —— 


| They drink, 
Now that nothing may be wanting, Lettice you muſt fing the Song, I 
brought home t'other Morning, for Mulick is as great an cacouragement 
todrinking, as fighting. 


Song- 


Lettice fings. How bleſs'd: be appears, 
That revels and loves out big bappy years, 
That fiercely ſpmrs on till be finiſh bis race: 


And mg life's ſhort, chooſes livi apace, 
To cares we were born, "twere a folly to is, 
Then love axd rejoyce, there's no living without it. 
2» 


Each day we grow older ; 
But as fate approaches the brave ftill are bolder. 
The joys of Love witb our Tozth ſlide away, 
Bat yet there are pleaſures that never decay : 
When Beauty grows dull, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
Wineſtill keeps its Charms, and we drink when w are old, _ 
D | Goody, 
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Goodv, $o, now ſhow me a1 Enemy to divine harmonious Driaking ! 

Boy. Sir, Wy Lady Squeamifh is below, juſt alighted out of her Coach, 

Goodv. Nay then drinking will have the major Vote againſt it ; She js 
the moſt wad obſerver of Decorums and Decency alive. But-the is not 
alone I hope ? 38 

Boy. No, Sir, there is Mr. Malagene with'her, and three more Gentle- 
men 3 one they call Sir Noble Clumſey, a full portly Gentleman. 

Tram. That's a hopefull Animal, an elder Brother, of a fair Eſtate, and 
her Kinſman, newly come up to Town, whom her Ladiſhip has under- 
taken to poliſh and make a thine Gentleman. 

Val. "Tis ſach a fulſorn over-grown Rogue, yet hopes to be a fine Spark, 
and a very Courtly Youth ; he has been this half year endeavouring at a 
ſhape, which he loves cating and drinking too well ever to attain to. The 
other I'le warrant you. are the. nimble Mr. Caper, and his polite Companion 
Mr. Saunter. | 

Goodv. She's never without a Kennel of Fools at her heels, atd we may 
know as well when ſhe is near by the-noife her Coxcombs make, as we 
know when a certain Spark of this Town is at hand by the new fangled 
gingle of his Coach. She comes-— and wo be to the VVretch whom ſhe 
tirit lights upon. | 


Enter L. Squeamifh, Sir Noble Clumſey, . 
Malag. Caper «nd Saunter. 


L. Sq. Dear Madam Goodvile, ten thouſand happineſſes'wait oh you ; fair 
Madam Vi@oria , ſweet charming Camilla, which way thatl 'I expreſs my 
Service to you, — Coulin your honour.your honour to the Ladies. 

Sif Noble. Ladies, as low as Knee can bend, or Head can bow, I falute 
you all ; And Gallants, I am your moſt humble, moſt obliged, and mo 
devoted Servant. That learn'd at the end of an Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Goodv, Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier. 

Sir Noble. Yes, Sir, I can complement upon an occaſion 3; my Lady 
knows I ama pretty apt Scholar. | 

L. Squ. Gallants, you muſt pardon my Coulin here, he js but xs it 

- were a Novice yet”, and has had little Converſation but what I have had 
thc honour to in{iruct him in, 

Malag. But let me tell you, he is a man of parts, and one that I reſpeR 
and honour : *Pray Gentlerncn know my Priend. © © 

Val. Hark you Malageme, how 'durRt you venture hither, knowing that 
Goodvile and Truman care fo little for your company ? 

&Iilag. O, Sir, your Scrvant, your Servant, Sir; I gueſs'd this was the 
Duc] you were golng about : I ſhould -not have left you elſe faith Ned, 
I ſhould not. _ 

Goodv, But, Madatmn, can the worthy Knight 'your Kifſmnan drink ? 
What think you Sir Noble of the Ladies Healths ? / 

Sir Nob, Ih a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe, EO 
- 59%, 
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L. Sq. Oh ſweet Mr. Goodvile, don't cempt him to drink, dont! Ile 
ſwear, Iam ſo afraid he ſhould ſpoil himſelf with drinking. Lord, how ' 
I ſhould loath a Fellow with a red Noſe ! 

Val. Sec, Truman, the two Coxcombs are already boarding our Mi- 
ſtreſſes. 

Trum. Oh, *twere pity to interrupt *'sm; a woman loves to play and 
fondle with a CoxcombAſometimes as naturally, as with a Lap-Dog 3 and 
I could no more be jealous of one then of the other. 

Val. Tam not of your opinion 3 they are too apt to love any thing that 
but makes*em ſport : And the familjarity of Fools proceeds often-times 
from a priviledge we are not aware of, For my part, I ſhall make bold 
to divert, — Mr, Sawnter a word: Have you any pretences with that 
Lady ? hah? 

Sannt. Some {mallencouragement- I have had, Sir 3 but I never mae my 
boaſt of thoſe Favours, nevcr. 

Val. No, Sir, *twere not your beſt courſe. 

Sewnt, Oh Lord, you are plcas'd to be merry : Sure he takes me for a 
Fool 3 but no matter for that. Sings. Would Phyllis be mine, 

| and for, &c. 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. Madam, the Fiddles are below, ſhall I call '*em up ? 

Mrs. Goody. No, let *emittay alittle, we'l dance below, 

Cap. Hah, the Fiddles ! Boy, where are you? ” | [Caper capers. 

Boy. Here, Sir. | 

Cap. Have you brought my Dancing-thoos ? 

Boy. No, Sir, you gaye me no order: but your Fiddle is below under 
the Seat of the Coach. | 

Cap. Raſcal, Dog, Fool ; when did you ever know me go abroad with. 
out my-Dancing-thoos ? Sirrah, rut home and fetch *cm quickly, ot TI'le 
cut off both your Ears, and have *em faften'd eo the Heels of thoſe I 
have On. 

Tram. Tt is an wnpardonable fault, Sir, that your Boy ſhould forget 
your Dancing-ſhoos. 

Cap. Ay, hang him, Blockhead, he has no ſenſe, I muſt get rid of him 
as ſooni'as E can; T would no more dance in a pair of ſhoos that we com- 
monly wear, thenT'wonld ride atace in a pair of Gambado's.” 

-L: Squneam, Mr.V zlentine 1 hope is a better bred Gentleman then to 
leave his Miſtrifs for Wine. I hear, Sir, there is a love between you aud 
Madam Camilla ? Thou Monſter of perjury. [To Val. 

Val. Faith, Madam, you are much in the right 3..there is abundance ot 
love on my ide, but I can find very little'on hers : If your Ladiſhip would 
but ſtand my Friend upon this occaſion. -—1think this 4s civil. 

L. Squ. 1ctwear, Sir, you are a moſt obliging perſon 

Ladies and Gallants, poor Mir, Valentine here is fallen jn love, and has 

D 2 aclired 


20 Friendſhip in faſhion. 


defired meto be his Advocate ; Who could:,witlifiand that, Eye, that Lip, 
that Shape and Mein 3 beſides a thouſand.Graces in every thing he does ? 
Oh lovely Camilla! guard, guard your Heart; but Ille {wear, if it were 
my own caſe, -4 doubt I ſhould not—ha, ha, ha. 

Val. Madam? what mcans all this ? 

Goodv, Poor Ned Valentine ! | 7 

Trum. *Tis hut what I told him he muſt look for : but Nizy, there is 
more yet coming. 

L. Sg. Nay, this is not half of what thou art to expect 3 I le haunt thee 
worſe then thy ill Genius, take all opportunities to expoſe thy folly. and 
fa)ſhood every where, till I have made thee as ridiculous to our whole Sex, 
as thou art odious to me. | bo {o g 

Val. But has your Ladiſhip no mercy? will nothing but my ruine ap- 
peaſe you ? Why ſhould you chooſe by-your malice to expoſe your decay of 
years, and Jay open your poor Lovers follics toall, becauſe you could im- 
prove 'cm to your own ule no longer ? [ Approaches, 

L. Sqz. Come not ncar me, Traytor, —Lord, Madam: Camille, how 
can you be ſo cruel ? See, fee, how wildly he looks: for Heay'n fake. have 
a care of him 3 I fear he is diſtemper'd in his mind : What pity *tis ſo hope- 
tul a Centleman ſhould run mad for Love, —ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Good. Dear Madam, how can you uſe Mr. Valentine ſo ? "Tis —_— 
to put him out of humour and ſpoil him for being good company all the 
day after it. 

L. Squ. Oh Lord, Madam, *tis the greateſt pleaſure to me. in the world : 
Ler medic, but I love to rajilly a baſhtull young Lover, and put him out 
of count*nance, at my heart. 

Saunt. Ha, ha, ha, and I'le (wear the Devil and all's in her wit, when 
ſhe ſets. on*t. Roor Ned Valentine ! Lord, how fillily he looks !- 

Cap. Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but how. 

Val. Hark you Coxcomb, I can be angry, very angry, d*ye.mark me ? 

Sir Noble, No, but Six, don't be ina paſſion, my Lady will have- hes 
humour 3 but ſhe's a.very:;good. woman atthebattam..; . 

Val. Very likely Sir. 
| Mrs. Goodv. Now , Madam, if your Ladiſhip thinks fit, we'l -with- 
draw and leave the Gentlemen to themſelves a little z onely Mr. Caper 
and Mr. Sauyter. muſh do us the hanour of their company. -; _ ©. 

Saxunt. Say you fo, Madam ?. T'faith and you fhal} have. it; Gone, C4» 
per, we are the men for the Ladies, I ſee thar;—— Hey Boys! - 

L. Sgx#. Oh dcar and ſweet Mr. Sawnter ſhall.oblige us with a Song- 

Saunt. O Madam, Ten thouſand, ten thouſand if you pleaſe ; Fle ſwear, 
I bclieve I could ling all Day and all Night,and never bg weary. | Sings. 


Whey Phylla watcht ber harmleſs Sbeep, 
Not one poor Lamb, &c, 


[ Ex. Saunter; Cap. Ladies, 
Good, 
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Goodv, A-happy riddance this.; Now: pag 
textain our noble Friend aud now wy Sir Pohl 

Six Noble, Really: Gallants, I mull beg you your' paryos 
for I have but a very weak Brain, Sir, and 's bear it. 

Trum, ' Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk ar Ag malgyaio'd with 
thin regular Diet and ſmall Beer, 

Sir Noble. I muſt confels, Six,, E am ſomething plump, but. 3 a lidle fat is 
comely,:I would not be toq can... . 

Malag. No, by no means .my. Dear, thou haſt an hexoick "Face which 
well becomes the noble port and fulneſs of thy Body. _ 

Val. Goodvile, we have a Suit to you: Here is Malagene has been, ſome- 
time in_A Cloud, for, this once receive. him into, 800d Grace and Favour 
again. 

_ Faith, Goodbile do, for wichout any more words, L lave thee 
with all my heart— Faith and Troth—give me thy hand. _ 

Goodv. But Sir ſhould I allow you my Countcnance, you would be very 
drunk, very rude, and very. unmannerly I fear... 

Malag. Drunk, Six ? +I ſcorn, your wordss ag h ave you kno! I han't 
been drunk this week 3,no, I am the, Son of a Whore if I Wont, be very 
ſober : This: noble Knight ſhall be ſecurity for, my good behantodr, Wilt 
thou not Knight ? 

Sir Noble, Sir , you are a perfon altogether a ſtranger to me; and I 
have ſworn never to be bound for any man. 

Trum, Oh but Sir; Neble, you are GP in honour to, ſerve a Gen- 
tleman and your friend, 

Sir Noble. Say.,you ſo, Sir ? oblig'a ia honour? I am. Catigfi* d. - Sir, 
this Gentleman is my , Friend and Acquaintance, and whatſpever he fays 
I'le ſtand to, 

Malag. Hark thee Son of Mare, thou art a Knight alrcady, I'le mar- 
ry thee. to a Log Kelliel y :agqua Q, hay thee * es $ Lord. 

- Goodu. Boy, .t Wane » BAYS a PREY his: Gf po Gent] lemen, Sir 
Noble*s Ladies Br ch 

Sir Nob, Od*s my life, I'le drink that tho' T'die Pe. Gllzhrs, 'f haye 
a Lady in this Head of; mine, and, that you. ſhall find. anon. "By my 
Txoth, I thiak this be a Glaſs of good Wine! © 

Val. Say you ſo? take the 95 Glaſs ghen Sjr Noble. 

Sir.Nob. *Fore George, and (a I WA... Nox on't, jet it be" a brimmer : 
Gentlemen, God fave the (King. : . | 

Molag. Well ſaid my lovely: man of might : -Uis worſhip grows good 
Company. 


Tram. Sir Noble, you are a great Acquaintance with” Mr. Caper and Mr, 
Saxnter, they are men of pretty parts. 
— the tmoſt obſigin Pit well-bred 


Sir Noble. Oh, Sir, the fineſt 
ey are acquainted with the Lathes 


complaifant modiſh Gentlemen : 
in Town, and arc men of fine eſtates. 
Trum, This Rogue is one of: thoſe, Eartby Mongrels that knows oo. 
value 


I Kaas 4g.” 
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value of ti6thing hilt a (good Eſtate, and loves x fellow ' with n great 
deal of LanPang x Tirle, though his Grandfather were x Blackſmith. - 

Str Nob, How fay you' Sir, a good Eltate ? od's heart, give ' me the 
TRY 1 have, Ric ehoofand pounds a year. 

ay*|t thoir 6? Boy; bring more Wine; Wine in abundance, 
Sirr Ty {A = > Frank Goodvile, So fee*ſt I am free, for Faith T hate 
fy; and would” fain make the Knight merry. 

Goody, Malagene, it ſhall be your task 3 drink hiies up laſtity, and 
wheti eh#t's done, wee'l bring him t6' my Lady his Couſin, it may 
make ſome ſport. 

Val, A vety good propofal. 

Malag. Say no more, thy 'word's a Law, and it ſhall be done: Come, 
bear up, my luſty Limb of hogrour, and hang ſobriety. 

Sir NoHle. Ay, fo fay I, hang fobriety— drink , whore, ' rant, Toar, 
ſwear, make a noiſe, and. all that : But be honeſt , do hear , be ho- 
neſt, 

Trum. 1 would very fain be "fo if I could :* But the danm'd Billet 
this Morning won *t *but of my head. ' Wall, Madam Goodvile , if any 
rhifchief Grnes dh't,'*rls fottt own fault; hot! mihe. I did'not ſtrike 
firlt, and there's an #dﬆd' on*t,' i - + | Muſthwithin, 


c 


Enter Lettice, 


' 
AM 


Lettice.' Sir, the Fiddtes are ready, and the Ladies defire your Com- 
pany.— Mr, Tramqn, my Eady wants you,., '- '* 

Trum, Siy'(} thou (6? 1 thank thee tor thy news with all my hearr. 
The Devil 1 (ce will get the 'better ont, and there is'no reſiſting, 

Lettice. Sir Noble, my Lady wag ſent me to tell you,, ſhe wants 
your company to dmnce. | 

Sir Nob, Tell her, L am boſie abput Aﬀair of the- Nation, and 
cannot come.—Dantt?” I thok Mick 4 ancer inde&d”! but thefe women 
will be always putting vs.on more then we can do. 
Boy, give me more Wine. 

Goodv, 'Malagene, retmtmber, and ufc expedition.” 

Ex. Goolto, Trum. Val. Lethie. 

Sir Noble. $ixrah, do you khow "me? T ama | Knight = And here's a 
Health to all vo V Vhores & Chriſtendom. '' 
Meigg, Not forgetting all the Ladies within. - " Now we are” aJone 1 

k. 


[| Drinks.) | 
Sir Nob, So, there's for you, do you lee ? [Breaks # Gloſs 
Sirrah, don't you look ſcutvily , © I have money in my Pocket, you 


muſt know that—Þripg us more , Wine. | 

ene. , Ni qr art a_pretty Fettow | oft thou * bore me ? Give me 
eby hand : 1 wifl ſalute thy Nite Cine Srapger!. 
; Hah, what's-the meaning of this ? I donbt 'T fhall almolt bc 


vw 


drunk as ſoon as the Knight, "Sir NoHe, cariſt thou whore?" X 


Lir 
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Sir Nob. How , whore ! what a queſtion s there ? Thou Dok be wa 
Pimp, and I'le prefer thee. - a y—— ES 
Malag. What a Raſcal this Knight is ? I have known as worthy a 
qumcnne = wage a Pimp , and one that-thought it no blemilh to his 
0 


nour neither 
Enter Lady Squeamiſh & the Door. 


Sir Noble. Hah, my Lady Cogn ——Fakh, Madam, you ſce I am 
at it. 

Malag. The Devil's in't, I chink, we could no ſooner talk of Whores, 
but ſhe muſt come in, with a Pox to her. Madam, your Ladiſhps moſt 
humble Servant. 

L. Sq. Oh , odious ! infufferabtef -who vo have thought, Cou- | 
ſin, you would have ſarv'd mg fo —— BD coY. ks of 
Wine, I can ſmell him hyher, ——How ha u themes ear the 
noiſe of Fiddles, and ſperid your time in have ou drink 

my Neb. Hum ! *tis a good Cacature ; lovely Lady, ow Sake .thy 
G als & * 4 \ 


3.4 


L. Sq. Uh gud murthir, I had rather Lou had [ ed mo + oady 


Sir Noble Then Valennge, here” $A; Healch by 
lion upon Offa. = Cy 2 
L. Squ. Lord, dear Mr. Milagene, what's ap. Ne 


Mealag. A certain place Madam in Greece , much talkt of by the / Fad 
cients 3 the noble Gentleman is well read. 5 

L. Squ. Nay heis an mpenious'perſort I'te affure you. 

Sir Noble, Now Lady bright I am, wholly, . Ce by es 
hand, I'F go ſiraight and begin my Fs keys 
firſt deſi gn me the private honour of thy Lip. 

L. Sq. Nay, fie - Sir Noble | how I hate you now! prong hernot 
ſo rude : T'le ſwear. you are, AE ſpan Get, yu, gApk, 6PPFs.JP. £90 , pay 
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THE THIRD ACT. 


|} 


2: I} 


"SCENE 1 
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_ Enter, Goodvile a little heated, 


Orad. 7. - hind Chicken-btain'd Fellow /am I grown? If t 
vile; toy Bilt I am' giddy.” 'Now. am I, as hot-headed 
with wy ts #- les, as a drunken Prentice on a Holiday, Truman 
marries 'Y#foris, ' that's reſotv'd on, and" fo one Care is over. But then 
Camilla | how I ſhall gct poſſeſſion of her. —+ We] mind miſgives me 
I fall Yo foindihing, may call my Dilcretiorl in Renton, and yet I can't 
avoid! {t.  Camills : do love and*muſt have her; come 'what will on't: 
'Andnotime fo fit to begja the Enterprize as. this 3. ſhe may make a good 


Wife for Valentine for all that. 


Enter Tremen , Valentine. Maſk. 


ie, Gentlemen ; | without" the Ladies f "Did you quit { Champaign for 
Wa ? Faith I begin to defpalr of you, and doubt” you are grown as weak 
Lovers as Drinkers. 

Irxm. Goodvile thou haſt no Conſcience; A decay'd Cavalier Captain 
that drinks Journey+work' under a Deputy Lieutenant in the Country is 
not able to-keep thee company. Two Bottles, as I take it, is no ſuch tii- 
fling matter. 

Gdodv. Oh but t Hate to be baulkt, and a friend that leaves me at two 
Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtriſs chat jiles rne when I thought I had made 
ſure of the Buſineſs. But Gallants, how ſfand the Aﬀairs oi love? Tru- 
men, is Vidoria kind? I gueſtion not. your friendſhip in the matter, but 
cruſt the honour of my Family in your hands. 

Val. Helittle thioks Truman is inform'd of all, and no longer a firanger 
on what ſcore heis ſo wondrous civil. But I am miſtaken, if he be be- 
hind with himin kindneſs long. | [ Afide. 

" Tram. A pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage will never agree with me, 
methinks the very thought on't goes 2 little againſt my fiomach : Like a 
young Thief, though I have ſome itching to be at it, yet I am loth to 
venture what may follow. 

Goeoup, Well, Ile go in and better prepare Vi#oris 3 in the —_ yu 

ieve 
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believe it-onely my ambition to be as well ally'd in bloud as friendſhip to 
ſo good and generous a perſon as Truman. 

Trum, What a damn'd Creature man is ! Valentine,did ft thou belicy: 
this fellow could be a Villain ? 

Val. 1 muſt confeſs, it ſomething ſurprizes me 3 he might have found out 
2 fitter perſon to put his Miltriſs upon, then his Friend : but how the Devil 
got you the knowledge ot it ? 

Jrum. Faith Ile tell thee 3 for I think I am no way oblip'd to conceal 
it— his Witfc, even his vcry wife told me all. 

Val. 1 begin to ſuſpe&t that Mrs. Geedvile has no ill opinion of you ; I 
obſcrv*d ſomething but now very obliging towards you : Beftides when 
a Woman begins to betray her Husbands ſecrets, *tis a certain tpn ſhe has 
a mind to communicate very important ones of her own. 

Trum, Valentine no more of that z Though it would bea rarc revenge to 
make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue. 

Val. *Tis 50 times better then cutting his Throat, that were to do him 
more honour then he dclcrves. 


Entcr Malagene. 


Malzg. Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt ſport— Fack Truman, Ned V alentine. 

Trum. Why, whats the matter? where ? 

Malag. Yonder's my Rogue of a Knight as drunk as a Porter z and faith 
Jack 1 am bur little better. 

Val. Dear Sir, and what of all this ? 

Mal. Why witha Bottle under his arm, and a Beer-glaſs in his hand 
I ſet him full drive at my Lady Squeamiſh ;, tor nothing elſe but to make 
miſchicf Ned— nothing elſe in the world 3 for every body knows I am the 
worlt natur'd fellow breathing: *Tis my way of wit. : 

Val. Do you loveno body then ? 

Malag. No not I : yes, a poxon'tI love you well enough, becauſe ye 
arc a Rogue I have known a good while. Though ſhould I take the. lea{t 
prejudice againſt you, I could not afford you a good word behind your 
back for my heart. 

Trum. Sir, we are much obliged toyou : *Tis a fign the Rogue is drunk 
that he (peaks truth, 

Malag.1I tell you what I did t'other day : faith *tis as good a jelt as 
ever you heard. | 

Val. Pray Sir do. 

Mal. Why walking along, a lame Fellow follow'd me, and askt my 
Charity, ( which by the way was a pretty propolition to me : ) being in one 
of my witty merry fits, I askt him how long he had been in tanat con- 
dition? The poor Fellow ſhook his head and told mc he was bora fo. — 
But how d'ye think I ſerv'd him ? | | 

Val. Nay, the Devil knows. 

E ; M1 ag. 
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Malag. 1 ſhow'd my parts I think 3 for I tript up both his wooden 
Legs, and walkt off gravely about my bulinels, 

Trum, And this you ſay is your way of wit? 

Malag. Ay altozether this and Mimickry: I am a very good Mimickz 
I can at Punchinello, Scaramouchio, Harlequin, Prince Prettyman, or any 
thing. I can a& the rumbling of a Wheelbarrow. 

Val. The rumbling of a Wheel-barrow ! 

Malag. Ay, the rumbling of a Wheel-barrow, fo I ſay — Nay, more 
then that, I can a a Sow and Piggs, Sauſages a broiling, a Shoulder of 
Mutton a roaſting: I can at a Flyin a Honey-pot. 

Trum. That indeed mult be the effeR of very curious obſervation. 

Malag. No, hang it, I never make it my bulineſs to obſerve any thing, 
that is Mcchanick. But all this I do, you ſhall fee me it you will: But 
here comes her Ladiſhip and Sir Noble. 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh and Sir Noble. 


L. Squ. Oh dear Mr Truman reſcue me. Nay, Sir Noble, for Heay'ns 
{ake. 

Sir Nob. I tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely body. Sir, do you 
know ime ? I am Sir Noble Clumſey : Iam a Rogue of an Eſtate, and. live 
I-—Do you want any money ? I have fifty pound. 

Val. Nay good Sir Noble, none of your generoſity we beſeech you. The 
Lady, the Lady Sir Noble. 

Sir Nob. Nay, *tis all one to me if you won't take it, there it is, — 
Hang money, my Father was an Alderman. 

Mal, *Tis pity good Guinneys ſhould be ſpoil'd ; Sir Noble, by your 
lcave. | [ Picks 'em up. 

Sir Nob. But Sir you will not keep my money ? 

Malag. Oh, hang money Sir, your Father wasan Alderman. 

Sir Nob. Well, get thee gone for an Arch-wagg-—1I do but ſham 2ll 
this while : — But by Dad he's pure' company. 

Trum. Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead ! Now has he nevertheleſs a 
mighty opinion of himf{clf, and thinks all this wit and pretty diſcourſe. 

Sir Neble, Lady, once more I ſay be civil and come kiſs mes I ſhall 
raviſh clſc, I ſhall raviſh mightily. 

Val. Well done Sir Noble, to her, never ſparc. 

L. Sqz. I may be even with you though tor all this Mr. Valentine: 
Nay, dear Sir N»ble, Mr. Truman, I'le ſwear he'l put me into Fits. 

Sir Nob. No, but let me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment, Wilt thou 

marry mc ? [ Kneels, 
Malag. Faith Madam do, let me make the Match. 
L. Squ. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you arc a {trange man, and I'le (wear 
have a great deal of wit. Lord, why don't you write ? 
Malag. Write? I thank your Ladiſhip tos that with all my heart. No, 


I havea tingerin a Lampoon or ſo ſometimes, that's all. 
Trum, 
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Trum. But he can aQ. 


L. $qx. I'l ſwear and ſo he does better then any one upon our Theatres 3 I 
have ſcen him. Oh the Engi#h Comedians are nothing, not comparable 
to the French or Italian : Belides we want Poets. 

Sir Nob. Pocts! why Lama Poet, I have written three As of a Play, 
and have nam'dit already. *Tistobea Tragedy. 

L. Sqx. Oh Couſm, if you undertake to write a Tragedy , take my 
counſel : Be ſure to ſay ſoft melting tender things in it that may be mo- 
ving, and make your Ladies CharaCters vertuous what ere you do. 

Sir Neb. Moving? why, I can never read ic my (elf but it makes re 
laugh, well, 'tis the pretty*lt Plot and lo full of waggery, 

L. Sqz. Oh ridiculous ! 

Malag. But Knight the Title, Knight, the Title. 

Sir Noble. Why let me ſee; *Tis to be call'd, The merry Conccits of 
Love; or, The Lite and Death of the Emperour Charles the Fifth, wit! 
the humours of his Dog Bobadillo. 

Malag. Ha, ha ha. 

Val. But Sir Noble, this ſounds more like a Comedy. 

Sir Noble. Oh, but I have reſolved ;it ſhall be a Tragedy, becauſe Bo- 
badillo*s to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy ! no, I ſcorn to write Co- 
medy. I know ſeveral that can ſquirt Comedy.-—T le tell you more 
of this when Iam ſober. 

L. Sq. But dear Mr. Malagene, won't you let us ſee you aR a litrlc 
ſomething of Harlequin ? Ile ſwear you do it (o naturally, it makes 


me think I am at the Lowvre or Whitehall all the rime. | Malag, ads. 
Oh Lord, don't, don't neither: Ile (wear you'l make mc burſt. Was 
there ever any thing ſo pleaſant ? - 


Trum, Was ever any thing {o affected and ridiculous ? Her whole life 
ſurely is a continued Scene of Impertinence. What a damn'd Creature is a 
decay'd woman with all the exquiſite fillineſs and vanity of her Sex; yet 
none of the charms. Malag. ſpeaks in Punchi- 

nello's voice, 

L. S$quz. O Lord, that, that; that is a pleaſure intolerable. Well, let 
medicit Ican hold out any longer. Pray Mr. Malagene, how long have 
you been in love with Mrs. Tawdry the Actreſs? 

Malag. Ever fince your Ladiſhip has been off from the hooks with 
Mr. Valentine. { In bis own voice aloud. 

L. Sq. Uh ! gud, Ialways thought Mr. Malagene had been better bred 
than to upbraid me with any ſuch baſe thing to my face, what ever he 
might ſay of me behind my back : But there is no Honour, no Civility 
in the world,that Iam fatisficd of, 

Val. Can your Ladiſhip take any thing ill from Mr. Malagene? A wo- 
man ſhould bear with the unluckly Jerks of her Buffoon or Coxcomb, as 
well as with the ill manners of her Monkey ſometimes: The Fools and 
Raſcalls your Sex delights in, ought to have the priviledge of ſaying as welt 
as they have ot doing any thing, | 


| & 7 RS L. Squ. 
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L. Sq. Which you men of wit (as you think your {clves! ) are very 
angry you ſhould be debarr'd of: Lord, what piry 'tis your good parts 
ſhould be your misfortune. 

Val. Ay Madam, I feel the curſe of it: T who had juſt ſence enough 
to fall in love with ſo much Beauty and Merit, yet could not be able to 
k cep the Paradiſe I was ſo happily poſſeti of. 

L. Squ. This malice and i}]-nature fhall not ferve your turn I ſhall 
know all your proceedings and intrigues with Camillz, and be reveng'd on 
your love to hcr, for all the Aﬀronts and Injurics you have done to mine. 


Enter Caper and Saunter, 


Cap. Oh dear Madam, ware utterly undone for want of your Ladiſhips 
company Ile vow. Madam Goodvile is coming with the Fiddles to wait 
on you here. [ Cuts backward. 

Sir Noble. Sir, are you a Dancing-Maſter? you arc very nimble me- 
thinks, 

Caper. Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand till, But Sir Noble, TI thought you had 
known me I doubt you may be a little over-taken 3 Faith, dear heart, I 
am glad to (ce thee fo merry. 

Sir Noble. Yes, I dolove dearly to be drunk once a year or fo, *tis good 
for my bodily health. But do you never drink ? 

Cap. No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province you know: I mind Dan- 
cing altogether. 

Sir Neble, Nor you ? can't you drink, hah ? 

Saunt, No, I make love and ing to Ladies. 

Sir Noble, Whores to my knowledge, crrant rank common Whores. A 
pox on your woman of quality that you carricd me to in the Mail, 

TIrxm. Why, what was the matter Sir Noble? 

Sir Nob. By yea and by nay, a toul over-grown Strumpet, with a run- 
ning Baud initcad of a Waiting-woman, a gicat deal of Paint, varicty of 
old Cloaths, and nothing to cat. 

L. Sq. Oh dear, let me die, if that was not extravagantly pleafant. 

Trum, 1 believe Sir Noble js much in the right, for I never came near 
theſe giddy intriguing Blockhcads, but they were talking of Love and 
Ladies 3 nor ever met with a hackney ſtripping Whore that did not 
krow 'cem, 

Cop. NedValemine, I havea kindneſs to beg of you, 

Val. Sir, you may command mc apy thing. 

Cap. Why, you muſt know I am in love with Camilla, 

Val. Veiy good, 

Cap. Now I'would have you ſpeak to Frank, Goodvile not to make 
love to her as he does, i'faith I can't bear it; for to tell you the truth 
on't, I intend to marry her; I catcht him at it but now: Faith it made 
my hcart ake, never ſtir if it did nor. | Ex. 

Val. Intioth Sir *tis very, uncivil: Truman , this Goodvile has a mind 
0 


Friendſhip in faſhion, 29 


to oblige us both 3 he's providing a Wife for me too as faſt as he can, Ca- 
wila's his Quarrcy now Lunderltand, and by that time he has plaid as fair 
: Game with her as he has done with your Miſtriſs ViGorts, I may ſtand fair 
to put in for the Rubbers. 

Trum, Valentine, thou art upon too ſure grounds for him there; Ca- 
mils has both too much wit and vertue, and cach with as little affe- 
Ration as the other. 

Val. Fack,, after this I cannot but be very tree with you I know there is 
ſme love hatching between you and his Wife: both our revenge lies in 
thy hands, and it thou do'ft not thy ſclf and me juſtice, I'le diſfown 
thee for ever. 

Trum. See where he comes with a heartas gay and light, as if there were 
nothing but honeſty in it. 


Enter Goodmile. 


Sings. 
When Beauty can't move, and onr paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſtill keeps its charms, and we drinkwhen ware old; 


Good, — Fack, Truman, yonder have and Vidoria been laughing at thee 
till we were weary. She (wears thou art ſo very modelt, ſhe would not for 
all the world marry thee for tcar of ſpoiling that vertue. 

Trum, Nay then I doubt I have loſt her tor ever 3, for it the complains 
of my modeliy, ſhe has found a fault which I never thought I had been 
guilty of before. . ; IT 

Goodv. But that is aquality which though they hate never ſo much in a 
Gallant, they are apt tor many Teaſons to valuc. in 2a Husband : Fear not, 
Diſhmulation is the natural adjun& of their Sex3 and I would no more 
&(pair of a woman, though ſhe ſwore ſhe hated me, then I would believe 
her though ſhe ſwore ſhe loy*'d me, 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, axd the reſt of the Company with the Fiddler, 


L. Sq. Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance ! Mr. Caper where are 
you ? you ſhall dance with Madam Camilla, Mx. Saunter wait on Vidoris. 
Mr. Goodvile your humble Servant. Dear Mi. Truman won't you oblige 
me ? Madam Goodvile ha, ha, haz. I'e ſwear T had utterly forgotten 


Mr. Valentine. 
Val. Your Ladiſhip knows me to be a civil-perſon, if you pleaſe, I'le keep 
good orders. [ All take out the Women, 


Malag. Faith Ned do, and I'le keep the Muſick in tune: Away F Muſick, 
with it > Hold, hold — what inſuffcrable Raſcals are theſe ? why Q plays. 
ye {curvy thraſhing ſcraping Mongrels, ye make a worſe noile then 
crampt Hedg-hogs. An old gouty Dancing-Maties that teaches to dance 
with his Spectacles on , makes better Muſick on his crackt Kitt 


*Sdcath 
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*Sdeath ye Dogs can't you play now as a Gentleman ſings ? hah — 

Goodv. Sir, will you never leave this nauſeous humour of yours? x 
can never be with you but T mult be forc'd to uſe you 11, or indure 
the perpetual torment of your Impertinence. 

Malag. Well Sir, I ha' done Sir, I ha' done : but 'tis very hard a man 
can't be permitted to ſhew his parts. "'Sdeath Frank, do'ſi thou think 
thou underſtand*{t Muſick ? 

Goodv. Sir 1 underſtand it ſo-well, that I won't have it interrupted in 
my company by you. 

Malag. 1 am glad on't with all my heartz I never thoughe you had 
underſtood any thing before. — I think there I was pretty even with you, 

.Goodv. Saucineſs and ill-manners are fo much your province, that no- 
thing but kicking is fit for you. 

Malag. Sir, you may uſe your plealure; but I care no more for be. 
ing kickt, then you do for kicking. But prithee Frank why ſhould you 
be out of humour ſo? The Devil take me, if I ſhall not give thee ſuch 
a jerk preſently will make thee angry indeed. 

L. Sq. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, how can you be fo ill-natur'd ? Ple ſwear 
Mr. Malagene is in the right. Theſe people have no manners in the leaſt, 
play not at all to dancing : but I vow he himſelf fings a Tune extream 
pretttly. 

Goodv, Death, Hell and the Devil, how am 1 teaz'd ? I ſhall have no 
opportunity to purſue my bufineſs with Camilla : I muſt remove this trou- 
bleſfom Coxcomb, and that perhaps may put {ſtop at leaft to her Im- 
pertinence. 

L. Squ. Mr. Truman, Mr. Goodvile, and Ladies, I beſeech you do me 
the favour to hear Mr. Malagene ſing a Scotch Song : Ile ſwear Tam a 
range Admirer of Scotch Songs, they are the pretti*lt ſoft melting gentle 
harmleſs things 

Saunt. By Dad, and fo they are. ——Tn January laſt Sings. 

Val. Deliver us! A Scotch Song! I hate it worſe then a Scotch Bag- 
pige, which even the Bears are grown weary of, and have better Mu- 
fick, I wiſh I could ſee her Ladiſhip dance a Scotch Jigg to one 
of *em. 

Mal. 1 muſt needs beg your Ladiſhips pardon , 1 have forgotten the 
laſt new Scotch Song : But if you pleaſe, I'le entertain you with one of 
another nature, which I am apt to bclieve will be as pleaſant. 

L. Sq. Let me dic, Mr. Malagene, you are cternally obliging me. 


: 


Malag. ſings an Iriſh Cronon, 


Moalag. Well, Madam, how like you it Madam, hah? 

L. Sq. Really it is very pretty now——the pretti'ſt odd out of the wa) 
Notes. Don't you admire it itrangely ? | | 

Mal. T'le affuxe your Ladiſhip I learnt it of an Friſþ Muſicjan thats 
lately come over, and intend to preſent it to an Author of my Acqualn- 
tanceto put it in hisnext Play. L. 59. 


| 
| 


t] 
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L. $q. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentize, I would have you learn it for a Serenade. 
to your Miſtriſs,— ha, ha, ha. : 

Val. My Page, Madam , is docible , and has a pretty voice, he ſhall 
learn it if you pleaſe; and if. your Ladiſhip-has any further ſervice tor 
him 

L. Sg. Ah Lord, Wit, wit, wit, as I live ! Come let's dance. 

Trum. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough; I am afraid her La- 
diſhip will be reveng'd 3 I ſee miſchief in her eyes3 'tis ſafer provoking 
a Lancaſhire Witch, then an old Milſtrifs; and ſhe as violent in her ma- 
lice to0. 

Goodv, Malagene, a word with you—hark ye, come hither. 

[ Goes tothe Door, 

Mal. Well Frank, what's the buſineſs now ? I am clearly for mif- 
chief, ſhall 1 break the Fiddles, and turn the Raſcals out of doors ? 

Goodv, No, Sirz but Vle be ſo civil to turn you out of doors. Nay, 
Sir, no ſtruggling, I have Footmen within. 

Mal. Whoo, prithee what's all this for ? What a pox, I know my Lady 
well enough for a filly, affe&ed fantaſtical Gipſey : I did all this but o' 
purpoſe to ſhew her——— Let me alone, [le abuſe her worle. 

Goodv, No Sir ; but I'le take more care of your reputation, and turn 
you out to learn better manners. No refiftance as you tender your 


Ears 3 but begon. [ Exit, 
| Goodv. So, he's gone, and now Ichope EF may have ſome little time 
| tomy ſelf. —Fiddles ftrike up. | [ Dance. 


Irxman. Thus Madam you freely enjoy all the pleaſures of a fingle lite, 
and caſe your (elf of that wretched formal Aufterity which commonly at- 
tends a married one. 

Mrs. Goodv, Who would not hate to be one of thoſe ſimpring Saints 
that 'enter into Marriage as they would go into a Nunnery, where they 
kcep very ſtrict to their Devotion for a while, but-at laſt turn as errant 
Unners as Cre they were. 

Iruman. Marriages indeed ſhould be repair'd to as commonly Nunnerles 

are, for handſom retreats and conveniences, not for Priſons, where thoſe 

that cannot live: without *em may be ſafe , yet ſometimes venture too 

; abroad a little, 

f | _ Goody. But never Sir without a Lady Abbeſs or, a Confcflor -at 
caſt, | 

Trum, Might T Madam , have the honour to be your Confeſſor, I 
ould be very indulgent and laviſh of Abſolution to fo pretty a Sinner. 

Mrs. Goodv, See, Mr, Goodvile and Madam Camilla I believe are at 
ſkrift already, 

Irum, And poor Ned Valentine looks as penfively as if all the ſins 
> the Company were his own. 

Mrs. Goedv, Sce Mr, Caper your Miſtreſs. 

Cap. Ha Camilla! Sir your Servant, may I have the honour to lead 
this Lady a Coranto ? S; 


Goody. 
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, 

Geodv, No Sir, Death ! ſurely I have Fools that reſt and- haibour 
in my houſe, and. thcy are a worſe plague then Buggs and Mothes; 
ſhall I never be quiet? 

Val. Sir Noble, Sir Neble, have a carc of your Miſtriſs ! do you {6 
there ? 

Sir Noble. Hum — ha— where ? oh | Wakes and riſer, 

Saunt, Nay, taith Madam, Horry Caper s as pretty a Fellow ! *Tis the 
wittiy'lt Rogue : HeandI laugh at all the Town. Harry, I ſhall max- 
ry her. 

Sir Nob. Marry Sjr! whom will you marry Sir? youlyc. Sweet Heart 
come along with me, Ple marry thee my felt preſcntly, 


Vide, You, Sir Noble ! — what d'yc mean ? [ She ſqueah;, 
Sir Noble. Mean ! honourably, honourably , I mean honourably, Thele 
arc Rogues my Dear, arrant Rogues. Come along, — | Ex. Sir No, Via, 


Cap. Ha, S nmnter, 
Saunt. Ay Caper, ha! Let us follow this drunken Knighit. 

Cap. I faith, and ſoI will-—1 don't value him this ! [ Crtty, 

[ Ex. Cap. and Saunt, 

L. Sq. Ha, ha, ha! Well, Tle (wear my Couſin Sir Noble is a firange 

plcaſant Creature, Dear Madam, let us follow and ſee the ſport. Mr. Trx- 


man will you walk ? Oh dear, *tis violent hot. [ Exexnt, 
Val. Ile withdraw too , and at ſome diſtance obſerve how matters 
are carried between Gooduile and Camilla, [ Exit, 


Goodv, Are you then Madam relolv'd toruine we? Why ſhould all that 
ſtock of Beauty be thrown away on one that can never be able to de- 
ſcrve the glcanings of it ? I love you 

Cam, And all the Sex belides. That ever any man fhould take ſuch 
pains to forſwear himſelt to no purpole ! 

Goodv, Nay, then there's hopes yet, if you pretend to doubt the truth 
of my love 3 *tis a ſign you have ſome inclinations at Icaft that aremy 
Friends. 

Cam. This Goodvile I ſee is one of thoſe ſpruce poliſht Fools, who 
have ſo good an opinion of themſelves, that they think no woman 
can reſilt *em , nor man of better ſence deſpiſe *em. I'le feem at pre- 
ſcnt to comply, and try how far 'twill paſs upon him. 

Goodv, Well Madam, have you conlider'd on't? will the ſtone in yout 
heart give way ? 

Cam, No Sir, *tis full as firm and hard as ever twas. 

Goodv, And I may then go hang or drown, or do what I will with 
my (elf? Hah? 

Cam. At your own diſcretion Sir, though I ſhould be loth to (ee 
{o proper a hand{om Gentleman come to an ill end. 

Goodv, Good charitable Creature! But Madam, know I 'can be 1 
veng'd on you for thisz and my revenge ſhall be to love you (till; 
gloat on and Joll after you where ere I ite you; in all publick meet 


ings haunt and yex you writc lamentable Sonnets on you, and fo g's 
nat 
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at eyery Fop that ſings 'em ſhall know 'tis you I mean, £314 
m— Str, this is! ſomething : Could not you as well have told me 
you! had: been;very .ill-natur'd at! firſt ? you did not\ Know how fax it 
- might have wtought..upon' me ; befides , / *tis a thouſand ''times tbetter 
then vowing and bowing, and making a deal of love and noiſe, and 
all to as little purpoſe as any thing you fay elfe. i=" 

Goodv. Right cxquiſite. Tyrant ! ;I'le ſet a watch-and guard fo tric 
upon you, you ſhall not entertain' a well-dreſt Fool in privace, but Ple 
know it 3 Then. ina 1ewd: Lampoon'publiſh it to the Tawn 5 till: you 
ſhall repent and: curſe the hour! you tver ſaw me. 'L. 

Cam. Ah would I could, ill-natur'd cruel man '! 

Goodv, Hah, how's that? am I then miſtaken ?' and have I wrong'd 
you all this while? -I ask ten:thouſand pardons curſi damn'd fot that 


I was! I have zuin'd my -{dlt now for ever. ,” 

Cam. Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you -conſenit:to 
wrong your Lady fo far? you have not yet been married ' full: year : 
How muft-I then ſuſpeR your love to me, that can fo ſoon forget your 
faith to her ? | 

Goodv. Oh Madam, what do you do? the name of |a | Wife to a 
man in love is worſe then. cold water in a Feaver; *Tis- cnough to 
ſtrike the Diftemper- to my heart and kill me quite, my Lady quoth a! 

Cam. Beſides, Valentine you know is your Friend. 

Goodv. I grant it, he'is ſoz A Friend is a thing I love to cat and 
drink and laugh withall; Nay more, I @&ould on a good occaſion loſe 
my life for my Friend 3- but not my pleaſure. Say where and when it 
ſhall be? ©; -:; bed: 107 br Pani * 

Cam, Never, I dare not. | | | 

Goody, You muſt by and by when *tis a little darker, in the lefe- 
hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. PITT 

Camil. I won't promiſe you; can't you truſt my good nature ? 

Goodv. Charming, Creature / I do: Now if I can but make up the 
Match between Traman' and Viloris, my hopes are compleated. | 

Can, Halie!! haſte! away Sir, I ſec Velentine-coming.— [| Ex, Goody, 


| Enter Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you are extreamly merry 3 I am glad Mr. Gooduite has 
left you in, {0 pgod, a humour. ry 1 A = Iron o2 tb; : 
Cam. Ay Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is parted hence in as 
good a humour as he has left me here. 1 by i 
| [ Emter Lady Squeamiſh, Bridget a8 tbe Door. 
L. Sq. Valentine and Camilla alone together! Now for an opportunity 
to be reveng'd ! ah how 1 love malice/, x Te 
Val, UngratefulP of women ! +52 Healey | | 
Cam. Foolitheſt of men! Can you be fo very filly to be. jealous ? for I 
hnd you are (0; What haye you ever obſery'd {ince-firſkk yous ar" 
F 


_ 
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of me that might perſwade you I ſhould.cvergrow fond of a man; as not. 
riouſly falfe'to all- Women, as you ace unworthy'of me > .. - F Afide, 

L. Sqz, Has Valentine: been falſe to: her too'?:. nay;, then: there is ſore 
pleaſure left yet,; to think 1 am-not the onely m pergH that has ſaffer'd 
by his baſeneſs. 

Val. What then, I'll-warrant you were alone one half an hour: On» 
ly for a little harmleſs raillery. or ſo 3 an honour I couks never obtain with- 
out: hard ſuit and humble ſupplication. 

Cam. Alas') how very Politick you are grown! you voulT pretend dif. 
pleaſure to try your power. '' No——1 ſhall hencefortiiuthink you never had 
a good opinion of me, but that your Love was'at —_ as ill grounded as 
your fantaſtical Jealouſy is now. 

Val. What ſpecious pretence can you urge > (I know a Woman can never 
be without one 3 ) come, I am-cafy and: SonOn d;, willing | as believe 
and be deceiv'd: what, not 4 word 7 

Camill, Though I'can hardly deſcend to' farisfy. your diftraſh "% which 
I hardly value you ahd'almoſt hate:you 3 yet to torment you _— know 
I did diſcourſe with him, and of love too 3 nay more, granted him an ap- 
pointment; but one I never meant to Keep, and: promiled | it onely to get 
rid of him. This is-more then -T'am obligd' to rell 'youy but-that I wanted 
ſuch an opportunity as- this to' cheek yout! rocerioes,: which I found grew 
too unruly to be kept at @ diſtance. T 

Val. Tho* I had ſome xeaſon to be in doubt, yet this true reſeritwone and 
juſt proceeding has convinc*d m@:- For Goodvile is man1T haye little reaſon 
to truſt, 'as will-appear hereafter, and ?twas ty knowledge of: his baſend} 
made me run into ſo mean a'diftruſt of you: But forgive me this, and when 
I fail again diſcard me for ever. 

Cam, Yes: But-the next'time I ſhall happen to aiſcourſe with a Gentle- 
man in private, I ſhall have you liftning at the doot or eves-dropping un- 
der the window, What, diſtruſt your friend the honourable worthy Mr, . 
Goodvil ! — tie”, +- how can you-be ſoungenerous ? 

Val. There is not '(uch another Hypecrite in the World; Henever made 
Love but to deluds;i nor Fricndſhip -but for his ends: — '\Even-his own 
Kinſwoman,and chargeVidoria he has long ſince corrupted, and now would 
put her on his beſt Fricnd Trxman for a Wite. 

Cam, I cannot but laugh to think, how eafily he ſwallow'd the cheat:.. 
He could notbe more tranſported at poſſeſſion, then he was with expeRati- 
on, and he went away in a greater Trung then ct hs _ conquer'd the 
Indive, 2 ©: | 

Val. Where Aid you promiſe him : dont $4 

Cam," Th the left hand walk in the lower Garden. 

L.Squ.Yo in'theleft hand walk-in the lowerGutdtn: I heard that. [Afide. 
But Mr. Yalentine you may chance to meet ahotherhere.: ; 

Let me die, this is pleaſant. | « 1%; 
Wl. And*When dd * CER, Des 
Cam, Anon" when it begins to grow dark. 
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LL. Sqx. Enough,'T knowthe end ene; ind'Madam Canilo,1 ſhal] 
make bold'/to 'cheat-you of 'yolle Lover #0-night . Alas poor Inconlider. 
able Creature, how this makes mic loath her'? *'''! > A 

Camil. Now would this News be more welcom to her Ladithp Madam 

Squeamiſh, then a new Faſhion, a new Dance,' or a'new Song : How ma- 
ny Viſies would ſhe-make on the occation ? not a'Family in, Town would 
be at reſt for her, till ſhe had made i ita Jett. From the, Mothet'of the Maids, 
to the Atturney*s Wite: in Holbork. 

Y 4. But-for fome-private reaſons T Would have kept it from ber, and 
from Madam Goodvile too. There are Afﬀairs to be carry'd on to Night, 
which the leaſt' Accident may intetrapt.—Befides; 1 have thought upon't 
and will ſo contrive the matter, that Goodyile (hall ke ep his Aſh nation ,and 
her Ladiſhip her ſelf fupply the place .of the much expects <hartryng 


- Brit whekPyor 'Sit d6 me: Rub? an Injuby/s ts mak# tt break my 
word wich Mr.Goodvile ? that were inhumane, © 
Val. Good 'Cotiſcionable Creature have patiente;'s and dbn't*you, think 
of paying Debts toofaſt,-thete'san Accoune yet betw6en you and 1 which 
muſt be madc cyeny 3 and I chink I had belt ſeetire it now: Have you in my 


cu 

a Ay but Six, FL Jab wetraiy thing) r ſhall ended to tave fome- 
thing to ſhew-for't.- 

Val. Nay,if 1 Hove oller | as luſly ſecurity arft cond itiorls as any, man, let 
me loſe all Ilay claim to, that's fair, [Exey nt. 


L.-Sqw. So, "art they” fry Now fet me but tive 4H Intrig gf hk 


extreamlyſutpiiH ipttfing: 19s + gol me'4nd' fetch micrhe'Morning-Gown 
Thad jſt image ink We fot perfiiph Tihalt 'go' a Maſque- 
rading to Night, or it may be not, bot erth it fievertheleſs. * 

Bridg. Madam, won't the other ſerve > you thay remember you lf it at 
my Lady F oplove% other Night 3 that's nearer. | ** 

L. $qs.' Impertinent Creature!* and would ft thou Have tile! uf pear in, if 
twice? Do'avt bid'you, 1 ſay'5 Ang d'yc heat, bring'tne 2 Ma$k with 'a 
Amber-Beall; for" fear I nay habi Fity To 

: Bridg, :F never knew her without 'famaRtical ofits'T\ am ſure, for they 
colt me many a weary Errand. Ex. 

Enter Victoria. | 


f 1&1; 17906. L 

L. Squ. Oh my ow Vittoria! the moſt unlookt Petappine neſs? ihe pegs 
{ant'& accident !ithe firangoftdifcovery trhevery thought of it wert enotgh 
tocure melancholy. #alcntineand Camille; Comills ard Valentine, ha; ha;'ha: 

Vido, Dear Madam, whiztis \fforranſports'y ou?! 

Ei $qz. Nay; *tis too preciousto'be wr Ape pe hold me, hold me, 
or I ſhall dye with Jaughter-——ha; ha,” ha, Camita-and olentine Ylemine 
and Comilo 4+ hd haha.—Q dar, inyhenrt broke: 111 oh 

Vitts. 1Good-Madam refrain you: inirch\#'libe;"4hd let” 'te know "the 
Story, chatT maymaivye a fhare-liv- ft,” 

F 2 Sw, 
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L. Sqx. An Aſfignation! ; an Aﬀignation to Night in the lower Garden, 
—By Itrong good fortune I'over-heard It Al juſt now—but to think on 
the pleaſant conſequence that will happen, drives me into an exceſs of joy 
beyond all ſufferance. | 
Vido. Madam, in all probability the pleaſant'ft conſequence is like to-be 
theirs if any bodies, and I cannot. gueſs how it ſhould touch your Ladi- 
ſhip in the leaſt. :. 1 HR, we: 257} 43 
L. Sqz. Oh Lord, how can you be fo dull > why, at the;vexy hour and 
place appointed will, I mect Valentine in Camilla's fiead , befere:ſhe can 
be there her ſelf; then when ſhe comes —”_ her infamy to all, the world, 
till I have thxoughly reveng'd my (elf for all the baſe Injuries her Lover 
has done to me. i; wo 
Vide., But Madam, can you indure to be {6 malicious? ,_,; -: 4 
L: Squ. That, that's the dear pleaſure of the thing 3 for I vow I'd ſooner 
dic ten thouſand deaths, if, I thought I ſhould hazard the leak, temptation to 
che prejudice of my honour. | | SR &E} 


Sdngat..i4 


to. me then foul Weather ama May-Day, or ill ſmell:ina Morning., 

Vitie. Nay, now Madam you are too violent. ,;,,;, ! 

L. Sqx. Too violcnt!..I; would, ngt.keep a waitiagywaman that-ſhquld 
commend any one thing abovthim.,:. Pear Videregs urge, nothing in. his. be- 
half, fat'if you do, ; you loke. my fricnd{bip for cyer; The" I' (wear he was 
a fine Perſon once, before he was ſpoil'd., Mops afary ne | 

Vidi. 1 am ſure your Ladiſhip hadthe beſt ſhare ip his ſpoiling then. [ 4fide, 

L. Sqw. No, were I inclin'd to entertain qannug's bo aſſure I ne wot 
want for Xrvants : For I ſ\wear1 am (p perplext with Billet Dewx: every Day, 
I know riot which way to Kun ny Ga. Neckdes there, 45mg Gdelity,, no ho- 
nourin Mankind : Ot dear Vigoris!, whateyer you do, never let Lopvecome 
near your heart : Though really ] think true Loveis the greateſt pleaſue in 
the World. | | | = 2 4 

Vicio. Would I had never knqwn Love : My honour had not.then lain at 


the mercy of ſo ungrateful a Wretch as Goodvile, who now has certainly 


#þandaend and, forgotten mes (! 51 ſom 502 Mantel) ins vim (C07 Gon 
1 L,.Sg., Well, certainly Eamthe Ac ae. ries ren wor 
man þbreatking : -Now ;am  fÞ tran{ported-at the, thoughts of :what have 


delign'd, that I long till-the how cores, with more Impatience then — 
F] {wear I know not What to ſay-— Dear Vifioria ten thouſand adieus— 
With. me goed. ſucceſs, —-. Yet now Ithink- on't Fl ſtay:a little longer —— 
I'l ſwear I muft not-ngicher—— (Well 4b go——= No{ Fl Ray: Well, 
I am.rcſplvd ncithet, xp Rand ftill — (+ RiY + nordic Ril—-a0r have ont 
thought at reſt — till the buſineſs be. over.=< I'bſwtar:L ama (travgf 
Creatuge. | { Exit L, $9#. 
- Vifio, Faic- 
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Fifi. Farewel Whirligig. 


Enter Goodvil.. 


Goodv. Vittoria here } To meet with an old Miſtreſs when a man is 
purſuit of. a freſh one, is a worſe Omen thena Hare in a Journey. 
I'] ſtep afide this way till ſhe's paſt me, ſa, farewel Fubb. 
[ Makes mouths, Exit Vito. 
Now for the lovely kind yielding Camila ! How 1 long for the happy 
hour ! Swelling burning brealts, dying eyes, balmy lips, trembling joints, 
millions of kifſes and unſpeakable joys wait for me. 


Enter Truman and Valentine. 


Well, Gentlemen! Now you have left the Ladies, ] _—- _ may be 
room near your hearts fora-Bottle'or two. 

Trum. Dear Goodvil thou art too pow'rful to be deny'd any chikis "Tis 
a fine cool Evening, and a ſwift Glaſs or' two now were ſcafonable and re- 
facſhing, to waſh away the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. 

Val. ag 1 a man has been diſturb'd with the publick, Impertinences and 
Follies he. meets  withal} abroad, ' he 00g to KCOMPARce. himſelf with a 
Friend and a Bottle in private at Ni 

Goodv.. Spoken like men that 59 0a thelife you enjoy : I'lin beforcand 
put all things in readineſs. [- Ex. Goodvil. 

Val. This worthy Perſon for his honeſty and ſobriety, would have made 
a very good Dutch Burgomaſter : But heis as damnable an Engl Friend 
and Gentleman as one would with to meet withal. 

Trum. Valentine, thou art too much. concerned at him ; . Mcthinks Ca» 
milla*s Juſtice and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe has put upon him, ſhould rather 
make thee deſpiſe and laugh at him as I do. 

Val. Truman, thou indced haſt reaſcn : And when I ſhall know the happy 
ſucceſs of the revenge thou haſt in ſtore for him, I may do my Self and Him 
that Juſtice as {corn him, but am too angry yet. 

Trum, Then to give thee eaſe ( for I dare truſt thee) know this very 
night I alſo have an Aſſignation withhis Wife in the Grotto at the upper end 
of the Garden, the oppoſite walk to that where he expects to meet Ca- 
milla, 

: Val, ,Thenl am at reſt, les in, I-have nothing elſe to do. but take 
- care (6 to finith him., as that you ſhall, fear no Interruption : At leaſt he will © 
be fo tuJl ok; his expeGation of: Camille, that he'I neyer dream in what poſture 

his own attairs (tand in another place. 

 Trxx: 0, Away then: and may good luck attend us: Er*cyct.two.hours 
are palt, Þis wil $ my own methinks SG in that ſecure dark paivase 
; Grokto. 1* ;! + ; 

Cloſe in my « arms, "and [anguifhing ſhe = 
 adeſ looks; i oget ireath, epi hringeyr pRoE "1 054 
tbe [uji1e Jul Cuckold nothing ſpies. , '\ Law. 
THE. 
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THE FOURTH AET. 
SCENE  Night-garden.. 


Enter Goodyile #t oxe Door, Mrs, Goodvile and Lettice 
following | ber at the other. 


Goodv.C1 O, I think Icame off in ood time :'hold ! now for Comill, b 
ove I think I am little better then drunk. Hah! who's there, 

Viforis as I live 3 -nay it muſt be ſhe as I ſaid before. The poor Gipſy's 
jealous 3 has had fome intimation of my appointment wich Canis : Pl 
loof off and obſerve which way ſhe fteers. 

Mrs. Good. Letvice 1 fear that's Mr. GoodviPs Voice, what ever you dor, 
if any croſs accident happens, be ſure you call me Villerls, + 

Good, Aye aye, *tis Vioria! Vigilant Devil ! but I'll take: this way, 
and wait at the lower end of the Walk. 

Mrs. Goodv. Lettice look well round you that no body ſee vs, and then 
follow me. 


Exter Truman, 


Trum, Thus far all is well : how I pity poor Valentine ! yonder is he 
plying Bumpers as they call *em, more furiouſly then a Foreign Miniſter 
that comes into Exgland to drink for the Honour of his Country. Þ have 
waited ſomething long though, who comes here ? 


Enter Lettice. 


Lete. *Tis I, Sir, your Servant Lettice. 

Trum. My littlc good natur'd Agent is it you ? where's thy Lady ? ſhe's 
/e00 cruell to let a poor Lover languiſh here ſo long: in etpedintons it looks 
as if ſhe rather meant to make a tryall of thy Patience, ther: my Love? is 
ſhe coming ? 

Lett, Well, I ſwear ( as my Lady Squeamiſh ſays ) you are + firange 
.Crcature. But I'll goe and tell her : Though I'll vow I utterly diſowne 
having any hand in this Bufinels 3 and if any, ill comes of it 'tis none-of 
my fault. * ... 21045 

Tram. No no, not in the taft, prithce diſpatch. How's this more 
company { whg comes there? dB4 ee 


ee NS: 
Extey Valentine. El 


Val. 'Tis 1, Jack Tramen, your friend Valentine. 
Trum. My dear encourager of Iniquity.} what news ? Where's Goodvile ? 


Vol. No matter for Goodvile ! here comes your Miſtreſs, 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile, Valentine retires. 


Trum. Now, now, now, what the Devil ailes me ? how I ſhall 1 quale 
and tremble ? 

Madam, dear Madam, where are you ? ? 

Mrs. Goodv. Mr. Traman, is't your voice? Lettice, you may go in again 
if you will. — Ex.-Lettice. - 
Well,. Sir, Pllvow'Sir, had it not been that I hate to break my word , 

L would not have ventur'd abroad this cold damp evening for a World. 

Tram, I'll warrant you Madam, . whilſt you are in my'poſſeflion', no 
cold ſhall hurt you : come,. ſhall: we withdraw to: the Grotto ? 

Mrs. Goodv, Withdraw to the Grotto ? bleſs me, Sir ! what do you 
mean ? -I'll ſwear you make my :Heart ake: 

Trum. Oh Madam ! I have the beft Cure for the paſſion of the Heart in 
the World. I have try'd it Madam, *tis Probatem : © com ej come, let? s 
retire, — do, make a difturbance and ruine your ſelf and me, 'do! 

Mrs. Goodv.. -Nay, Ill ſwear, Sir, you are inſufferably rude 3 you had 
belt make a noiſe and Alarm my gs pray you had,* for hang me L ſhall 
cry out. 

Trum, No, no, I'm ſure you won't complain before you are hurt ; ; md 
I'll uſe you fo gently — hark ! — don't your hear, there's fome body - 
coming. 

Mrs. Goodv,: Where, where, where ? If we:are ſeen we are: undone for 
eyer : well, Fl} never-give you ſuch an advantage again. 

Trum.; I'm ſure! you would not, if I ſhvuld; lev flip this, "Come, come, 
delayes are dangerous, and I can cndure*em no longer. 

Mrs; Goadvo Ah Loyd: _ kill. me! 4—what! will become” of- me—— 
ah — _ [ Carries ber in. 

Val. Nay; faith, Madam; your condition is ſomething deſperate that's 
cextain. , *Tis a pretty employment I am like to have here; butit is for the 
fake of my Friend and. my: Revenpe :-and two. dcarer nr there”. 
cannot be to perſwade me to any thing, | 6 


Enter Malagene 8t PRs diſtance. 


Malag. So, Fack, Trymen and Madam Goodvile have ordered matters 
pretty well z I'll fay that for my Kinſwoman, ſhe lays about her handſom- 
ly z but certainly I hear another Voice this way ; Fll withdraw. once 
azain, there may be moxe ſport yet, WS: 
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Pal. That ſhould be Goodvile : 'I'll ſtep behind this Tree, and ſce how 


he and her Ladyſhip behave themſelyes. © This is like to be a night of as 
civil buſineſs as I have known a great whilc. 


Enter Goodvilc. 


«Goodv. Death, and the Devil ! how that puny Rogue Valentine has 
Fouced me ? if I ſhould have overſtay'd the time mow:and miſt of my ap- 
pointment with Camilla — Traman is reel'd home that's certain, and Ve- 
letine 'I-believe has follow'd him by this tirie. Comills; dear, lovely, 
kind, tender, melting Camilla , where art thou ? | 


. © (| 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh. 


| kL. $q#. That muſt be Valentine, nay, Iam ſure it is he 4 how ſneaking» 
ly will he look when he ſhall find his miftake? but PII take care it poth- 
ble that no ſuch thing ſhall happen, To mine be the pleaſure; and Camills's 
the ſcandall; T'll ruſh by him through the Walk into 'the Wilderneſs. 
[ Runs croſs tbe Walk, 
Goodv. That muſi be ſhe, how ſwiftly ſhe flew along, as-if ſhe fear'd to 
bc too late, looſely attired and fit for Joys ! Now all the power of Love 
and good fortune dire@ ime. | | [ Exis, 
Val. So, thanks to our Stars, he is ſafe z though a Pox on't, methinks- 
this dry pimping is but a ſcurvy employment : had I but a Siſteror Kinſ- 
woman of his to keep doing withall, there were ſome comfort in it, 
but here comes Traman and the Lady, I muſt not be ſeen, [Ex 


Enter Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 


Tram. You ſhall not goe : Come but back a little, T have ſomething 
more to tell you that nearly concerns us both : beſides, Mr. GordviPs in the 
_— and if he ſhould chance to mect us, what excuſe could we make 
to him + 1. 

Mrs. Goedv. But will you promiſe me Videria' ſhall never -xob me of 
your Heart ? She does not deſerve it I am ſure half fo well as I. 

Irxm, Kind tender hearted Creature I know it : norſhall-fhe'ever come 
ſo near-it, as to know that I have one: —alas ! we talk too long, [ Noiſe. 
I hear company coming, we {hall be ſurpriz'd, and diſappointed, and then 
I am undone. | j e arty | 

Mrs.-Goodp. I'll ſwear you make me tremble every Joynt of me ; what 
: would you have me doe ? 

Irum. See, ſee, who are yorder, Exexnt Truman and 
0 Mrs, Goodvile. 


Enter 
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Enter Goodvile and Lady SJueamilh. 


Goodv, What a feaſt of delight have I had ! ſurely ſhe was born only 
to make me happy ! her naturall and unexperienced Tenderneſs exceeded 
prais'd Charms : — Dear bleſt lovely Camilla, oh ! my Joys! 

L Squ. Ha, ha, ha! 

Goodv, How's this ? my Lady Squeamiſh ! -— Death and the Devil. 

L. Sqz. Truly ſweet Mr. Valentine the fame: Now, Sit, I hope—— 
Ugh gad ! Mr. Goodvile ! [ They flare at each otÞVr. 

Goodv, Have I been mumbling an Old Kite all -this while inlicad of 
my Young Partridge? a Pox o' my depraved palate that could diltinguith 
no better. : 

L. Sq. Lord Mr. Goodvile, what ayles you | —this was an uncxpeQed 
Adventure 3 but let let me dye, it is very pleaſant ; ha, ha, ha. 

Goodv. A Pox on the pleaſures, and you too I ſay. 

L. Squ. This malicious Devil Camilla has overrcached me : — Well 
Mr. Goodvile you are the worthyett perſon z —had I an only Daughter, 
I durlt trutt her with you, you are fo very civil: ——well, Innoccacc is 
the greateſt happineſs in the World. 

Goodv. Right Madam, it is ſo, and you know we have been very inno- 
cent ; done no harm in the world, not we. 

L. Squz. The Cenſorious World it they knew of this Accident, I know 
would be apt enough to ſpeak reproachtully z but fo long as I my ſelf am 
ſatisfyed in the Integrity of my Honour, the World is a thing I defy and 
ſcorn. 

Goodv, Very Philoſophically ſpoken : — But, Madam, fo long as the 
World is to be a {tranger to our Happineſs, why ſhould we deny our {elves 
the ſecond pleaſure of Congratulation ? 

L. S$qz. Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, you cannot ſay that you have had the 
Icali advantage over my frailty : well, what might have happened it che 
lirjict ſeverity of both our vertues had not ſecured us ? 

Goodv, This affe&ed Impudence of hers is beyond all the impertinence I 
ever knew her guilty of : — Vertue with a Pox ! I think I have reaſon to 
know her pretty well, and the Devil of any Vertuc found I about her. 

L. Sqz. Bat dear Sir, 1ct us ta]k no more of it: though I am extreamly 
miſtaken if I ſaw not Mr. Valentine enter the Garden before me, and am 
as much miſtaken if a Lady was not with him too. 

Goodv, Hell and Confuſion | that muſt be Vitioris : 1 thought indeed I 
ſaw her, but being hot-headed, and apprehending ſhe came with a malici- 
ous delign of diſcovering me, avoided her, falſe co me with Va- 
lentine ? 

L. $qu. I'll ſwear Mr, Goodvile I have long ſuſpeRed an Intrigue be- 
tween you and Madam Vidorts, and this Jealouſy has contirmed me, and I 
would not tor all the World but have known ic. Ha, ha, ha. | 


G EET Goody, 
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G1dv, Death Mdam ! this is beyond all ſufferance :—difappointed, 
and jilted by Camilla ! abuſed by Vidria ! and, with Valentine too, Tru. 
mans friend , whom I thought ſhould have narry*d her ! — 

Shame an Infamy light upon the whole Sex ! may the belt of *em be ever 
ſuſpe&ed, and the moſt cautious always betray'd. 

L. Sgre, Dear Mr. Geodlvile b2 paticnt ; let me dye, you are enough to 
trighten our whole Sex trom ever loving or trulting men again : — Lord 
I would not be poor Madam Viforia, to gain an Empire, I'll ſwear it yon 
are not more moderate, you'll diſcompole me ſtrangely : — how my heart 
beats! 
 Goodv. Patience ! preach itto a galled Lyon: no, I am ſure ſhe is 
not far off, and I will ftind her 3 ſurprize her in the midlt of her Infamy and 
prottitution z _—'Sdeath Madam, lct me goe. : 

L. $94, I will not part wich you, -you ill-natur*d Creature; you ſhall not 
poe: —L vow, 11 cry a Rape if you offer to ſtir; —oh my heart, here's 
blaiagente, : 


Enter Malagene Singing Frank, Frank, Frank, &c, 


Malag. Why how now Frank, what a pox, out of humour > Why 
Madam. what have you done to him 3 what have you done to him Madam ? 
Lord how he looks |! — why Fraxk I ſay, prethee bear up. 

Goodv, Hark you Dog tool Coxcomb, hold that impertinent impudent 
Tongue of yours or I'll cut it out 3 *Sdeath you Buffoon I will. 

Malag. No, but hark you dcar heart, good words, good words do you 
hear, or I ſhall publiſh, by my Soul Joy, I ſhall. 

Goodv, How am I continually plagu'd with Rogues and Owles! PII ſet 
my houſe o'tire rather then have it haunted and pefter'd by ſuch Ver- 
minc, 

Malag. Faith Frank, doe : I have not feen a Houſe o'fire this great 
while, it would be a pretty Frollick, prethce let us about it preſently. 

L. Sqz. Dear Mr. Goodvile you ſhall be perſwaded : don't run your (elf 
into danger thus raſhly. 

Goodv, Do you hear then, Monſieur Pimponio, as you expect to live a 
quict hour, run in' and call for ſome Lights, and return with *%em in- 
ftantly. 

Malag. Say no more Dear Heart 3 PII doe't ; if miſchief comes not of 
this the Devil's in't—but dear Frank ſtay till T come again, Pl! be back in 
a Frice 3 take t'other turn with her Ladyſhip into the Wilderneſs; or any 
thing, Ex. Malag. 

L. Sq. Let mc not live, this Mr. Malagene is a very obliging Perſon, 
and methinks Mr. Goodvile you uſe him too (everely, 

Goody, I wiſh Madam he may deſerve that CharaQter of you: he is one 
of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking of, that are apt to talk reproach- 
tully : and I believe knows all that has palt between -us to night, for he has 
a ſbrewd diſcerning Judgment in theſe matters. 

L. Sqn; 
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L. Sqz, Lord Mr. Goodvite what can he ſay of me? I defyc even Envy 
it ſelf to doe me or my Honour any prejudice ; thovgh I with I had let this 
Frollick alone to night. 

Goodv, Frollick with a Pox ! — if theſe be her Frollicks, what the De- 
vil is ſhe when ſhe is in earneſt? Oh he returns with the Lights : — look 
whoarc thefe ? by Heaven the ſame. 


Enter Truman ard Mrs. Goodvilc. 


Trum. Gently, gently Madam, for fear of an Ambuſcade; I wonder'I 
hear nothing from Ned Valentine fince ? 

Mrs. Gods. See, ſee Sir, here's Mr. Goodvile : haſte, haſtc down the other 

Walk, or we are ruin'd. 

Trum, Fear not, truſt all to my Conduc. [ Fxeuxt. 

As Mrs. Goodvilc is going away, Goodvile catches 

hold of her Gown ſhe claps on ber Maſque. 

Goodv. Stay Madam Vidoria, nay you may ftay, *tis in vain to flye, I 

have diſtovered all- your falſhood, I have: was mine a paſſion to be thus 

abuſed ? I who have given you all my Heart ! perfidious falſeWoman !—is 

your Lover too aſhamed or afraid to ſhew himſelf ? where is he? why 


comes he not forth ? 


Enter Truman, 


Trum. Here I am Sir, 

Goodv, Hah ! Truman ! [ Mrs. Goodv. gets looſe and Ex. 

Irum, Yes Sir.the ſame : ready both to acknowledge and jultify my being 
here with Viforia, which I thought Sir, might have been allowed with- 
out any offence to Mr, Goodvite, That ſhe is Innocent as to any thing on 
my part, I am ready with my Sword to make good 3 but Sir, I wear it 
too to doe my own Honour Juſtice, and to demand of you on what grounds 
you appear ſo highly concern'd for a Woman you were pleafed to commend 
to your friend for a Witc ? 

Goodv, Concern'd Sir ! have I not reaſon to be concern'd for the Ho- 
nour of my Family? for a Kinfwoman under my charge to be abroad and. 
alone with a Gentleman at this unſcaſonable hour, might alarm a Man leſs 
render of his reputation then I am. | 
Trum. Sit, this excuſe won't ſerve my turn; nor am I ſo blind as not 
to be ſenſible (which I before ſaſpeed,) that Vidoria has been long your 
Miſtreſs: — A pox of the Honour 'of your Family, you had given her 
all your Heart you faid ; and your Pafſion was not a thing to be thus abuſed : 
nor Sir, is my Honour, | 

Goodv, No, but dear Fack Trumm, thou art my Friend. 

Trum. "You would have-made me believe fo indeed 3 bnt the daubing 
was too courſe, and the Artificiall Face appeared too plain : — One would 
have thought Sir, that you who keep a generall Decoy here for Fools and 

G 2 Cox- 


44 Friendſhip in faſhion. 

Coxcombs, might have found one to have. recompenced a Caſt Miſtreſ 
withall, and not have indcavour'd the betraying the Honour of a Gentle. 
man and your Fricnd : but Sir, I am glad I have heard it from your own 
mouth : I hope it will not be eficemed much ill-nature in me, if Worthy 
Mr. Malagene and I, joyn forces to publiſh a little, as he calls ic. 

Malag. Faith ack Truman, with all my heart 3 now I have him on my 
ſide, I dare ſay any thing — Frank Goodvile — pugh. 

Goodv, Sir, I (hall require a better account of this hereafter. 

L. Squ. Lord Mr. Trxm3n, what ayles Mr. Goodvile ? how happen'd this 
differencc? _—-F'll ſwear I am firangely ſurprized. 

Trum. Your Ladyſhip I ſuppoſe can beſt give an account how matters 
are with him : 1 am apt to believe he has been very free with you. 

L. Squz. Dear Sir, what do you mean ? I 11 ſwear you are a ſcandalous 
Perſon. 

Goodv, Sir, fince you are fo rough, be pleaſed not to concern your ſelf 
with the Honour of this Lady; you may have enough to doe it you dare 
juſtify your own to morrow. 

Trum, It 1 dare ? —nay Sir, ſince you queſtion it, I 11 convince you pic- 
(cntly 3 — Draw, [ They fight. 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. Hold, hold, what's the matter here? — Fack, Truman, Frank Good- 
vile, tor ſhame put up. 


Enter: Mrs, Goodvile. 


Mrs, Goodv. Where is this perfidious falſe man? where is Mr. Goodvile 7 
So Sir, I have found now the Origlnall of all my Misfortunes : I have 
Rivall it ſtems 3 Viforia, the happy Vigoria, poſſeſſes all my Joys ; what, 
have you been hghting too for the Honour of your Miltrels ? — here, come 
kill me : would I had been lain in my Grave, e're I had knowa thy odi- 
ous polluted Bed. 

Goodv. Sdeath I thought ſhe had been in her Chamber this hour at lealt: 
————?'Tis true my Dear, I muſt own a kindneſs for Vi&oria, as my Kinl: 
woman z but —— 

Mrs. Goodv. How !' dare you own it ? and to my face too? matchlelz 
Impudence ! let me come at him, that I may.tcar out thoſe hot laſcivious 
glowing Eycs that wander after every Beauty in their way : — oh ! that 
I could blait him with a look ! ——was my Love fo deſpicable to be aban- 
don'd for Vigoria's ! The thought of it makes me mad: I'll indute . it no 
longer, I will have Revenge or L will dye ! Oh! 

Trum. Dclicate Diſhmulation ! How I love her ! 

Goodv, Dear Madam heax mi ſpeak—— Madam, I ſay that— 


Mrs. Goods 
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Mrs. Geodv, I know you cannot want an excuſe, Diffimulation and 
Falſhood have been your praQice : — But that, you ſhould wrong me 
with Vidoria, a Woman that for the ſake of your Relation Ihad made my 
Friend, ( for every thing that was ally'd to you was dear to me, is an in- 
jury ſo great, that it diſtracts my Reaſon : — I could pardon any thing 
but my wrong'd Love.—Let me be gone 3 ſend me to a Nunnery ; contine 
me to a charnel Houſe, Vile Ungrateful Wretch, any thing but thy preſence 

can endure. 

Goodv, Istherc every way fo damn'd a Creature as a Wife ? ——— 

Lord Madam, do you know what you do ? 

Mrs. Goodv, T'le warrant it, you would perſwade me I am mad : ——— 
Would I had been born a Fool ! I might then have been happy : Patiently 
have paſs'd over the many tedious Nights I have indured in your abſence ; 
Contented my ſelf with Prayers for. your (afety. 

Mal. Oh! Lord, Prayers ! 

Mrs. Goodv. When you in the very inſtant were languiſhing in the Arms 
of a Proſtitute. 

Goodv., Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in your Chamber now : — 
Curſe on her what ſhall I do ! 

Mrs. Goodv. .*Tis a fign you believed me fafe enough 3 you would-not 
certainly elſe have had the Impudence to have brought a new Miftreſs 
under my Noſe; — I ſee there how guilty ſhe flands 3 — have you a 
ſftorach ſo hot that it can digeſt Carrion that has been buzz'd about and 
blown upon by all the Flies in the Town? Or was it the fantafticalneſs of 
your Appetite, to try how ſo courſe a Diſh would reliſh, after being cloyed 
with better feeding ? '—— Nay Sir I haye been informed of all. — | 

Val. Has then your Vertuous Ladiſhip been taking a little Love and Air 
with Mr. Goodvil this Evening ? [ To La. Squeamiſh, 

Goodv, Well, ſhe has dealt with the Devil that's certain: —A Pox on't, I 
ſe there's no living for me jin this fide of the World : - Go, let the Coach 
be made ready I'le into the Countty. . | 

Mrs. Goodv. Nay Sir I know my preſence has always beenuneaſie to you 3 
Day. and Night you are from me, or if .cvcr you come home, *tis with. an 
aking, Head, and heavy Heart, which Viforia only has Charms enough to 
Cure. This in the firſt yearof our Marriage ! Nay and to own it ! . Pro» 
claim your. own Falſhood and my diſgracetul Injury in the face of the 
World, whea Malagense too, the Trumpet of all the Scandal in Town was 
by, tobea Witneſs : — *Twas very diſcreetly done, and doubtleſs will be 
a Secret long. 

Goodv, Whirr, Nay ſince itis (o, why the Devil ſhould. I firive to 
(mother my good Actions ? — Well, if you will have it ſo, Madam Vidoris 
has been my Miſtreſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and what a . 
Pox would you have more ? and ſo God b'ye to yous - 


j 


Enter - 
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Enter Sir Noble, Caper, - 4x4 Saunter. 


S. Nob, How's this ! Who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably of my Love, and 
Lady that ſhall be, Vidoria? Before George ſhe's a Queen, and whoever 
ſays to the contrary, Ile firſt make himeat my Sword, and then beat out his 
Teethwith the Hilts of it. 

Cap. Oh! Dear Madam, yonder's all the Town in Muſqueradez won'; 
you watk in ? they 1 be gone if they ſee no Company : Fack Truman, dear 
Fack, prithee go and take one frisk : As I hope to be ſaved, there are 
Three or Four the fineſt Ladies, the dclicateſt ſhaped Women 3 I am ſure 
I know 'cm all. 

Tre. Sir T wiſh yon good Fortane, but I dare not venture, you know 
my Temper; I ſhall þe very: boiſterous and miſtake 'em for Whores, though 
it they be of your Acquaintance,I know they muſt be of Quality. 

Cap. T Gad, and fo they are, but Mum for that : One of *em is 
ſhe that gave me this Ring z and the other preſented me with a Gold ena- 
melled Watch could not coft lefs than Thirty Guinnies : Trifles 
Fack which I have the Fortune to meet withal- ſometimes. | 

Saunt.” Nay Sir you mult not come off fo, —— Vitoria your Miſtreſs ! 

\Goodv;” Yes Sir, and how are you concern at it ? Ih, 

Saunt. Nay Sir I can be as civil as any body, -— Vifloria your Mi- 
ſtreſs! ; 

Goodv. *S death you Coxcomb, mind your ſinging, do you hear ? and 
play the Fool by your felf, or 2a / | 

| Saunt, Sing Sir? fol can, Fa La Da La[.s, &c: Vidoria your Miſtreſs ! 

Goody, Yes Sir, 1.{zy my Mifirefs. h 

S. Nob. Onnds. then Draw. 

Val. Hold Sir'Noble, you are too furious > what's the matter ? | 

Cap. Why how now Saznter ? How doſt doe dear Heart > —— Sir, 
this Gentleman's my Friend, and — | 

Goody, Was ever man fo overwhelm'd: with Fools and Blockheads ? 
Why you ill-ordered Addle-pated wadling brace of Puppies : — You Fool, 
in the firſt place ſing and be "ſafe, and - you {light 'Graſhopper 
dance and divert me : Dance Sirrah, do you hear ? 

Cap. Dance Sir? and (oI think I can Sir, and Fence, and play at Ter- 
nis, and make Love, and fold up a Billet Doux, or any thing better'then 
you Sir: Dance quoth a — there Sir: - - m4 = 

Mrs. Goodv, Nay Sir Noble, not only ſo, but own'd and boaſted of it 
to my Fice-: Told me —— - FHns ci, OO WI 

S. Nob. Soulof my Honour , *tis unpardonable : and Te eat his Heart 
for it. | 

Goodv. Dear raw Head and bloody Bones be patient alittle: _— Se 
ſee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh Gamez that great Towlſer has ſtarted 
italzcady, on, on, on, halloo, halloo, halloo. 

[ Thrufts 'em at bis Wife, and Exit 
L, Sq 
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L. Squ. But Dear Mr. Caper, Maſqueraders did you ſay ! Pie (wear I'lc 
among *em, ſhall I not have your Company ? Oh ! Dear Maſqueraders ! 
['le vow I can (tay no longer, [ Exit haſtily. 

Val. Curſe on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented me: —— Caper, Sau. 
ter, did you not hear my Lady call you? She's gone to the Maſqueradcrs, 
for ſhame follow her 3 ſhe 1 take it ill you did not wait on her. 

Saunt Faith Caper and -ſo ſhe will. Well I am reſolved to Marry 
Vifioria for fear of the worſt ; — Madam your molt Devoted Servant; L 
hope our difference with Mr. Goodvil to Night — | 

Mrs. Goodv, Dear Sir it necds no-Cxcule. 

Cap. My refentments Madam — 

Tru. You are too Ceremonious Gentlemen, and my Lady will fear ſhe 
has loſt you, 

Cap. Dear Fack,, as Ftold thee before, I muſt bring thee acquainted 
with thoſe Ladies. | | 

Saunt. Prithee put on a M..(que and come among us, Feck,, Faith do. 

Trs. Sirs, I'le wait on you in a moment. . 

Both. Dear Soul Adieu, | Embracing bin. 

[_ Excunt Singing and Dencing, 

Tru, Theſe Coxcombs, Madam, came in a good time, they were never 
{caſonable before. | | 3rat4 avic 

Mrs. Goodv. Diſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary ſometimes to ſweep 
away the noiſome Crowds that infelt and incumber the World... 

Mal. As I haye often ſaid I muſt publiſh, E muſt fpread 3 and fo God: 
b'ye to you, | [ Exit, 
Enter Lettice. 


Lettice. Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter raving for his Coach : Sayes- 
he*l into the Country preſently : Has given order to diſperſe the Company, 
what will you do? 

Mrs. Goodv. Ler him go, *twere pity te hinder him : — ha! ha! 
ha ! into the Country > I'd as ſoon believe he would turn Capuchin. 

Tru, But Madam 'twas inhumanly done, to. come your ſelf. upon him : 
One would have thought that I had uſed him bad enough, for the wilſe- 
miſtake he made of Vidora. . 

Mrs. Goody, 1 would not have mils 'd it for the World : Now woald he 
come on his Knees for Compolition 3 and it Idonot bring him to it within 
thefe four hours — | | /s 

Tru. Why Madam, what will you do ? | 

Mrs. Goodv. Put on all the notorious AﬀeRations and ridiculous Imperti-- 
nencies that ever the moſt emincnt of our Sex have ſtudicd, or the Cox-- 
combs of your Sex admired 3 then of a ſudden ſeem to grow tond of both 
thoſe Clincant Fools, which Lam fare he of all things loaths 3 Yet: do it 
too {o torc'dly, that he himfelt ſhall faad it only intended to give him vex» 
ation, E-4% & 
Irs, Have youthen malitiouſly defigned in ſpight of Nature, to keep me 
conltant > Mts, Goodv 
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Mrs. Goodv, Which y6u will be ſure to be ! <— 
Tru. A Dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, and the Devil himſelf 
in the Rear of *em, cannot make me otherwiſe; I never really Lov'd or 
Liv'd till now : There is nothing I'de not wiſh to be, except the very 
Husband himſelf, rather then loſe you. 


Enter Valentine and Camilla. 


Val. Jack Truman" 

Tru, Well, Ned, what's the matter ? 

Val. Treaſon Truman ; your being here with Mrs. Goodvil I fear is dif. 
covercd 3 I heard ſome ſuch thing whiſper'd among the Maſqueraders, and 
Goodvil himſelf ſeems ſuddenly alter'd; I would adviſe you to come and 
ſhew your (elf, and make -the beſt on't. 

Mrs. Goodv, Let me alone 3 T'le ſecure all I'le warrant you : I'm ſure he 
can have no poſitive proofs : Ile inſtantly go and put all things in a con- 
fuſion, contradict all the orders he has given for going into the Country, 
fhut up my ſelf in my Chamber, and not hear a word of him trill he comes 
upon ſubmiſſion ; —— Lettice tollow me to my Chamber preſently. 

Exit, 

Trx. Right exquiſite Woman and Wife, good Luck attend hd” 

Exit, 

Lettice, Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows her ry 
and underſtands the managing of a Husband the beſt of any Woman in the 
World : T'le (wear ſhe is an ingenious perſon : Forty Ladies now at 
ſuch an accident, would have been hurricd and afraid, and the poor wait- 
ing Woman muſt have becn ſent forward and backward , and backward 
and forward to hearken and inquire, | but ſhe ſhows all her changes in a 
motion, 


Enter Goodvil. 


. Goodv., How now Lettice? where's your Lady ? 

Lettice. Within Sir, in her Chamber. 

Goodv, Are you ſure of it? 

Lettice. Sir ſhe commanded me to follow her thither but now. 

Goody. Is ſhe alone there ? 

Lettice. Ay Sir, I'le aſſure you ſhe ſeldome deſires Company : — But 1 
muſt haſten and follow her. ; 

 Goodv. Stay a little, are you ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, before this diſtur- 
bance hapned in the Garden ? 

Lettice. Sure Sir ! why I my ſelf was at the Chamber window with her 
when firſt ſhe heard youexclaim againti Madam Viforis ! Poor Creature, | 
was afraid ſhe would havefallen down dead on the floor: I catch'd her in 
my Arms, beg'd of heron my knees not to run out; but ſhe would hear no- 


thing, but ſpight of force broke from me, and came hither with all that 
[mpaticnce 
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Impatience and Rage, the too ſenſible reſentment of your unkindnefs had 
rais'd in her. 

Goodv. Get you in preſently, doyou hear ? and take nonotice of what 
I haveſaid to you, as you tender your well-being. 

Lettice, Yes Sir ; — But it Iconceal a word of it, may I never ſerve 
London Lady again, but be condemn'd to be a Country-Chaniber-Maid, and 
kill fleas as long as I live. 

Goodv. If I ſhould have been in the wrong all this while, and miltaken 
my own Dear Wife for Viforia! — Ah ! Curſe on this hot hcad of mine ? 
Pox on't it is impoſſible ! Yet that miſchievous Rogue Malagene was all 
the while in the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts and Ambiguitics, and 
may-be's with me ; — By this Light Iam a Cuckold, an Arrant Rank 
ſtinking Cuckold. 


Enter ViqQtoria. 


Viflo. What will become of me ! whither ſhall I fly to hide my miſ- 
fortune? Oh ! that I might never ſee the Light again, but be for ever con- 
ceal'd in theſe ſhades. | 

Goodv, Dear Vidoria is it you ? befree with me were you really in theGar- 
den before, to night, or no * 

Vifo. IT have not been out of the Houſe ſince it was dark, till this mi- 
nute, nor had I come hither now, but that I am deſtitute where to conceal 
my "ſelf from the malitious Fyes and Tongues of thoſe, to whom your 
baſeneſs has given anopportunity of Triumphing over my Misfqggtunc and 
ruin'd Honour. 

Goodv. Be not ſo outragiousz Ile reconcile all yet. 

Vide. Which way is it poſſible ? By to Morrow morning your very Foot- 
men will have it in their mouths; and _—— that keeps an Office of In- . 
relligence for all the Scandal in Town, will be ſpreading it among his Cotf- 
tece-Houſe Companions, and at the Play whiſper it to the Orange Women, 
who ſhall make a fulſome jelt of it to the next Coxcomb that comes in half 
drunk, to Loll and Play, and be nauſtoully lewd with *cm in pub- 
lick. 

Goodv, I tell thee it ſhall not be; Moalagene's my Creature, or at leaſt, 
henceforth Ile make him ſo; I have reaſons forit, and to believe alſo that 
my Wife, my own delicate damn d Wife, was the ſame'I miſtook for.you 
in the Garden to night. | 

Vigo. 'Tis true, I was atthe ſame time to ſee for her in her Chamber,and 
ſhe was not therez but cannot believe her in the leaſt guilty of what you 
ſcm to accuſe her of, 

Goodv. Confound her: — She's an exquiſite Jilt, thorough paced, and 
practiſed in all the cugning Arts and Sleights of Falſhood : *Sdeath how I 
could mince her! But here comes Malagene, he knows all, and I'le make 
bim cont-(s all, or I'le murder him. 


'H Enter 
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Aſnter Malagene- 


Well Sir what ſay you to this matter ? 

Mal. Faith Bully I think my dear Kinſwoman has maul'd you to ſome 
waged ; PFle ſay this for her, ſhe has the true blood of the Malagene's in 
her: Tol: 1] daralal, &c, 

Goods, What is't you mean Fool ? Be plain, and unfold vour ſelf. 

Mal. Why you mult know Frank,, having a particular eſteem for ny 
Family.(the ncarcſt Relation of which, I would go Fifty Miles to ſee hang'd) 

I do think her as very a — Eut no more, —— Mum dear Heart, Mum, I 
{: 

"Cone. What's that you ſay Sir ? what do you think my Wife ? 

Mal. Ay, what, Frank? what ? now, 

Goodv. Nay Sir, that you mult reſolve mc, 

Mal. Why then Vetell the Frazk 3 doſt thou really think I love thee ? 

Goodv. I know you'l ſay fo Six, becauſe you fear me. 

Mal. Tken prithce do ſo much as tend me ten Guinies for a day or 
two. 

Goodv. Oh Sir to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe 3 be bricf. 

Mal. Nay then, Mum I fay again, 

Goodv, Will you never leave vexing me with your Impertinence ? Mull 
I be always torc'd to uſe you ill, to bring you to good manners? 

Mal. Faith Child, I am loth to make miſchief z I have been a very 
wicked ill-natur d Impudent Fellow, that's the truth on't: But I findI 
lole my (elf by it: The very Poets themſelves taat were wont to ſtand in 
awe of me, care not a-louſe for me now.z3 and there's not a common 
Whore in Town, but calls me Rogue and Raſcal to my Face, as Impudent- 
ly, asit I wcre her Pimp. 

Goodv, Therctore Sir reſolve to turn honeſt, and be juſt to your Friend. 

Mal, The Devil take me Frank, if thou art not a very Impertinent Fel- 
low : ——- Know ! why who ſhould know better than yourſelf ? Hah |! 

Goodv, Here are Five Guipies for you, upon Condition you make a 
tall and true Relation of all you have diſcover'd this night. 

Mal. Vle do't z down with your duſt. 

Goodv, What will not this Rakche! do to borrow money? I knew him 
make Love to a Chamber-Maid till he had borrowed Five Pounds of her at 
alt a Crown a time. 

Mal. Well Frank Goodvil, you may think a yOu pleaſe of me 3 but hang 
me likea Dog if I am not a very honelt Fellow in my heart; — You would 
have me deal freely with you, you fay, in this Buſineſs ? 

\ Geodv, IT would fo Sir, or I ſhall deal very roughly with you, 

Mal. And you lent mie theſc Five Guinies to that purpoſe ? 

Goodv. You are much*in the right Sir. 

Mal. Then to make ſhort of the matter 3 thou art as arrant a poor filly 
Cuckold as one would wiſh to drink withal, and Confound me if I ſhall noc 
be alham'd of thy Company. Goody, 


Goodv, Confounded VVhore ! — Oh for a Legion of Devils to hurry hcr 
to Hell, and that I had but the driving of *em ! | 

Mal. Nay nay Man, {ince 'tis ſo, never be angry for the ratter : what 
a Pox, you thought to put the Miſtreſs upon Truman ! Truman has put the 
Cuckold upon you Valentixe has been Pimp in the bulinel(s ; and the Devi! 
take me if I don't think my (clt the honeſtelt Fellow amongit you. 

Victio. Now Sir conſider waat a wretched thing you have wade me, 

Goodv, No more 3 I'm thine, and here I ſeal my heart to thee tor evers 

Mal. Well Frank, can I (crvec thce any turther in this Bulinc(s ? 

Goodv, That Sir, is as time ſhall try : And; to convince you. how fit I 
think you for my purpoſe, 1 know you are a Ralcal not to be rulicd : 
Theretorc obſerve it, it you offer to ſtir beyond the Limits I ſet you, at that 
very inſtant Ile Murder you. 

Mal. Prithee talk not to me of Limits and Murdcring, I hope you talc 
me Sir ( under the Roſe ) for no Fool: And what a Pox do you think to 
makeot me? 

Goodv, A Spaniel to Hunt and Set the Game I mcan to take: Oh! 
Malagene, there will be miſchict Malagene, and new 1ipe treſh Scandal 
to treat of : Ijknow it,js an Office cone lavelt, and theretore apt to ob- 
ligethee. "if 

Mal, IFaith; and ſo I do with all my heart: But F rack I don't know 
how this Buſineſs will be brought :about well :. I have promiſed to meet 
Two or Three hearty old Souls to Morrow at Dinner, to Swear and Drink, 
and talk Baudy, and Treaſon. together for an hour or Two, they are all 
Atheiſts, and very honeſt Fellows. + 

Goodv, Oh Six you may. be hang'd in good cime'1 But " this preſentoo OC> 
calton I muſt uſe'you ; Viforia, do you with all your utmoſt Art difemble 
but the leaſt knowledg of whathas happen'd to night; And Sirdo you keep 
ſti]! chat lying ſnearing ugly merry Face which you always wear'whew you 
deſign Miſchief : Ile pretend this morning to purſue my Deſign of going 
into the Country 3 then when they are in the height of their pleaſures and 
aſſurance of their ſafety, return and firprizc”em. 


Vicio. But do you bclicve Sir that you can utterly abandon all ſenſe of 


your paſt Love and Tenderneſs for a Woman, —__ has been ſo'Dear to yuu ? 
You will be apt to relapſe.again,  . 

Goodv, I will ſoontrzeturn to! m Vomit': "Fam Tather glad of the oc- 
caſion to be rid of ſo troubleſome unealic a: birdent A Wite after a Year, 
like a Garment that has been worn'toot hong; _ — and aledly ON a 
Man, and growsa Scandal to himthit wears'it. Ts 8 

Vide. But can you then reſolvc'to quitand Aifoxh het for ever = 

Goodv. Forever myV#otia-! +4 No more;bur (tr4ghtigo to. Cham. 


ber and wait for the happy Ifſue: — You Sir keep cloie to me ;: — Quit 
her ! as chearfully, REIEAIY _ than Wit as mts. Thinthow looſcly 
ſhall I move, wut br edt Gant od dew 
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Free and xnbounded, taſte the ſweets of Life ! 


Love where I pleaſe, and know no more the ſtrife 
That's bred by that Domeftick, Plague, call'd Wife. [Excunt, 


will. 


A— 


THE FIFTH ACT. 
SCENE Vicoria's Chamber. 


Enter Victoria, 


Fido. h.T OW Iam fatisfd I-muſt be wretched ! - Oh Love | Unhap- 
py Women's Curſe, and Men's ſlight Game to paſs their idk 
time at : Ifind too in my felt the Common companion -of - Infamy , Ma- 
lice. Has Goodvile's Wife ever wrong'd me ?. Never. Why then ſhould 
I conſpire to. betray her ? No, let -my Revenge light wholly- on that fac 
perjur'd Man 3 as he has deceiv'd and ruin'd'me, - Ile play falſe with him, 
make my felt privy to his whole Deſign of ſurprizing Truman and his Wife 
together ; Then like a true Mrs. betray his Counſels to her, That ſhe like a 
true Wite may ſpight of his Teeth deceive him quite, And fo I have the 
pleaſure of ſeeing him a ſeal'd ſtigmatiz*d fond believing Cuckold : 'Twill at 


leaft be ſome caſe to me. Here he comes equip't and prepar'd for the pre- 


tended Journey. ; 

TT” Enter Goodvil ud Boys _ | 

Goodv. Go bid the Coachman haſten, .and get all things -ready : Lamun- q 

ealictill I am gone. ?*Tis time we were (ct out. 

The. Wolves beve.prey'd, andiook: the. gentle. Day 

Before the;:Hheelpgf :Pharbus all about + {1 

Dapples. the Droxwſie Eafk with | Spots. of Gray:. | / 

Wife ! Adicudear Wife. Ahumy Vidoria, up alrcady? fo diligent to wh | 


me a happy Journey ? Certainly my. good Angel is like Thee, and whenſo- - 
e*r L err mult meet me in thy ſhape. © And with ſuch foftneſs- ſmile and di- 
ret me. | 
Vifte.. 46 thoſe mbom Will with the Wifp beroitches. : 
Through Bogs, through Hedges and Ditches. 0] 
Goodv. No: Thou haſt ked me out of the crooked froward Road of 


Mawimony, into the pleaſant cafie;path of Love, where I gan never Jeave 
my . 
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my Way , and muſt be always happy : But where's Melagene ? 

Vido. Below with Sir Noble. Whilſt the Butler was aſleep they ſtole the 
Key from him : And there they are with the Fat-Red-Fac'd-Fidler that 
plays upon the Baſe, fitting Croſs-leg'd upon the Floor, ftript to their 
Shirts, and drinking Bawdy-Healths. 

Goodv. That fulſome Rogue will ruin all our Buſineſs, See here what I 
have diſcover'd juſt now in the private.Corner of a Window, ( a. place I 
ſuppole appointed for the purpoſe ! ) I. found this Billet to my ſweet 
Wite. 

Reads. If Goodvil goes ont of. Town this morning , let me know it, that I 
may wait on you, and tell you the reſt of my Heart, for you donot 
know bow much I love you yet, Truman. 

Now if I am not a Cuckold let any honeſt Wittall judg, ha, ha, ha. How 
itpleaſes me ! Blood ! Fire! and Daggers ! 

Vifo.. But Sir ! what do you reſolve on ? 

Goodv. As Itold Thee, inſtantly-to pretend a Journey-out of Town, and 
return and ſurprize *em 3 for I-am ſare they*l not be long aſunder when I 
am out of the way: Oh! this Billet is a very honeſt Billet, and I know 
won't lie. But why ſhould I ſpend my Time in talking of what but vcxes me, 
when pleaſures are ſo near me? Come my Vidoria take me to thy arms, a 
moments Joy with Thee, would (weeten Years of Cares. The Devil— 


Exter Mrs. Goodvil, and Lettice. 


Mrs. Goody, Good morning to you Sir. . 

Goodv, Good night to you Madarn. - 

Mrs. Goodv. How fo Sir ? 

Goodv, Why good night or good morrow, *tis all one; Ceremony is thc 
laſt thing I take, care of : You ſec Iam bulic. 

Mrs. Goedv.. I muſtconfeſs, conſidering the humble Duty of a Wife, *tis 
ſomething rude in me, to interrupt you, but I hope when you know my in- 
tentions, you'l pardon me. They were only to take a civil leave of you; I 
find you are preparing for the Country Sir. 

Goodv., Ay! A little Air-will be very ſeaſonable at preſent Madam, I 
ſhall grow rank elſe, and all the Company I keep will ſmell me out. 

Mrs. Goodv, Oh what joy will fill each neighbouring Village ! to hear 
our Landlords Honour's coming, down. The Bells ſhall jangle out of Tune 
all Day 3 andat night the Curate of the Hamlet comes in the name of the 
whole Pariſh to bid his Patron welcome into the Country, and invite bim- 
lelt the next Lords Day to Dinner. 

Goodv, I am-glad to ſee you fo pleaſant Madam. . 

Mrs. Goodv. Then the next Morning our Tenants dainty Daughter is 
lent with a Preſent of Pippins of the largeſt Size, cull'd by the good old 
Drudg her Mother, which ſhe-delivers with a Curt'fie, and bluſhes in exe - 
pectation of what his V Vorſhip will beſtow upon her, 


Geodv.. A 


- —- 
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Goodv, Oh Madam,let not any thoughts of that Nature diſturb you, 1 (ay 
leave all my wanton Inclinations here, | and only pleaſe my ſelf when ham 
there ſometimes to contemplate your Ladiſhips Picture in the Gallery, 
Mrs. Grodv. Then come the Country Squires, and their Dogs, the 
cleanlicr ſort of Creatures of the Two : Straight w'at© invited to the noble 
Hunt, and nota Deer in all the Foreſt's ſafe. 
: Goodv, No Madam : No horncd Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my pleaſure: Tan | 
lately grown a Fhiloſopher, Madam 3 and find, we ought not hurt our fil. 
low Crcatures. 
Mrs. Goodv, What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 
Goodv, What is't I would not do to purchalc quietneſs ? Your injurious 
ſuſpicions of me were tolerable, but the wrongs your Jealoufic has done 
Vifloria | 
Mrs. Goodv. 1 jealous of Vitioria! No. Tho* my patllion laſt night 
made me extravagant, when I difcover'd you with that naughty Lady 
Squeamiſh which I can eaſily forgive, it you*l but promiſe to torget her; 
For I am confident it was your firlt Tranſgrefſion, 
Goodv, Very quaint and pretty. | 
Mrs. Goodv. Yet I am too well ſatish'd of ViGoria's Vertue, for ſhe's my | 
Friend, and though Iſhould ſee her in your Arms 1 could not - harbour ſuch ' 
a thought. No, ViGoria, you mult love me, atd Ilelove you 3 you ſhall 
call me your Love, and Ile call you my Dear, and wel always go to the Phy 
together, and to the Park together, and every where together 3 and whe 
Mr. Goodvil's out of Town, we llie together. 


Enter Servant. | pri 


Serv. Sir the Coach is ready. X 
Goodv. You think Madam, you have a fine caſie Fool to play withal, ' 
but the gayncſs of your Face is too thin to hide the rancourot your Heat; & 
and fo my Dear jocund witty Devil Wife , {I'take my leave of you, newt ? 
more from this minute to look on you. | ah e $15VÞ | 
Mrs. Goodv, Are you then incxorable ? Relentleſs, cruel- Man ! | 
Goodv. Good eafic melting kind-hearted Woman farewel: [ Exit 
Mrs. Goodv, Ah wretched me. 
Letyice. My Lady Swoons, Dear Madam Vidoria haſten, and bring my 
Maſter back again, you'can do anything with him. ' * ' + - { F« Viet 
Mrs. Goodv. Nono, Lettice ) Let him alone, art thou furt he's gone? 
Lettice, 1hopec ſo Madam. * 1, | 004d OO OIERS 
Mrs. Goodv. Then fo ſoon as I am return'4'to my Chamber, ' be ſure 50% 
£0 your ſelf to Mr. Truman, and tell him if he has nothing elſe to do 
may come hither to Day. n 


” . "ba Tn z4* YL 
'l 1 ' d $1 bo £& 134i 11% me”: 


Emter V iQoria. } 0 7 js 3-4 1 ($4 


Vifio. There is no prevailing with him, he cries aloud his Hens oy 
c 
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fecd, and that no man that values his Health will ſtay in it. MyLadySquea- 
miſh too is arriv'd jult as helett the Door ; I am ſure ſhe'l come in, will 
you ſee her Madam ? 

Mrs. Goodv. Oh I am ſick at the very name of her : Let all th: Doors be 
barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder under cach Threſhold-place, ready to 
blow her up, if ſhe but offer an entrance. Lettice, lend me your hand a lic- 
tle: Pl to my Chamber inſtantly : Oh my Head ! [ Ex. with Letticc, 

Vito, This management of hcrs ſo charms me, that I can almolt torget all 
the miſchief ſhe has done me: *tis truc ſhe reproacht gz, but *twas done 
{ hand ſomely that I had doubly deſerv'd it to have taken notice of it. 


Enter L, Squeamilh, 


L. Squea, Oh Dear Viftoria, what will become of me ! I am lolt and un- 
done for ever : Oh Ithall dic, I ſhall die 3 the Lord of my Heart, the Jewel 
of my Soul is falſe to me, 

Vito, What ails your Ladiſhip ? Surely ſhe's diſtracted ? 

L. Squea. Oh Goodvil, Goodvil | the falſe, cruel, xemorſeleſs Goodvil ! 
Icame juſt as his Coach was parting from the Door, yet he would not 
ſpeak to me, would hardly fee me, but away he drove, and ſmiling mockt 
my forrows. 

Vicio. Alas ! Her Ladiſhip is paſſionate, as I live very paſſhonate. 

L. Squea. So Theſew left the Wretched Ariadne on the ſhoar, . fo fled the 
talſe ZEneas from his Dido, 

Vicdo. What could you expe le(s of him, Madam ?: Falſhood is his 
province : Your Laidiſhip ſhould have made choice of a civil ſober diſcreet 
Prion, but Goodvil you know isa Spark, a very Spark. 

L. Sqzes. That, that has been my ruine, it was therefore I ador'd him, 
what Woman would doat on a dull melancholy Aſs, becauſe ſhe might 
be ſure of him? No, a Spark is my Life, my Darling, the joy of my 
Soul, Oh how I doat on a Spark ! I could live and die with a Spark. VzdGo- 
iz, I make you a Contident, and you muſt pardon me for robbing you of 
Mr. Goodvil; Come come, I knowall. 

Vigo. Your Ladiſhip knows more then all the World belides. 

L. Squea. And as ! was ſaying, A Spark is the Dcareit thing to mein 
th:World; I have had acquaintance I think with all the Sparks, . Well 3 

of *em that you know was a {weet Perſon : Oh he danc'd and ſung and 
reſt toa Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as if he had been bred all his 
litz time at Paris, and admir'd every thing, that was French; Betides he 

50uld look ſo languiſhingly, and liſp ſo prettily when he talktz and then 
ever wanted diſcourſe ; I'l ſwear he has entcrtain'd me two hours toge- 
er with the deſcription of an Equipage. | 

Vido, That mult needs be very charming. | 

L.Squea.' But Mr.Goodpil wasa Wittoo: Oh I never had a Wit before, 

"t to ſpeak the Truth, now I think on't better,all my Lovers have been alit- 


fooliſh I'l ſwear, ha, ha, ha. | Sir Noble and Malagene at the Door _— 
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Malag. Scour, ſcour, ſcour. 

Sir Nob, Down goes the Main-Maſt, down, down, down. [ They emer. 
Malagene roar, roar, and raviſh, here are punks in beaten Sattin, Sirrah ; 
Termagant, triumphant, firſt-rate Punks, you Rogue, 

Victor. How came theſe Rufhans here ? 

Sir Nob. Ruffans ! do you know who you talk to Madam ? I am a ci. 
vill, ſober, diſcreet perſonz and come particularly to embrace thy lovely 
Body. | 

Malag. Look yow Madam, make no noiſe about this matter. This is 
a perſon of quality and a friend of mine, therefore pray be civill. 

L. Sqz. Has Mr. Goodvile left no Footmen at home to cudgell ſuch 
Fops ? Fogh—- how like drunken journy-men Tailors they look ? 

Malag. Journey-men Madam ! hold there! none of your Ladyſhipy 
Journey-men, that's one comfort ! woe to the poor Devil that is I ſay. 

'L. Sqz. Were Mr. Goodvile at home you durſt not talk thus , you ſcan- 
dalous fellow. 

Malag. Goodvile you fay—hark you my Dear, were he here in perſon, 
L would firſt of all decently kick him out of doors, then turn up thy Keel 
and diſcover here to thy Kinſman what a leaky Veſſel thou art ? 

Sir Nob. Why, what is that Goodvile ? will he Wreſtle ? or will he 
box for 501. Look you, this fellow is my Pimp. *Tis true his Counte- 
nance is none-of the bet; but he's a neat Lad and keeps good Com- 

ny. | 
"in Hark you Knight ! you'll beare me out in this Buſineſs Knight ? 
For under the Roſe I have apprehenſion, that this Carcaſe of mine may 
ſuffer elſe. | 

Sir Nob. No more of that Rogue ! no more. Take notice good people, 
this Civil Perſon ſhall marry my Siſter 3 ſhe is a pretty hopefull Lady— 
Truly ſhe is not full thirteen — but ſhe has had two Children a)ready, 
Odd's heart. 

Vid. Ridiculous Oaff ! 

Sir Nob. Come, let us talk Baudy. 

Vig. VI! call thoſe fhall talk with you preſently. { Ex, Vid. 

Sir Nob. Wheugh—- ſhe's gone. 

L. Squ, Beaſt ! Bruit! Barbarian ! Sot ! 

Sir Nob. Oh law ! my Aunt ! what have I done now ? Madam, as | 
hope to be— Runs againſt her and almoſt beats ber 

backward. 

L. gx. Oh help! T am murdered ! oh my Head ! 

Sir Nob. Nay Lady that was no fault of mine : you ſhall ſee I'll keep 
my diſtance, and ( as I was ſaying) if I have offended — 

| ne againſt a Table and throws down @ China Jar, 
and ſeveral little China Diſhes, 

L. Sqz. Oh inſufferable ! quickly, quickly, a Porter and Basket to can) 
out this Swine to a Dunghill. 

Sir Nob, Look you Madam , no harm ! no harm ! you ſhall ſee _ be- 

ave 
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have my felf notably yet—as for cxample——ſuppoſe now—-ſuppoſe this 

the Door. { Goes to the Door. 

Very well; thus then I moye. — $ Steps forwards and leavers bis Peruke on 
one of the Hinges. 

Hah, who was that ? Rogues ! Dogs ! Sons of Whores ! 


Enter Servants. 


1+ Serv. Such as we are Sir, you ſhall find us at your ſervice. 
Sir Nob. Murdcr, murder, murder. 
Malag, Where there is ſuch odds, a man may with Honour retire and 
ſtcal off, [_ Exit Malag. 


Emter Caper and Saunter, 


Cap. Where is this Raſcall? this Coxcomb ? this Fop ? how darc you 
come hither Sir, to affront Ladies and Perſons of Quality ? | 

Sir Nob, Sir, your humble ſervant : did you ſee my Perriwig ? | 

Cop. Sir, you are an Aſs; and ncycr wore Perciwig in your life : Jer- 
nid what a Buſh of Bryars and Thorns is here ?; The Main of my Lady 
Squeamiſh's Shock is a Chedreux to it. | | 

Six Nob. Why, Sir, I know who made it. He was an honeſt fellow 
and a Barber, and one that lov'd Muſick and Poetry. 

Saunt. How Six ! | 

Cap. But, Sir, come cloſe to the buſineſs ; how durſt you treat Ladics 
ſo rudely as we ſaw you but now ? Anſwer to that, and tell not us of Mu- 
fick and Poctry. 

Sir Nob. Why, he had all Weſtminfter Drollery and Oxford Jeſts at his 
Fingers ends. And for the Cittem, if ever Troy Town were a 
Tune, he maſter d it upon that Infirument, when he was our Butler in the 
Toney an old Maid of my Grandmothers took great delight in him 
or it. | wo 

Saunt. But, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs. * 

,. Sir Nob. Buſincſs.! hang Bufinefs !;I hate a Man of Buſineſs : If you'll 
drink- or Whore , break Windows, or commit murther, I am for you. 

Cap. Sir, will you fight ? 2 | 

Sir Nob. Fight ! with whom? for, what 2 . 


Cap. With mc. | 

Saunt, With me. _ ets s fait; T 1; 
| Sir Nob. Ay Sir, with all my heart 3 I love fighting Sir. 
Saunt, But will you Sir? dare you? 
Cap. Ay Sir, will you fight? do you think you dare fight ? 
Sir Nob, Why, you ſweet perfum'd Jeſhmine-Knaves ! you Rogues in 
| Buckram 4 were. there a,Nozeg of you Id beat yqu out of your Artificial! 

Swectucls into your own 'naturall Ranknalss , you Stiakards ! ſhall I draw 
my Cerberns and cut you off you Gaudy Popinjaics? 
|| 


C2h. T his 


8 Friendſhip in faſhion. 

Cap.. This Fellows mad, Sewmter ! ſtark mad by Ferico: Dear Knight, 
how long- hait thou bcen in this pickle ? this Condition, Knighe.? hah > 

Sir Nob; What Pickle ? what Condition / you Worms "© 

Saunt. Ay, ay, *tis fo, the poor Devil muſt to Bedlam : Bedlam , Knight, 
the Mad-man s Hofpitall. 

Sir Nob. What will become of you then you Vermin ? There's never 
a Hoſpitall for Fools yct z Mexcy on me if there were ! how many hand. 
(ome Fellows in this Town might be provided tor ? Fiddles play 

Do within, 

Cap Hcy day ! Fiddles | » | 
Saunt. Madam Goodvile hearing we were here, hath ſent for *em on pur- 


poſe to regale us. 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile, Lady Squeetniſh wh the' Fiddles playing, Saunter 
falls to Jing the Tyne with 'em, and Caper Dances to it. Lettice. 


Mrs. Grodv. Let my Servants take care that all the Doors ſtand open : I'll 
have cntrance deny'd to no one Fool in Town, Mr. —_ and Mr. Saun- 
ter here ? theh we eater never want Company. ' Come, Madam, let us bc- 
gin the Revdlls bf the day 4 'E long th enjoy tlie Freedome 1 am Miltrefs 
of. Lettice, try your Vow. 

L. Sqm. Oh Madan ! this oaltarit Spitic tavithis mic. Dear Mr. Caper, 
you and Mr. Saunter were born to be happy ! Madam Goodvile has reſoly'd 
to Sacrifice this Day to pleaſure— what ſhall we do with out felves ? 

Cap. Do Madain ! We'll dance or ever. | 

L. Sqw; Oh ay Dance 1-41 Sa 

Saunt. And Sing. 

L: $9. And Sing; 

Both. And Love. 

L.' Sq». Oh ay Love ! but Madan Gvodvite, have you reſolved to wear 
the Willow , - and be very Melancholy — ha, ha, ha—-Fiddles ! where 
arcyou? I cannot endure you out of my 1 ht. Bhs, 

Mrs. Goodv, Willow ! hang it, give tr to Country Girtcs tHat' tigh for 
Clowns; and Melancholy io + Diſcaſe for Bank-rupt Beauty : 'F have 
yet a fiock of Youth and Chartnes, mnfiilly'd by the hands of Age or 

are, 
And wh/ It that laſts what Woman woutd defpair ? 

Six Nob. In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Doxy of my acquaintabce 
hard by, return in Tejuoaghy and let Viiteris go hang ang Uefpairs, : 


xg 
To love is a pleaſure Divine, 


| Tet I't never fiyh or be ſad, | © 
_—_ Thy art Cake that ja ih and vine, 
_ | So lov as Whorer are to be Dad.” '——"o daroll, darolds, 


L. Sq. 
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L. $qu. Oh (ecure that deform 4Monſer, that Rebell of mine; fellowes 
take car1c ot him aud keep hum wp till I talk with him, "ar4 make him 
ſcr:lible of his Enormitics. 

Gir. Nob. Slavcs |! Avaunt! if my Lady wilt have it ſo , I'll walk ſober- 
ly into the Gaiden and contider of what is palt, | To love is pleaſure, &c 
4 Ex. Str Noble. 
Mrs, Goody, Lettice ! in OL | 
Lett. Madam. L | hes ORAL 
Mrs. Goodv. Ts Mr. Truman come ? nh YOM | 
Lett, He'll be here prefently Madam. . 


tf 


Enter Page with a Letter. 


Page. A Letter for your Ladiſhip. 

Mrs. Good. Who brought it 2 

Page. A Porter brought it to the door Madam : but Gig, he had no or- 
ders to ftay for an anſwer. # Ex. Page 

Mrs. Goodv, A Womans hand ! | 


Reads, Mr. Goodvil's Jowrny out of a w FI a pretence : is 
jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you will find him avon return'd 
in hopes to ſurprize 045 together. Though be bas trufted me with 


the ſ:cret, and oblig'd me to affift him in it : yet I would en- 
deavour by this diſcovery fo preſwade ou that ' am your "yp 


"ron, 
Vittoria. | 
Peſiſeript 
Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the Spy to betray you. 
This is generouſly done, V:f&oria, and I'l Rtudy to deſerve it of Thee: Now 
if I phgucinot this wiſe jealous Husband of mine, tet all Wives curſe me 
and Cuckolds lavgh at me! Fiddles / lead in ! Mr. Geper znd Mr, Saunter 


pray wait -bn my Lady, and entertain her a little -' I'l foHow you 'pre- 
ſently. Sr 


L. Sq. Come Mir. Caper , will you'walk ? 

Cap. A Coranto Madam ? wy 

L. Sqw. Ay ten thouſand ten thouſand, Mr. Saxnter, 1 would be at- 
ways near you Two ! Ohfor a Grovenow,! and a purting Brook with that 
delightful charming voice of - Yours: Come! kt us' walk and fiudy which 
way to divert our Sclves. 

Cap. Allons! for Love and Plcaſure : By theſe Hands — 

Saunt, By thoſe Eyes — | 

L. Sq#. Oh-no' more! \no'more, ' I ſhall be loſt in Kappinefs? 

[ Exernt, 

Mrs. Goodv. $0 < this Coolort of Fools tall bechs Chorus to my Farce : 
Now all the Malice, Ill-nature, Falſhood and Hypocriſie of my Scx in- 
ſpireme, Lettice ! ſee Camilla be ſent for in(tantly, ſhe ſhall join with 


I 2 me 
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me in my Revenge, ſhe has Reaſon 3 Mr. Velemtine 1 ſuppoſe will be here 


with Mr. Truman, 


Exter Mr. Truman. ' 


Trww. And think you Madam, he durſt not anſwera fair Ladies Chal- 
lenge without a Second ? | 

Mrs. Goodp, You would pretend I'l warrant you to be very tout. You 
HeRors in Love are as arrant Cheats as HeQors in fighting, that bluſter, 
rant, and make a noifc for the preſent 3 but when they come to the Bug'neſs, 
prove errant Daltards, and good for nothing. 

Trum, But Madam you ſhould find I dare do ſomething, would you but 
be civil and ſtand your ground. | 

Mrs. Good:', What think you though of a Cut-throat Husband now. be- 
hind the hangings ? what would become of you then ? 

Tram. Whilit L have ſuch Beauty on my tide, nothing can hurt me. 

- Mrs. Goodv. Then Sir prepare your ſelf, Mr. Goodvil is really jealous and 
miſtruſts at! or morcthen has paſt between us. His Journey out of Town 
was but a pretencc, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly in expeRation to catch 
us together. SR | 

Trum, Fear him not Madam, theſe Moles that work 'under ground are as 
blind as they are buſie : Let him.run on in his dull Jealoufic, whilſt we Rill 
tind new windings out, and loſe him in the Maze. 

Mrs, Goodv. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me yours, join with me to 
Day in my deſign, which is, if poſſible, to make him Mad, work him up 
to the height of furious ſuſpicion, and at that moment when hethinks his 
jealoulie moſt juſt, baffle him out of it: And let the World know how 
dull a Tool a Husband is, compar'd with that triumphant thing a V Vite, 
and her Guardian Angel Lover. 

Trxm. But Mr. Goodvil, Madam, has V.Vit, and ſo good an opinionof it 
oO. 

Mrs. Goodv, *Tis that ſhall be his cuin ; were he a Fool he.were not worth 
the txouble of deceiving, 

Trum, Dear Jewel of my Soul, proceed then and proſper. . But what 
muſt be my part ? X | 

Mrs. Goedv. To ſecure Malegene, That ill-natur'd Villain has betray'd 
us, and is appointed by Goodvil chief Inftxument in the Difcovery : He has 
Cowardize enough to {ell his Soul to buy off a.Beating : He never told truth 
enough to be belicv'd once ſo long as he lives. Get him but in your power, 
and he ſha}l own more Vilanics then ever were in his Thoughts to commit, 
or the necciſity of our affair can invent to put upon him. 

Tram. And Fl be ſure. of him, or may I never taſte thoſe lips again, but 
be condemn'd to caſt Miſireſſes in the ſide-box at the Play-houſe, or what 
is worſe, take up with a Semptreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Crevats. 


Enter 
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Enter Malagene. 


Mrs. Geedv. Here he comes ! 
Tram, Oh Monſieur Mafegene welcome ! 
Mal. Jock, Truman your humble Servant, 
Tram, Whither fo faſt I beſeech you Sir! a word with you, a word 
with you. 
Mol. Why ! can I do any thing for Thee ? Haſt thou any Buſinefs for 
me ? Prithee what is it ? 
Tram, Sir You muſt lie for me. 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha. Is that all * 
Trum. Nay Sir you muſt / 
Mal. Any thing in a civil way or ſo Jeck!- but nething upon Compul. 
fon Lad ! Prithee, let me do nothing; upon Compulfion, prithee now ! 
Trtm. Then Sirto be brief, this is the Buſtneſs ! Goodvil I hear has been 
informed by-you of what paſt in the Garden Jaft night, how durſt you be ſo 
Impudent as to pry into my Secrets, where I was concern'd ? 
Mol. Why look you Fack, Curioſity you know ! and a natural Inclinati- 
on which I have 
Tram. To Pimping.. 
Mel. Confound me Fack, thou art much in the right ; I believe thou ard 
a Witch. I knew as well man —— 
Trum. What did you know ? 
Mel: Why I knew thee to be an arch Wagg and an honeſt-Bellow-! ' Ah 
Rogue prithee kiſs me! the Rogue's out of humour, 
+ NoSir! Idare notuſe you fo likea Friend, you muſt deſerve it 
better rſt, 
Mal; Look you Fack, the truth of the Buſineſs is, I am beſpoke : But the 
Love T'have to ſce the bus'neſs go forward, may perſwade me to much. 
Tram. Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and abjure all the In- 
telligence you gave Goodvil, or promiſe to your ſelf that where cver next I 
meet you , - I'l cut your Throat upon the ſpot. | 
Mal. But hark you Fock, how ſhall I come off with the buſineſs ? I ſhall be 
kickt and us*d very ſcurvily : For the truth is, Idid tell — 
Irnm, What did you tell ?: 
Mal. VVhy I told him you Knave. Fwon't tell ! you little cunning 
Curr, I told him all man ! 
Trum, All Sir ! 
Mal. Ay hang me like a Dogg, all. But Madam you muſt pardon mey 
there was got a word of it true. 
Irum, And what do you think to do with your ſelf ? q 
Mel. Do ?- why I'1 deny it all again man, every word of it, as Impudent- 
ly as ever I at firſtaffirm'd it ; May be he'l kick me, and beat me, and uſe 
me likea Dog man — That's nothing, nothing at all, Man; I do not va- 
lue it this ! i Pulls ont a Jews Trump and plays. 
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Trum. And this Sir , you'l fland to. 
Mal. If 1 do not, hang me up for « Sign at a Bawdy-houſe-door: inthe 
mean time T'] retize and peruſe a young Lampoon, which I am lately the 


happy Father of. 
Trum, Nay Sir! you are not to ſtir from me ? 


Enter Letticc. k 


Lettice. Oh Madam ! ſhift for your felt. Madam Forza ſent tie to te]! 
youthat my Maſter isreturn d, and that he pretends to come asa Maſque. 
radcr, . 

Mal, VVell! ſince it muſtbeſo, I'l deny all indeed ! what an excellene 
Fellow might I have been ? Some men now with my ſtock of honeſty, and 
alittle more gravity, would have made a Fortune; VVell : I have been x 
lazyRogue 3 and never knew till. now that I was fit for Bus'nels. 

Mrs. Goodv. Mr. Goodvil in Maſquerade ſay you ? 

Lettice, Yes Madam, and two VVomen with him, Madam, they are 
juſt now alighted. 

Mrs, Goodv. V Vomen with him ! nay then he comes triumphantly indeed. 
Mr. Truman, do you retire with Malagene. T'l tay here and receive this 
Machiavel in diſzuiſe. Now, once more let me invoke all the Arts of affez- 
tion, all che Revenge, the counterfeit Pafſfions, pretended Love, pretended 
Jealoufie, pretended Rage, and in ſum the very Genius of mh Sex to my 
aſſiſtance. [ Enter 'Goodvil and otbers Maſqued, 
So ! here they come : Now this throw for all my future Peate! . Who waits 
there ? Y Fi: IR '* | Emer Servants, 

Goody, Madam! you'l cxcuſe this freedome. | | "4.2 © 

Mrs. Goodv. You oblige me by uling it: Let all the Company know 
that theſe Noble Perſons of Qualiry have honoured me with their Preſence: 
Let the Fiddles be ready, and ſec the Banquet prepar'd 3 and Jet Mr. Tre 
man come to me inftantly, I cannot live a minute, a moment . without 
him. | an get 
Goodv. Delicate Devil ! | 
Mrs. Goodv. Sir ! let me beg your patience for a moment, whilR I go 
and put things in Order fit tor your reception. [ Ex. L. Goodrile. 

Goedv. Footmen ! take care that the Engines which I have ordered be 
ready when'l call for *em. Truman, I ſee, is a man'ot punRual afliy- 
nation; and my VVife is a Perſon very adroit at theſe matters ; ſome hot 
brain'd, Horn-mad Cuckold now would be for cutting of Throatsz but 
I am refolved to turn a Civil, Sober, diſcreet Perſon, and hate blood-ſhed: 
No: TI'l manage the matter fotemperately that I'l catch her in his very 
Arms,then civilly Diſcard her, Bagg and Baggage, whilſt you my dajnty 
Doxics take poſſeſſion of her Priviledges, and enter the Territories with 
Colours flying. | au el 5 

1.#om, And ſhall I keep my Coach, Mr. Goodvite ? 


Good:. 
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Goody. Ay and Six, my lovely Rampant. Nay, thou ſhalt every orn- 
ing ſwoop the Exchange. in Triumph to ſee what gawdy Bawble thou canſt 
firlt grow fond ot: Andafter Noon at the Theatre exalted in a Box, give 
Audience to ev'ry trim amotous twiring Fop of the Corner, that comes 
thither to make a noiſe, hear no Play, and ſhow himſelf; thou ſhalt, my 
Bona Koba. 


2. Yom, But Mr. Goodvile, what ſhall I do then? | 
Goodv, Oh! thou ! Thou ſhalt be my more peculiar Punk, my Honſe- 


keeper, my Neceſlary'Sin 3 manageall th* affairs of my Eſtate and Fami- 
ly, Ride up and down in my own Coach attended by my own Footmen 
Noſe my V Vife where ere you meet, andif IT had any, breed my Children. 


Oh what a delicious Life will this be / 
1. om. Hear you Sir ; the Fiddles ? ' Fiddles withoxt, 


Goodv. Oh the Proectfion's cotning, put on your Viſors and obferye the 
Ceremony. | | | | 


Enter Truman, Mrs. Good vile, Caper, Saunter, L. Squeamitlh, 
Camilla, with Fiddles, a Letter. 


Mrs. Goodv. Mr. Caper, Mr.-Sexnter, youare the Life and Soul of all good 
Company, command me any thing, command my Houſe, - that,” and all 


' 


ome are yours, 

. Cap. Maſques, my Life, my Joy, my Top of Happineſs ! Sir your hum- 
ble Servant, by your leave, Madam ſhall you and I tooſle and tumble toge- 
therin the drawing room hard by for halt an hour or fo? Hah? - » | Cats. 
Saunt, Fa toldara, toldara, Oe. Ah Madam what do you wear a Maſyne 
for? Have you never a Noſe, or but one Eye? Let me ſee how you arc 


furniſhed ? 
2. Wom, Sir, if I want any thing 'tis to be doubted you cannot ſupply 


me. 
Goodv, So! ſure, this muſt come to ſomething anon ! 


Mrs. Goodv, Ah were but Mr. Goodwile here now, what a happy Day 
might this be ! But he is Melancholy and Forlorn in the Country, fam- 
moning in his Tenants and their Rents, that ſhining Pelf that muſt ſupport 
me in ny pleaſures. 

Goodv, Is he then Madam fo kind a Husband ? 

Mrs. Goodv. Oh the molt indulgent Creature in the VVorld! what Huſ- 
band but He, Mr. Traman, would have ſoſcaſonably withdrawn and left me 
Mrs. of ſuch Freedome ? To ſpend my Days in Triumph as I do, to Sacri- 
hee my Self, my Soul, and all my: Senſe to you, the Lord of all my Joys, 
my Conqueror and ProtcQor ? 

Cam. Heay*ns Madan you'l provoke him beyond all patience. 

Mrs, Goodv. Who Mr. Goodvil! which way ſhall it reach his knowledge ? 
no, wel beas ſecret ——— | FL 

Irxm. As we are happy. . So ſubtily lay the'Scene of all our Joys, that 
Envyor Malice, nay the very Husband himelf and Me/agene to boot, well 


tired to the Buſineſs, ſhall ne x diſcoyer us, Mrs. Good Ve. 
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Mrs. Goodv. Oh difcover-us | a Husband diſcover us ! were he indeed 
as jealous as he has reaſon, I could. no more apprehend. diſcovery then 2 
kindneſs from him. 

Goody. .This impudence is ſo rank, that I can hold no longer, Say you 
ſo Madam ? | He unmarke, 

Mrs. Goodv. Oh a Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt ! ſave me, ſave me. Mr. Traman, ſee ſee 
Mr. Goodvil's Spirit ? ſure ſome baſc Villain has murdcr'd him, and- his an- 
gry Ghoſt is come to revenge it on ime. 

Goodv, No Madam, fear nothing. -I am a very harmleſs Goblin, though 
you are 2 little ſhockt at the fight of me. 

. Gep, Ha, ha, ha, Goodvile zeturn'd ? Dear Frank! 

Saunt, Honeſt Goodvile, thou ſcelt dear Soul we are free here in thy ab- 
ſence. 

Goodv..I ſec you are Gentlemen, and ſhall: xake,an opportunity to re- 
turn the Favour, Footmen be ready. 

Mrs. Goodv. But is it really Mr, Goodvile then ? let'me receive him to 
my Armes; welcome ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand times. Dear Sir, 
how does my PiQture in-the Gallery do? 

Goodv. Oh Madam, it lookt fo very charmingly, that I had no power to 
ſtay. longer from the Dear Loving-Originall. 

Mrs. Goodv. So, now begins the-Battle. 

' Goodv, Well Madam, and for your Sett of Fools here ; to what end and 
purpoſe have you decreed them+in this new Modell of your Family? 1 
I hope you have not deſign'd *em for your own Uſe ? 

Mrs. Goodv. Why Sir, methinks you ſhould not grudge me a Coxcomb 

+ Or ewo to pals away the time withall, ſince you had taken your Dear 
Converſation from-me. 

Goodv, No Madam, I underſtand your Diet better : a Fool is too ſquobb 
and. tender a. Bit tor your fierce Appetite : you are for a Subſiantiall Diſh, 
a man of Heat and Honour, ſuch as Mr. Tr#man I know is, and I doubt 

not Will do me reaſon. 

Arnm. Ay Sir, when ever you'll demand it. 

_ Goodv, Nay Sirs, no quarrelling I beſeech you, what would you be 

at Sir ? 

Goodv., At reſt Madam, like an honeſt Snail ſhrink up my horns into 
wy Shell, and if potÞble hold a quiet poſſeſſion of it. 

- Mrs. Goody, I hope I have done nothing that may diſturb your quict 


.Goodv. Nothing Madam, nothing, in| the! leaſt 3 how is it poſlible that 
any thing ſhould dilturbe me ! a Sot, a Beetle, a Droan of a Husband,'s 
meer Utenfil, a Block for you to faſhion all your falſchood on, whillt I 
-mult {ii} be fiupid, bear my office and never be diſtueb'd, 1. 

Mrs. Goodv. So, now your Heart is opeving 3 and'for your caſe I 11 give 
it a little vent my felf : you are jealous, alas jealous of Truman, are you? 

Goodv, And I have no reaſon Madam, though I come and catch you in 
his Arms, rowling and thio ving your Wanton Eyes like Fire-balls at his 

Heart; 
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Heart 3 .oh what an Indulgent Creature*'s Mr. Goodvile ! (o ſeaſonably tO 

withdraw and leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom : To ſpend your Days 

in Triumph as you do, to ſacrifice your ſelf, your Soul and Senſe to him» 

the Lerd of all your Joyes, your Conqueror and ProteQor. 

Mrs. Goodv, IT am glad to tind my Plot fo well ſucceed : I knew of your 
Jealouſy laſt night, knew too your journey out of Town was but a pre- 
tence in hope to return and ſurprize me with Traman. I was inform'd 
too of your return but now, and your diſguiſe I knew you through it 
ſoon as I ſaw you, and therefore I aQcd all that Fondneſs to Truman 
before your face, It was all the revenge I had within my power. 

Goodv, Can you deny your being with Trxman in the Garden laſt night ? 
were you not there ſo openly, that even the broad Eyes of Fools might 
ſce ? 

Mrs. Goodv, What Fool ? what Villain have you dares accuſe me ? 

Goodv. One, who though he rarely told truth before, will be ſurc to do 
it now > Malagene your Kinſ-man, Malagene, a hopefull Branch of your 
own ſtock. 

Trum. The Raſcall dares not own it. 

Goodv. But he ſhall Sir, though you protee him. 

Trum, *T was baſely done to ſet a Spy upon your Friend, after the trick 
you had plaid me with Vidoria. 

Goodv, Baſcly done ! 

Trum, Yes, baſely Sir. 

Goodv, Death, you lye Sir! why do I trifle thus when I have a Sword 
by my Side ? 

Cap. Nay, look you Frank! you had better be patient, Here ſhall be 
nothing done, therefore pray put up. 


Enter Valcatine. 


Val. What again quarrelling ? Goodvile, this muſt not be, Truman is my 
_ and if he has done you wrong, I'l engage, ſhall make you ſatis- 
_ | 
Saunt. Ay, ay, prithee man, take ſome other time and dont quarrell 
now and ſpoil good Company. | 
Goodv, Death? you dancing, talking, metled, frisking Rogues ſtand off ! 
oh I had forgot—Footmen, where are ye ? 


Enter Footmen. 


Here, take away theſe Butterflies, and do ſpeedy execution upon *em as I 

order'd, do it inſtantly. [ They ſeize *em. 
Cap. Nay Frank! what's all this for ? | 

Saunt. Nay Goodvile, prithee, now as I hope to live. 


K Frter 
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Enter Malagenc. 


—_ 


Goodv, Away with 'em Ex. with Cap. and Saunter, 
Now for Malagene— Oh, here he comes Madam, who will refreſh your 
Memory ! Speak Sir, as you tender Lite and Limb, whom did you ſee to- 


gether in the Garden lalt night ? 


Mal:g, Ha ! ——no body ! 
Goodv, Were not Truman and my Wife there to your -knowledpe pri. 
vately ? | 


Malag. Ha, ha, ha—— Child ! no. $4 Fg - 

Goodv. Did you not tell me that you overheard 'em whiſpering in the 
Grotto together ? ; 

Malag. No. SO; 

Goodv, Hell and Devils ! this fellow has been tamper d withall and in. 
firucted to abuſe me, This is all Contrivance, a ſiudy'd Scene to fool 
me of my Reaſon. 


- Th una Ss 


Enter Foot-men. 


Here, take him hence and harneſs him with the other two, till he confeb 
the Truth. | 

Mis. Goodv., He ſhall not go, touch him who dares : muſt People then 
be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe me falſely ? Ah Mr. Goodvilte, how have 
deſcry'd this at your hands ? let not my good name be raviſh'd from me, 
it you have reſolv'd to break my Heart, kiltme-now 'quickly/ and put'me 
out of pain. | Malags runf away. 

Goodv. Nay Madam, here is that ſhall yet convince—ſee here a Letter 
trom your Lover left for you in a private Corner, hear me read it. And 
it you nave modelty enough left, bluſh. | 


Reads. If Goodvile goes ont of Town this morning, let me Know of 
that I may wait on you and tell you 1he reft of my Heart." Far 
you do not know how mach I love you yet, AN 

| Trumen. 


Mrs. Goodv, Death and deſiruRion !. it was all 'my own Contrivance, 
z7;<4ded with your jealouſy, 1 ſ(ougt: all ways to vex you, I counterfeited 
« with my own Hand, and left it in a place where you might be ſure to 
hind it, To convince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſent me juſt before 
by onc whom you have truſted and Joved too much for my quiet : perufe it 
aud whcn you hayc done, conſider how you have uſed tre and'Row TE have 
defcrv'd it, Oh, fl Gives Victoria's Letter, 


Goodr- 
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Goodvile Regd-. 


Tourny out of Town i a pretence, —— returns and ſurprize — be. 
lieve by this diſcovery — Tour Servant Victoria. 


Vidoria, has ſhe betray*'d me? nay then, I prenounce there is no Truſt nor 
Faith in the Sex. By Heav'n in every conditicn they are all Jiles, all falſe 
from the Bawd to the Babe. 

Mrs. Goodv, Now Sir, I hope I may withdraw 3; from this minute never 
exp<& I'll ſee your Face again ; no, Fll leave you to be happy at your 
own choice. Love where you pleaſe, and be as tree as if I ne'r had had 
relation to you. I ſhall take care to trouble you no more, but wiſh you 
may be happier then ever yet I made you, 

Goodv., Stay Madam. 

Mrs. Geodv. No Sir, I'll be gone, I will not ftay a moment longer 3 In- 
human, Cruel, falſe Traitor ! wer't thou now languiſhing on thy Knees, 
proſtrate at my Feet, ready to grow mad with thy own guile, I would not 
ſtop nor turn my Face to ſave thee from Deſpair. 

Goody, You ſhall. 

Mts. Goodv, For what ? 

Goodv, To let the World ſec how much a Fool I can be: art thou In. 
nocent ? 

Mrs. Goodv. By my Love I am, I never wrong 'd you; but you have un- 
done me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. What Mouth will not be full of my 
diſhonour ? Henceforth let all my Sex remember me when they*d upbraid 
Mankind for baſcneſs : oh that I could difſemble longer with you, that I 
might to your Torment per{ſwade you (til] all your Jealoufics were juſt, and 
I as Infamous as you are cruel, [ Ex. in a rage. 

Goodv, Get thee in then and talk to me no more, there's ſomething in 
thy Face will make a Fool of me, and there's 'a Devil in this Buſineſs, 
which yet I cannot diſcover. Truman, if thou haſt enjoyed her, I beg thee 
keep it cloſe, and it it be potlible let us yet be friends. 

Trum, *Tis not my fault if we be Foes. 

Goodv, But now to my Fools, bring 'em forth and let us ſee how their 
new Equipage becomes *em. Oh Dear Valentine ! how does the fair 
Camilla ? | 

Val. Faith Sir, ſhe- and I have been diſpatching a trifling affair this 
morning, commonly call'd Matrimony. 

Goodv, Marry'd ! nay, then there is ſome comfort yet, that thou art fal- 
len into the ſnare — Valentine ! look to her, keep her as ſecret as thou 
wou'dit a Murder, had'(i thou committed one : truſt her not with thy dear- 
cft Friend, She has Beauty cnough to corrupt him, 
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Enter Caper and Savnter, their Hands ty'd behind *em, Foils Capy on they 
Heads, Caper with one Leg ty*d up, and Saunter Gagg'd, 


See here theſe Rogues how like themſelves they look. Now, you paultry 
Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking from Houſe to Houſe, up and down 
the Town 3 that no man can cat his Bread in quiet for you. Take warn- 
ing of what you fecl, and come not near theſe Doors again on perill of 
hanging. Here, diſcharge them of their puniſhment, and fee *cm forth the 


Gates. 


Enter. Lady Squeamiſh, Sir Noble, and ViRoria. 


L. Sqz. Oh Gallants your humble Servant. Dear Mr. Goodvile be pleag'd 
to give my Kinſman Sir Noble, Joy : He has done himſelf the Honour to 
marry your Coulin Vioria, whom now I muſt be proud-to call my Rela- 
tion , flince ſhe has accepted of the Title of my Lady Clumſey, 

Sir. Nob. Ay Sir, I am Marry'd, and will be drunk. again too before 
Night as ſimply as I ſtand here. 

Goodv, Sir Noble marry d? to Vifforia too? nay then in ſpight of Mis- 


tortunes —— 


This Day ſhall be a Day of Fubilee, But firſt 
Good People all that my ſad Fortune ſee, 
I beg you to take warning here by me ; 
Marriage and hanging go by Deſtinie. 
Eſpecial'y you gay Toung marry d Blades, 
Rereare and keep your Wives from Balls and Maſquerade, 
[ Ex. omncs, 
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EPILOGUE; 


Spoken by Mrs. Barey.. 


ELL Sirs, if now my Spouſe and I ſhoud part, 
' To-which kind Critique (ball I give my hears ? 
Stay, let me look.,, nagone in all the place | 
But has a ſcurvey froward damming Face. 
Have you reſolv'd then on the Poets fall ? 
Go ye're ill-natur'd, ugly Devils all. 
The Marry'd Sparks I know this Play will curſe 
For theWifes ſake, but ſome of 'em bave worſe, 
Poets themſelves their own ill luck have wrought, 
Hou ne're had learnt, had not their quarrels taught. 
But as inthe diſturbanceof a State, 


Each fatious _ thinks of growing great 


So when the Poets firſt had jarring fits, 

Tou all ſet up for Critiques, and for Wits : 

Then firaight there came, which coſt you Mothers pains, 
Songs and Lampoons in Litters from your brains c. + 
Libels like ſpurious Brats run up and down, 

Which their dull Parents were aſham'd to owns; 

But vented *em in others:names; like Whores 

That laytheir Baſtards down at honeſt Doors... 

For ſhame leave off this higling way of Wit, 

Railing abroad, and roaring in the Pit, 

Let Poets live in peace, in quiet write, 

Elſe may they all topuniſh-you unite ; 

Join in one Force, to ſtudy to abuſe ze; 

And teach your Wives and Miſſes how to uſe you.. 
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MADAM,' 


| FTER having a great while with to write ſome- 
A thing chat mighrbe worthy to [a fp 


World - has been-ſo kind'to me to'Jp 


wee 
ro my advantage, fs the moſt | 


fault which 


"oorehrgy: 


have made 46 fey tiind; ue does! inſt m I 
had not- choſen this' O mots Brow what my 
Ambition is moſt foad' of) your Feyobr ind Proveftion 


For though Fortune Woods not {Oo far bleſs my endea- 
vours, asto encourage them with your Royal Highneſſes 
Preſence, when thiscame mater > orld ; Yer, ;T canno cannot 
but declare it was my deſign ir might aye 
your diyertiſement itt that | happy Rn Shen cadre re-. 
turn'd againto chear all SE, that hal bef beforbwipe 
for your De , andenlivenall hearts thathad droopt 
for your abſence : When Wit ought to have bay rb it's 
Choiceſt Tribures in, and Joy have known 
then Thop'd my little Mite would not haye been rej jefted; 
though my ilt Fortune was roo hard for me, and't loſt « _ 
greater Honour, by your R es Abſence, than 
all che Applauſcs of the Wotld b canmake me Re- 
paration 
Nevertheleſs, | chought my ſelf nor quite unhappy, fo - 
long as I, had hopes this way yet to recompence my dif- 
Kao paſt : When I corifider'd alf6, rhar Poerty 

t claim right to a little ſhare in your Fayour : For 

0, and "fs, fome'sf. rhe be belt, have made their 

Nenes Erernal. by "rranſmitting to after- «Ages the Glory 

of your Anceſtors : And under the ſpreading of that 
ſhade, where two of the beſt have planted their Lawrels, 
how Honoured ſhould T be,” who am the worſt, if bur a 

| branch might grow'for me. | 
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Feet, anefinding'it inmp« : Since the _. 


” _ OT dg 4 "x0 ts cat ea | 
The DEDICATION. .. 

? dare not think of offcring any thing inthis Addreſs, 
thar might Took like a Panegyrick, for fear leaſt when 1 
have done my beſt, the World > penny me, for 
{laying rao lene, .and you, Fourleif. check me, for, med- 
ling 5 NON, rl for Be Taleare Fa. EY 

For the deſcription of Virtues, and PerfeQtions (© rare 
as yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate; as skilful 
a Hand ; the Features mult be drawn very fine, to be like, 
haſty dawbing would bur {poil tho Picture,and'makext fo 
upnarga, ,as mufh yaa: falle- lights to: letcit off zo, 
your, Vigeueg in no morcLuſtre fromPracti 
1, 


Ae 
uty.can be umprov 'd by Art; which as-ic Chz 
NE Tad ng oY | _— {the World with his 
Virtue : 'So, let burall other Hearts inquire into. them- 
ſelycs, and chen Judge,, how it. ought. to be prais'd, |_ 

Your Loye t00,as none but that great Hers, who. has 
ir,could deferve; it,ang therefore by a, paticalar Lot.from 
Heav'n, Was deftig'd roſo extraprdinary a bleſſing, fo 
matchleſs for it ſelf, and ſo wondrous for. it's Conſtancy, 
ſhall be remembred to your Immortal Honour, when all 
* other TranſaQtions of the Age you live in ſhall be for- 

ONten. 5:2 od 3hely 55 9675S Yo 5} 

; Burl forget thax.Lamts,ask Pardon for the fault I have 
been all this while Committing... Wherefore I: beg your 
Highneſs to forgive me this preſumptien,. and that;you: 
will be pleas'dto think well of.one who cannot help reſoly-. 
ipg withall.the, Aﬀtions of. Life, to endeayvur to deſegve 
it: Nay more, I would beg, and hope it. may be;granced 
that | may through yours never,want an Advocate in his 
Favour, whoſe I and Mind you have 1d entire. a 
ſhare in ;- it.is my only Portion and my Fortune I can- 
not but be happy, ſo longas I have but hopes I may en- 
joy it, and | muſt be Miſerable, ſhould it eyer be my ill 
Fate to loſe it. | WS OR. WITS ll RY 

This with Eternal wiſhes for your Royal Highnefs's 
Content, -Happinels, . and Proſpcrity, inall Humility is 
preſented by Nx xn 5 
© ©". Tour moſh obedient and devoted Servant, 
FH0OTWAT: (15 


o s R £ "* ” = 
. Sa WI —_— ; ©. > De" ” Woh = —_ 


The molt Renta 
We: -©- {0 
<M E N. 


; ' Caſto, A Nobleman aked | 


from the-Qqurr, .and living Tx Bo 
PRYTc_p If the yaorjws: ff By Mr. Gillow; 


Caſtalio, 33Þ- TOA jw ts . "By Mr. Betterten, 


Vai Sotis. .. 


Polydore, By Mr. To. Wi lions, 


Chamont, A young Souldier - | 
of Fortune. | * By Mr. Smith. 


Erneſto, T Servants in che Fa- By Mr. Norris. 
Paulino, mily,. | By Mr, Wave. 


Cordelio, Polydore's Page: By the lile Girl 
Chaplain. $65 LI By Mr. Percival. 
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Monimia, The Orphan, lefrun- © © 
der he Guardianſhip of old | 
Acaſto. By Mrs Barry... 


Serina, Acaſto's Daughter. ; By Mrs. Boteler.. 
Elorella, Monimia's Woman. © By Mrs. Osborn. 
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you, great Judges in thi Writhg Age, 
| The Sons of Wit, and Patrons of the Stage, 
With af! thoſe humble thoughts which fliÞ have ſway'd 

His Pride, much doubting, trembling and afraid 

Of what is to his want of merit due, 

And aw'd by every Excellence in you, 

The Author ſends to beg you would be kind, 

And ſpare thoſe many faults you needs muſt find, 

Tou to whom Wit a Common Foe is =__ 

The thing ye ſcorn, and publickly diſown ; 

Though now perhaps y are here for other ends, 

He (wears # me. ye ought to be his Friends : 

For he ne're call a ye yet infipid Tools ; 

Nor wrote one line to tell ye Loon were Fools : 

But ſays of wit ye have ſo large a ſtore, 

So very, much, you never will have more. 

He ne're with Libel treated yet the Town, 

Fhe names of Honeſt men Bedaw'd and ſhown, 

Nay, never once lampoon'd the harmleſs life 

Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife : | 

Satyr's the effett of Paetries diſeaſe ; 

Which, Sick of a lew'd Age, ſhe vents for Eaſe, c 
But now her only ſtrife ſhould. be-to pleaſh; © 

Since of ill Fate the banefal Clowd's withdritwvy ; 

And happineſs again begins to dawn, Ny” 
Since back with Joy. and Triumph he is come, 
That always drove Fears hence, ne're brought 'em home, 
Oft has he plow'd the boiſt rous- Ote#no're, F $00 
Tet ne re more welcome to the longing ſhoar, | 

Not when he brought home YVifories before. C 
For then freſh Lawrels flouriſh't on his Brow, 

And he comes Crown'd with Olive-branches now, 
Receive him ! Oh receive him as his Friends ; 
Embrace the Bleſſings which he Recommends ; 
Such quiet as your Foes ſhall ne're deftroy ; 


Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your hands for Joy. 
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 Enzer Phan on Ercefls. 


firenys/ En 0, this feveriry 
"hon Wl 1: teipo pow'rful in Acaſto's mind, 
T6 hate the Court where he 
| Was bred and liv'd, 
All Honours heap'd on him that 3 þ cou'd give. 
Erneſt, * Tis true, be cache; private Gentleman, - 
But young and brave, and of '4 ly 
Ancient and Noble as the Feopite 
The Honours he has gain'd ate FRY his 
He purchas'd them in War ; thrice has be _,_ 
An Army againſt the Rebels, . and as often " 
Return'd with Viftory ; the World has not 
A truer Souldier, or a better Satje&t. | at, 
Paul. It was his Virtue at firſt tvade me ſerye bins * 
He is the beſt of Maſters.as of -Friends' 
| know he has lately been invited rhirher ; 4 | 
Yet till he keeps his ſtubborn purpoſe, ries, PT 30-0 4 
He's old, and willingly would be.at reft : 
[ doubt have? s deepre entment in his mind, bd. 
For the late {light bi Hoootir fiiffer'd there. , 
Em. Has he not reaſon ? When for whit be had boro 3 
Long, hard, and faithful T0 He might buve daion's '* 
Places in. Honour, and emplo h; | 
A buffing ſhining flatering Cord, 
A Cankes. warm. of Peace was tas d dbvye hit. 
Paul, Yet till fe holds Jult valae for the King 
Nep ever Names bim but width higheſt reverente: - * 


Paul. 


S The ORPHAN. 
"Tis noble that 
Ern. Oh | I have heard bim wanton in hu praiſe, | 
Speak things of bim might Charm the Ears of Envy.” 
Paul. Oh may he live till Nature's felf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can blels the Earth ! 
For when he dies, farewel all Honour, — gil 


All generougencougg of A "x 
For charicpfer ſel + af | '% 
Ern. No, be hah two Sons that v were ue 0. to $ 


As well his Virtues, as his Fortuns Heirs. 
"Paul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of IO 


They came-T wias-from-the Womb,. and —_ live, 

As it they would go Twins too to the Grave ; | 
Neither Ge aoy zhigg he calls his own, *? $4 
But of each others joys as griefs partaking ; ; 2 
So very honeftly, fo welt they love, - 

As they were only for each other born: 

Em. Never was Parent ' in un Off-fptitig* happier, 
He has a Daughter: too, whoſe blooming. Age,........ 
Promiſes Goodneſs: equal to_bex Beauty: as 

Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip JR the hren, 
So has her Infant Nature choſen rog@ : _.. 

A faithful Partner of- her thoughts and wiſhes, 

And kind Companiog of. her woes a pleafirch, | 

Ern, You mean the Beauteous ” fair Monimia ? 

Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the. "brave Chamant. 
He was our Lords Companion. in: the, —_— 
Where ſuch a wondrous, Friendlhip grew between mn 
As only Death could end : Chamone's Eſtate | 
Was ruin'd in our late and Cayil diſcards : - 

Therefore unable to advance her Fortune, V 
He left his Daughter to our, Maſter's s care. ; 
To ſuch a care as ſhe ſcarce loſk a . Faiher. - 

Ern. Her Brother to the Emperour's Wars went early, '* 
To ſeek a Fortune or a,nable. Fate; _ 

Whence he with Honours expected back, PIN 
And mighty marks of that gr great Prinory : FP | 
Paul. Our Maſter never w : 


peut his Sons 
To ace for EO 0h, Ungertain en A 


Burt wants to avoid both Courts, and Camps 
Where Dilatory Fortune plays the Jile* 
With the Ro noble honeſt (ir Mii, i 
To throw her ſelf away qn_ Fools and! Knaves.. - * | 
Em. They bath have. forward, .rous "aAiye Sings, by | 
JOY their Pezizion tq their, Fa + ant £0E 16 g BY 
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To ſend them forth where Glory's to be gotten ; 
They cry they*re weary of their lazy home, 
Reſtleſs ro do ſome thing that Fame may ralk of. 
To day they chas'd the, Boar, and near this time 
Should be return'd.. ', 

Paul. Oh that's a Royal ſport ! 
We yet may ſee the old man in a morning, 
Luſty as health come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the chace as if be meant 


To o'retake time and bring back Youth again. 
[ Ex, Ern, and Paul. 


Enter Caſtalio, Polydor, and Page. 


Caſt, Polydor ! our ſport _ 

Has been to day much better for the danger ; 
When on the brink the foarhing Boar I mer, 

And in his fide thought to have lodg'd my ſpear, 
The deſperate ſavage ruſht within my Force, 

And bore me headlong with him down the Rock. 

Ped. Burt then 

Caſt. Ay then my brother, my Friend Poſydor, 
Like Perſeus mounted-on his winged Steed 
Came on, and down the dang'rous precipice leapt 
Tolave Caſtalio. *T was a God-like ACt. 

Pod. Burt when I came, I round you Conqueror. 
Oh my heart danc't to ſee your danger paſt ! 
The heat and fury of the Chace was could, 

And I had nothing in my mind but Joy. 

Caſt. So, Polyder, methinks we might in War 
Ruſt on togetherz Thou ſhou'dit be my Guard, 
And I be thine ; what is't could.hurt us then ? 
Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms, 

How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And d'ye of rank diſeaſes here at home ? 

Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old ; 
| would be buſie in the world and learn, 

Not like a courſe and uſeleſs dungle weed 
Fixt ro one ſpor and rot juſt as ] grow, 

Cot. Our” Father | 
Has ta ne himſelf a ſurteit of the world, | 
And cries it isnot fate that weſhould' raſte it, * 
lown I have Duty very pow'rful in the” 
Arndthy' Id hazard all to raiſe my Name, 

B 
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Yer he's ſo tender and fo good: « "ill? 
T could not do a thing to croſs hi 
Pol. Caſtilio, I bave doubts within my bears, 
Which you, and only you, can can ſatisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your Ran ON | 
Caft. Have 1 a thought my Poder ſhou!d not know 7 
What can this mean * | 
Poll, Nay, Ill conjur _ roo, 
By all the ſtricteſt bonds F viel Frievdlhp, 


T'o ſhew your heart as naked in this point, _ | 
As you would purge you of your fins to Heaven. 


Caſt. I will. 
Pol. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear ic 


With all the ſuffrance of a tender Friend. 

Caft. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
The Artiſt's hand, that Miniſters bis Cure, 

Pol.” That's kindly faid, You know our Fathers ward 
The fair Monimis ; is your Heart at peace ? 
I it ſo guarded chat you could not love her ? 

Coft. Suppoſe I ſhould. 

Pol. Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother. 

Caſt. You'd ſay, | mult nor. 

Pol. That would iound to roughly 
"T wixrt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 

Caft. Is Love a Fault? 

Pol. In one of us it may be : 
What if I Love her? 

Caft, Then I muſt inform you, 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Claim, 
But will preſerve the Ken righ of of my Fn 

Pol. You will. 

Caft. I will 

Pol. No more, I've done. 

Caſt, Why not? 

Pol. I told you I had done ; 
But you Ceſtalie would deſpure it; 

Caft, No: 
Not with my Pobdere z though 1 mu own 
My Nature obſtinate and void of ſuff rance. 
Love rains a very Tyrant in my hbearr, 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
Of furious wiſhes, fears, and nice-ſu 
I could not bear a Rival in my Frig 
I am fo muck in love, and Fond, | | 

Pol. Yet you would break this Friendlbip?/ | 


— 
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Pol. Bur for s Toy you would, « Womans Toy, 
Unjuſt Cofebo. 
Caft. Prithee; where's wy faul? | 
Caſt. Yes | 
Pe. And you would. F_4 
If I'm your Rival. 
Gaft. No, fure we're ſuch Friends, 
So much one man, tha our affeRions tos 
Muſt be united, and the ſame as wo are. 
Pol. | dere upon TR. 
Ca8. Love ber ſtill ; 
Win, and enjoy her. 
Pol. Both of us cannot. | 
Caft. No matter 
Pol. GC cad you? 
Caft. Wed her! | 
No! were ſhe all deſire could wiſh, #s fair | 
As wou'd the vaineſt of her Sex be 
With Wealch beyand what Womans pride could waſte, 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. . Marry ? 
When I am old and weary of the World, 
I may grow deſparate 
And ake s Wike to mwontfy withall, 
Pol. It is an elder Brothers duny (© 
To his Family and Nome : - 
=, Wnt hero your © andbury/ ith you? 
c ; : 
No, let me live ar pk ye an 
Pol. Who hl poll th Eb you ve 
Of My F 
If he ſurvives me,” if not, my King, | // 
hes may beſton't again cn ſome brave mas, 
Inna 
aro boo 
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Pol, Vere you not with her privately lai | 
Caſt. I was, hop abobby, hi > 401 31 
But th* oppertunity ſhall now be thine ; vin! 
My ſelf will bring thee to the Scene of Libve-= = 
But have a care, by Friendſhip I cony jurethee*- Fol 15Y a4 
That no falſe Play be offer'd to thy Brother. #2.L tg9 
Urge all thy pow'rs to make thy Pad proſper” ©? bn. nf 
But wrong not mine. vitwyy mt 
Pol. Heav'n bleſt me if I gow"! 
Caſt. If*t provethy Formune. Eddy I 
(For thou haſt all the Arts of- fine perfwalion!) 
Tru me and ler me know thy Love's ret a_ 
That I may ever after ſtifle mige. 70.1 £4) 
Pol. Though ſhe be dearer to.my foul then Reb 
To weary Pilgrims, or to Miſers Gold, 
To great men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride, 
Rather then wrong Caftahs, Fd forget hier: 
For if ye Pow'rs have happirieſrin Rove, | ws 10 7 
When ye would ſhower down joyes on Por, *Þ 


'1\ 


In one great bleffing all your: ſend, »» lic ot. 107 
That] may never loſe is dear a'Friend.© 51 = 
(ﬆ Galt, FR Manet Pore. 

Enter / Moriiia 


Men. So ſoon return'd from bunting®- This Fir Dy” 
Seems as if ſent to invite the world wbroad. 
Paſt not Caſtalie and Pohydor this "ou ak | Qr; 
Page. Madam;juſt row, rt 


Mon, Sure ſome ill Fate's upon Gai! vine wig 1 
Diſtruſt and heavineſs ſits rottyd why teher; - 1s 3%. 2873 30 an 
And apprehenſion ſhocks\my* timorousSoulL” Fs. 0? 
Why was I not {lain in my peaceful Grave i WAS 
Wirh my poor Parents ? And ar Reſt wrhey are ?- 7 


Inſtead of that I am wand'ring ims cates. 
Caftalio ! Oh Caftalio ! Thow haft caught- weE 
My Fooliſh heart ; and like a tender Child, - > CHIN 24 þ 
That truſts bis pla y-thing to another hand, q y TH 
1 fear its Earm, and fain would have it back7 10% = 
Come near Cerdelio, I muſt thideyouy She ic 7 + 1 100 bun 
Page. Why, Madam,” have -dotie:pou any wrong? | 

Mon. I never fee yatynow |; youhare been kinder," | {4 
Sat by my Bed, and ſung me pretty: Songs ++ BUS) 31.24 2% GIA 4 of 
Perhaps I've been ungreatful, gs der for You MA my ? , ' 
\ Will youdhlige me? Shull es you ohenerÞ" dr fgm of v2 _ 
Page, 
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Pag: Madam, I'de ſerve you with'my Sol ; 
But in a morning when you call me'to you, 
As by your bed ſtand and tell you ſtories, ' 
I am aſham to ſee your ſwelling Breaſts, 
I: makes me bluſh, they" afe(s very white; - . + 
Men. Oh men for flatteryanddeceit rendwn'd' * 
Thus when y' are young, | yelearh it alike him, © 
Till as your years increaſe, that ſtrengthins too; 
T'undo poor Maids and make vurruin cafic, 
+ Tell me, Cordelio, for thow haſt oft heard. 
Their friendly Converſe, /and their boſome ſecrets, 
Sometimes at leaſt, have they not talkrof me 2 
Pag. Oh Madam !- Very wiekedly they have talk : 
But I m afraid to name it, for they ſay 
Boys muſt be whipt that tell there Maſters ſecrets, 
Mon. Fear not, Cordelio ! it ſhall ne're be known , 
For lll preſerve the ſecrets as *rwere mine. 
Pohder cannot be fo kind as I. + 
['11 furniſh thee for all the harmleſs ſports 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt bg my Page. 
Pag. And truly, Madam,-lI had rather be ſo. 
Methinks you love me better then my Lord, 
For he was never balf ſo kind as you are? 
What muſt I do?” ' © 7 +, 
Mon, Inform me bow'th” laſt beard” - * 
Caftalio, and his Brother uſe myname ? © 
Pegg. With all the tenderneſs of Love, -* + / 
You were the Subje&t of there laſt diſcourle. 
At firſt I thought it would have Fatal prov'd 1 
But as the one grew hot the other coold,- -- 
And yielded to the frailty of his Friend x 
Aclaſt, after much ftrugling 'rwas reſoly'd. ' 
Mon, What good Cordelio? ' © | 
Pag. Not to quarrel for you.: - | To 
Moen. I would tet bave'em, by my deareſt hopes, +. 
I would not be the argumenit of - ſtrife... - BH 
But ſurely my Caftalio won't forfike me, 
And make a Mockery of my cafie Love. - - 
Went they together ? - BY 
Pap. Yes to ſeek you, Madam. BD 
Caftalio promis'd Pohder to bring him, - 
Where he alone mighe meer-you, © | 
And fairly try the Fortune of his wiſhes... 
Mon. Am 1 then grown ſo'cheap,/ [juſt to be made :\. it; 
A common ſtake, a prizefor loveio jeſt? - 11 1 1 » "Wa 


g The QRPHAN. 
Was not Caſtalio very loch to. yield it, 
Or was it Polydor's unruly Peſlian, 
_ heightned the debate ? 
g. The _— o_ 
C ar ay'd wit & 
The pay not the, peRgs zxey Tag 
He ſaid no > Womans files alles hovld buy his Freedom ; 5 


Where is there Faith, and. | 

Ye Gods, that Guard the Innocent, "and guide 

The Weak ; protet, and toke me to your care. 
Oh ! bur Peron There's the Rack will wrack mc! 
Why was I made with all my Sexes foftacſs, 

Yer, want the Cunning-wo conceal its follics ? 

ll ſee Coftalio, tax bim with his falleboods, 


Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my wrongs ; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him Rtjll, 


Enter Caſtalig avd Polydor. 


He comes, the Conquerour comes ! lye (till, my Heart, 
And learn to bear thy injuries with ſcorn, 

Caſt. Madam, my Brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly. | 
I leave you as becomes me, and Withdraw. . 

Moen. My Lord Caftalio! 

Caft, Madam! 

Mos. Have you purpes'd 
To abuſe me palpably? What means this uſage ? 
Why am 1 left with Poder alone ? 

Caſt. He beſt can tell you. BuGneſg/of , importance 
Calls me away, I muſt attend tay Father. 

Me" Will you then leave me thus ? 

Caft. But for a moment. | 

Moen. It has been otherwiſe ; the time has been, 
When buſineſs might have tay'd, and I beep heard. 

Caft. 1 could for ever hear- thee x. but this time . 

Matters of ſuch odd circumſtances preſs me, 
Thar I muſt go.— 

Men. Then go, and if t Fr poſſible for ever. 
Well, my Polydor, 1 gueſs your bulanes, 
And read the ill. natur'd purpoſt in your eyes. 

Pel. If to delire-you mare than Miſers, Wealkþ, 
Or dying taco an hour of added lifa | 
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If fofteſt Wiſhes, and a heart more true, 

Than ever fuffer'd. yer for love diſdzin'd, 

Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 20 Pp 
Mon. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Pol. Who can behold ſuch , and be ſilent ? 

Defire firſt taught us words + Man-when created 

Ar firſt alone, long wander'd up and down, - 

Forlorn, and filent as his Vaſlal ; 

But when a Heav'n-bern Maid, like you, appear'd, 

Strange pleaſures fill'd bis eyes, and fir'd his heart, 

Unloos'd his Tongue, and this firſt'talk wasLove. 

Mon. The firſt as es hens. were bleſt ; 
They were the only ObxCts of each other ; 

Thc refore he Courted her, and her alone; * 
But in this fſbpled World of Beauty, where 
There's roving Room, where you thay court, and ruin © 
A thouſand more, why need you talk ro 'me ? 

Pol. Oh! Icould talk to thee for ever: Thus 
Erernally admiring, fix and gaze 
Oa thoſe dear eyes, for every.glance they ſend 
Darts. chrough my Soul, and almoſt givesenjoymenr. 

Men. How can you labour thus for my undoing 2 
| muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more, 

Than ever 1 can hope to to Pay. | 
There always was a Friendſhip *twixt our Families ; 
Ard therefore when rhy tender Parents dy'd, 

Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too expir'd with them, 

Your Father's Pity, and his Bounty took 'me 

A poor and helpleſs Orphan to his care. 

Pol. *T'was Heav'n ordain'd it ſo, to make me happy. 
Hence with this peeviſh Verrue, *tis a cheat, 
And thoſe who tavght it hrſt, were —_ 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were for yielding. 


Mom. Here on my knees by Heavens bleſt power 1 ſwear, 


If you perſiſt , 1 never henceforth” will ſee you ' 
But rather wander, - through the World a Bcggar, 
And live on ſordid ſcraps at proud Mens Doors ; 
For though to Fortune loſt, 1']1 Al inberie 
My,Mother's Vertues and my Father's Honour. 
Pol. Intolerable Vanity ! your Sex 
Was never in the right, y're always falſe, 
Or ſilly ; even your are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites't -you think 
Ot gathing twice ! Opinion you have none. 
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To day y*are nice, ro m>rrow not-lu frees! I " et 54 
Now ſmile, then trown ; now-forzowfulg! CA e- ; nel] 
Now pleaſe, now not ; andall you kaownotwhy 1: |»; - 
Vertiue you affe,-/inconſtancy's you pradtice, | .c 

And when your [ooſe defaren once get dominion; - » 


No hungry Churle feeds courſer-ar « Feaſt 4+ 

Every rank Fool goes down | 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, + © 

I own my Sexes folſies;:; are eb 


of, oe: a6 3 
bigh tx2l 1 
And to avoid its fa fi frotn-you, + > i: 5; 'A e270] : 
Therefore believe mey-chuld: ytiw riſe me bigh. int! 
” As moſt fantaſtick-Womanswiſh cauld reach, I odl 
And lay all Nature's Riches-at:my'feet, + -/ 
I'de rather run a Salvage in-the Woods 
Amongſt bruit Beaſts, grow. wrinckledand deforra'd, *. 
As wildnefs and moſt rude negled> could make my. 51 11 _ 
So l might ſtill ejoy my Honour: ſafe |-- -- + 1 
From the deſtroying wiles of faichleſs men. - [ Ex. Mon. 
Pol. Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing call'd man, 
To chringe thus, fawn, and-flatter for a pleaſure, 
Which Beaſts erygy ſo: very much/above'him ? 
The lufty Bull ranges: through all the Ficld, 
And from rhe Herd fingling hys Female our, 
Enjoys her, and abandons her ar Wall. - +, —_ at] 
1: ſhall be fo, I'll yet poſſes my Love, vewh 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded hours. 
Then when her roving thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton wiſhes to'her heart ; 
I'th* very minute when her Vertue nods, 
[Il ruſh upon her in a ſtorm'of Love, -. | 
Beat down her Guard of Honour all before me; 
Surfeit on Joys till even defire;grow ſick ; 6-4 
Then be long Abſence liberty regain, Te 
And quiet forget the: pleaſure and the-paiga. 
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ACTIH-SCENE I 


Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydor, Attendants. 


| | (ls 14 4591 
Acaſt day has been a Day of Glorious ſport. ul 
When you, Caſtalie, and your Brother lefr Wis þ 

Forth from the Thickets ruſheanorher Boar,” |. - F. 


 E>SO) > Sm5m wr AS pf ne nr af I OR 


Y 
Till brandiſting EEE 
With his cold leh 
The ugly add ths he ng, 
Caſt, The AQtions of your life. were always wond "rous; 
Acait. Noflattery, (6G +4 nm anal by't, 
[t is alictle ſacaki Knayes - 
Uſe to Cajole and Fol witars I" 
If thou baft flatt'ry in thy Nature, out with, 
Or ſenfl it to a Court, fer ahve, Toll thrive. 
Pol. Why ghere 2.7 
Acaft. "T'is,. next to Mone p | euerant there, 
Tobe ſcen daily in as: many 
As there are forts of Vanities, agd Men ; 
The ſuperſtitious States-man has his ſneer 
To ſmooth a poor man off with that can't bribe hig , 
The grave dull fellow of ſmgll bufizels faochs | 
TheHumorif, ad vil nadir Ws 
bo without & boi-brain' din. 
NO EERET 
Ora Grave Councelor mect A ſmooth moung Lord, 


Make ſhow. Why ſhould I vex and obafe-my ol 

To ſee a gawdy Coxcomb ſhine, when 1 ;- _ 

Have ſeen enough to ſoorh him jo-his follies 

And ride him toadvantage asl pleaſe ? —— 
Acaſt, Who merit oughtindecd ro riſe i'th world, 

But no wiſe man that's honeſt ſhould expett. 

What man of ſenſe would rack bis generous mind, 

To pradtiſe all the baſe Formalicies /-- |. / 

And Forms of buſineſs, force © grave ſharch'r face, - 

When he's a very Libertine in's hear: ? 

Secm not to know this or that man in-publick, - 

W hen privately perhaps they meet together, 

And lay bs 4. ot lome brave Fellows Ruio.. 

Such things aredoge -wwwb— 


Caſt. YourLoepevroogent een nr 


l 
- _ i, Fe Wy 
OS 44 +45. "IP « IT. $4 
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So great that you with Juſtice min ork ' 295) 94 
But ſuffer'w mm —_— 6.293 (47 
Fortunes deceits, to het as ſhe's & 1947 
os «Common Mitel, "kibd tou 206 31 5G 
Her worth would ceaſe, and/half the w 4 _y idle," 
Acaſt, Go to, Yare Fools, *nd Ktiow -me-not; Tre lewne 
[ ,ong, fince to bear revenge, of ſcorn'my wrongs, * | 
According to the value ot' the tdoer; 
You doth would fain be Great, - and to that ene+, 
Deſire to do things worthy yoar-Antbitioh 3; 
Go to the Camp, Preferment's nobleft Marr, A HT. 
Where Honour ought to have the faireſt lay, py —Y V2; 
Corruption, envy, diſcontent; and ; 7 
Almoſt in every Band : How many men _ | 
Have ſpent their blood in their dear Countries ſexie 
Yet now pine under want, while ſelfiſh flaves, U 
' Thateve'n would cut their throats, whom now they Rn 
Like deadly Locuſts eat the 
W hich thoſe induſtrious Bees fo hardly woyfd for 3 + 
Caſt: Theſe (ry 9m with wy AQITVe mind, 
Methinks I would be buſie. 
Pol. So would , - © © 
Not loyter out my life at home, and khow | 
-No farther than one prof} gives me leave.” - tors Ni 
Acaſt, Bulie your chen, Rady Anand Aiaon's 2 
Learn bow to value Merits though in Rapy, 
And ſcorn a proud ill manner'd Knave in Office 


Ld 


Enter Serina, Monimia, ' ont Maid, 


Ser. My Lord, my Father! 
Acaſt. Bleſſings on my Child, ” .- 
My little Cherub, what Raſt thou to al me * 

Ser. E bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcame News, 
The Young Chamont, whom you've 6 __ wiſht boon, 
I juſt arriv'd and eantring. F utY 

Acaſt. By my Soul, 

And ali my honours, he $s moſt dearly welcome, 
Let me receive him like his Father's F riend. '' 


* » Enter Chamont; 
e6UT. 


— thou Relick of the beſt low'd man, 0 - 
Welcome from all the Turmoils, and the Hazards, » 
Ot cerrain danger, and uncermin fortune ; \ 2 -1;{tb; 


_—_— 
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Long ag af ah js ER 

in m 

Toy Tay days by ni 0A eg thee 
In gentle Dreams, and atizfied my Soul : 


ough al Ma > 1 
But 1 feel ſomething in my, hearrehar prompts, . ___--- 
And tell me the has can ard inter theres | 


Acaft, Y oung Souldier, you've not only ftudy'd War, 
Courtſhip I ſee has been your Praftice | 


your ſelf to meg, wn Fate, 
And by that Patent Thaye : leave to love ber, + 
Ser. Monimia, thou halt told me, men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feign, and make an. Art of, wg ' 
Is Chement ſo ? No, ſure he's. more then mw 
Something by near Divine, and Truth Jedi him, 
Acaft. Thus , who pompous Pow n, 
The Luxury of Co or SO PE? 
_ i be owe Joy, A, all the kouſe this & 


flow at large 
RET 97 Rp ; 


You have not vi Cour, Chow, | 
3 1g FED. 
Cham. I have no bulinels there, 
I have not {laviſh Temperance enough 
T' attenda Fav rites heels, and wang bi files, 21 as 
Bear an il] Offize done-me 40 my 7-4 
Sr i 4 
Acaft. This you could wi > [To biaSow. 
Caſt. [4 Gps ay, Pine, 1 
Acaſt. RIY | 
Caſte. I would, .my 
Pol. And1L, both would, . 
Aceft, Away. 
He needs not any Servants { ©} | 


Serve him ! he. merits mor t > og do ! 
L 2 


14 Nk-'\O'R'P HA Ne 
Heis o good, praiſe cannot. ſpeak his worth © 1431 1» 
So merciful, wel WI in wrath zg 
$5 juſt, that were n private man, £- 
He ooka not do. a wrong, How would you ſerve him ? 
Caft. Ide ſerve him with my Fortune here at home, © - 
And ſerve him with my perſon in his wars, El 
Watch for him, fight for bim, bleed for bir. _ | 
Pol, Dye for him, | oa . 
As every true born loyal SubjeQt ought. 
'  " Acaft, Letme embrace you both. _ Now by the Souls 
O7 my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy, 
For this be ever bleſt my Marriage day, 
Bieſt be your Mothers memory that bore you, 
And double bleſt be that auſpicious Hour, | 
That gave the Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, - ” 
Ye ſhall have buſineſs, when your Muſter wants you, 
You cannox 'ferve a, Nobler, T have'ferv'd him” 
| Þ this old body yet the'minks remain | 


4 


Ot many wounds. I've with his Tongue prockim'd 

- His right, even in the face of rank Rebellion, | 
And when a foul mouth'd Traytor once prophan'd 

His ſacred name, with thy goodSabir drawn, 
Ev'n at the head of all his my 


rout, 
I ruſht and Clove the Rebel co the Chine 


Enter Servant. 


Sex. My Lord, the expe&ed Gueſts are jult arriv'd; 
Act. Go you, and give 'em Welcome-and Receprion. 
Chem. My Lord, I ſtand in nerd of your affiſtance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour.” 
caſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave man I lov'd; 
So freely friendly we converſt together...” © * 
What e're it be with confidence impart it, 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 

. Cham, I dare not doubt your FRendſhip nor your Juſtice 
Your Bounty ſhewn t6 what hal8 maſtdear, eE 
My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten? 1 

_ Pride more of that ; it grates my Nature, 

C en our dear Parents dy'd, t together 
One Fate furpriz'd 'em, and one GR = + ok, pf 
M; Father with his dying breath bequeath'd CG  ADD". 
Her to my Love : My Mother, as ſhe lay 14, (8B o8 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her” fide, 100 2% \ — 


j 


my'gr | DAFT. 
Acaft. Eat 
Cham; Friend y's raid was ou 400k hey 
An nur tothe deere workſ {arr 8 : 7p 


Acaft. Fee-not wroeg's bhi Foc 
_ Far be it from my = 
Then wh genntre "29 

* My an als, andy 1 bear ir. - +: 

Acaſt. GO als! 2 th 119 + er! 

Cham. Gran en, 
TY and Pride 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſarp «lirtle, L 
May us (rather then be thoughr behind hand) 

Pay over-price. « 

Acaſt, | cannor gueſs-your drift z 
Diſtruſt you me? "6. 

Cham. No, but 1 fn hoy wenhkmads OL :36091 bz 4 
May make her pay a debt at-any rate>-; | # wm [is | 
And to deal freely with your Lordſhips goodnek, toll 
. I've heard a ſtory lately much diſturbs me. - 

Aceft. Then firſt charge her ; .nnditf the offepce be found 
Within my reach, tho' ie ſhou'd routh my wi rat p 
In my own Off- ſpring, by the dear rememberance | 
Of thy brave Father whom my beart-rejayed 4 INigs- 

I'd proſecute it with fevereſt Vengeante;: 

Chen, I thank you from my Soul. 

Men, Alas, my Brothey ! | 
Wha: have1 done? and why do you abaſe me ? 

My heart quakes in me ; in your Sante Pegks. : 
And cloude 1 Brow methink They Fits: Wm 
You willnot kill met © + 

Chen, Prithee, why Joſt wil ſo > - 

Aon. Look kindly on then, Feannot lime 
Severity ; it daunts, and amaze me ; «1 
My heart's ſo tender, Sd pee onthe FE 
| ſhould but weep, and onſwer.y yl 
Bur uſe me gently like-a loving Brother, +: 
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x6 ZH. ON fi DOR, 
And ſearch throygh 4ll the Secrers of nily Shel $7 A319 7 nad | 
Cha. Fear nothing, 1 wil ſhew E « Bible -VRwR tt; WA 
' Atender, honeſt, and a loving | vol 201 {ig bat # v4 
Y ave not forgot our Father'®" 'r wor "e Fe to ic: ne of 
Mon, I ſhall never. 21,9"; ib 01-150 yewhd anew 120 3on 15.7 
'\Gbay;; you'l remetaberitoo;chelwas «May's H baid ag; rl 2) 
That liv'd up to the fanderd bEihk Honour, It»:d at : : May * : ki 
And priz'd that Jewel more then Mines of Wealth+'7 1 5-411 
He'd not have done a ſhameful thing bur onve7" } 
Though kept ©a darkneſs fromiche>World;: OY 
He could not have forgiven it tolKianfalfly ow 11115b * a 
This was the only Portion that be left us 300561 191110n, 
And I more glory in't, then if -pofſeſt*7 1 4nov7 34 
.Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fook, | ? 
"Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be' manng'c d nil S | 
Now it by any'chance Aduniie, */ 931916 7 ered yell , 
You have ſoy!d this Gem, and raken from i i” $ value, 
How will y' account withme Fimo!:ir nige 389% 
Mon. I challenge Envy, vbi1J bas , "oy Us wes 7 
Malice, and all the Practivevbf Hell; © 00 t 1004 
To cenſure all the Adtions of®amy paſt; -. 
Unhappy lite, and taint me if they can! | 
Cha. 11 tell thee then ; Three Nights ago/-uv1- 
Lay muling in my Bed, all darkneſs round me, * © 
A fudden dampſtruck to my hearr;icold fwear:-/ 
Dew'd all my Face, and tr "iriz'd my-Links, 
My Bed ſhook under me; the insſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd Fancy thete appear'd = 
The form of [The thits Beauteousas thou art, 
Thy garments flowing looſe,” 'and"in each! hand - 
A wanion Lover, whichbyrurm:careſ#d thee - 
With.all the F reedomn 'of (unbounded pleatare » | 12 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and inthe very "Moment: + 
Darted it at the Fantome, ſtraight it lefr me : 
Then roſe and c:l!'d for Lights, when, O Dire Omen: 
I found my weapon hadithe Arras pierc'd, / if þ 
Juſt where that famous tale whs indvboren, : 
How th' unhappy Theben flew hi Father! +2 +1 
Men. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is ſulpeRel! 
Becauſe in Dreams your Fancy has been ridden, 
I mult betortur'd waking! - | 
Che, Have a care, _ 
Labour not to be juſtified too faſt,” 
Hear all, and then lec Juſtice holdthe feale ;/ <2 
What follow'd was the Riddle parker vant Ad mes; wins 


;, wy "__ © a 
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P es | ; -Þ | Ke. ates X Ada a 
Seth tar > ! | vp 


wrapt- 

— pon In Fenn an. old Brip'd Han 
Which ſerv'd to keep hn Cen 
So there was nothing I 
Her lawer weeds were ore courlely 
Wik Give IT ors ft Jellew 
And' ſeern'd to 
Then crav'd my 
To ſave a Siſter : At that ay wg P 

Mon. by oy rr dy. | 


They flock about ſts: . 
of Pry ng Þ ag ry a Femmes 


Asin it bore great circumſtance gf, truth ,,. 
Ceftalio and Polydor, my Siſter. 
Men. Hah ! 
oh What ater [ans 
Now Father's 
pars Ao. if thou haſt nor loco thaw 
Thy Honour at a CN | 
aft, fo havdly.cop Milorrmna lends 
I muſt; fo yay un JE 
That both have offer'd me 
Cha. And pagan wars any >» Tp FA | 
Mon. Though they both with earteft Vowy 1... 
Have preſt my heart, if -e're-in erg. 
To any but Gaſtalio ! a1; 
Che. Bur Caftalio ! 
Mon. Still will you croſthe Line of, an Dies 
Yes, I confeſs that be has won my'Soul-:; | 
By generous Love and honourable hits 
Which he this day, 
And make himſelf by holy 
Cha. Arttheuidhentnatiah2 -u » <4 HOO 
Thy Virtue. white without a blot untajated ? | 
Mon. When I'a unchaft, my, Heaven, cc jet. my Prayers !. 
Or-more, to make me wrerclied,.: may. yaykapw it! 


Ghe Ob then, Meoninua, artthow GeprFray Ihe. Ne | 


_" _— 


131. 7k ORP Pry ur 
Thas all the Camfomn ever yeblſbines/ | 
ler not Macriage r 

Truft not a mzny ave are by falſe, td bs 
Diſſ-mbling,fubile, eruel wo#- ore an Rl bets ffi yrh 

When a Man talks of Love, * with caution roſthlm ps 

But if he ſwears, he!l certainly'deceive thee; -: os! 

I charge thee let no moreCaſtaio focth Thee. | / 

Avoid it as thou would'lt preſerve the peace 

O: a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul tl are preciovs, - 

Mon. 1 will! 
Cham, Appear as cold, #idn Gone” you meet, ws Gtexr One | 

When Mer itbegs, then ſhalt thou' fee bow {on ' - 'r 

His heart will cool, and*hispatiy grow eefity” - [Es G% 
- Moen. Yes, I willtry him; corrare tim ay" 

For, oh Caftalio ! thou ro much baſt wrong'd me,” | 

In leaving me to Poder's ill uſage. ©* 

He comes, and now for once, Wi Eovs ſtand 

Wrilſt a bard part's perforar'd ! For Tmuſt is 325H qa? 
Wound bis obs 1 Nature, though apo Hearn icfor = _ 


Enter Caſlalio: 


Cat. Monimia, Monimis, ſhe's _ 
And feem'd to part with anger Sj” 
I am a Fool, und ſh us und try W en) : 
She uſes me already like a Slave; 7 JG 
Faſt bound in Chains to be chaſtis'dar will: 
'T'was not well done to trifle with my Brother : 
I might baye truſted him with'all the ſecret, 
Open'd my filly heart and ſhewn 4e-bare; * 
But then he loves hertoo ;" but nor liks- meg 
lam a doating honeſk Slave, deſign'd - 
For Bondage, hunk HHeE which Pve fins 
To wear : it is the only thing 1 e're 
Hid from his knowledge ; and be'l ſure forgive 
The firft Tranſgreffion of « wretched Friend 
Betray'd to Love andall its AT 247 
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Enter Polyder, ma Page uf the dur, 


Pol. Here place your ſelf, and watch my Brother rhrouguly 
If he ſhould chance to meer Menimia, make 
Juſt obſervation of each word and ation ; 
Paſs not one circumſtance wichour remark -: 
Sirg 'Tis your office, do'tand bring aas ates 


COR TIT 
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ORPHAN "y 


oy Bur Meoimla, 


Caft. Monimia, My My Angel. 'rmas got kind: . 
To leave me like a Turtle here-alone, --.. 
To droop and mourn the abſence of. my Mate. 
Wher thou art from me every-Place .defart, 
And I, methinks, am Salvage and forloro, 

Thy Preſence only 'ris can make'ine bleſt, 
Heal my 
Mon. Oh the bewitching -T 


To draw the pitying raveller to Den; 
Your'Sex are ſo, ſuch 
With 6ghts and plaints y'eatice poor Workens hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made 

| What means my Love $'ohy ow have Idefr's 
This language from the Soveraige of. wy | 
Stop,. ſtop, thoſe Tears, Menimia, for they. 
Like banefal dew trom a diſtempered Sky 
Ted <m chill me-to the very heart. 
Angage he (ela os 993 1 ge 
My heart is fixt, and you ſhall No-more. 


Caf. Who told you ſo? What Villgia durſt .- ; 


| Prophane the Sacred Buſinels of my. Love ? | 
Men. Your Brother knowing on what tearms I'mbere 
Th' Obje& of your Father's Charity, + 
difcours'd pes, ;Love, 
And dont on me with his brutal PaſGon. = 
Coft. "Tis k have been'to blame, and only 
Falſe ro my Brother and unjuſt co-Thee. -. " 
For, oh! he loves thee too, and, this day own 
Tax: me with mine, and claim'd a Cong = 
Mon. And was your Love ſo very tame 40 {hriok, 
Or rather then loſe him, * nm rem he il 
Coſt. I, kno him precipugte Wir; 
To calm Aud "p conceal any Happineſs, 
Seem'd tocomply wirh his uaruly wills - + .- - 
Talkt as he talk, 'and granted all he a#k't 5 - - 
Leſt hein Rage might nine Loves berryy'd,, 
AndI for ever had Monunue, Joſt, «5 ah - 
Mm, Could you then *.d1d-you 2-c4n bv ie x0 7 


"Twas poorly done, unworiytph. yourdells 
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And [ can never think you meant me fair. - 
Coft. Is this Monimie? furely no ! till now 

I ever thought ber Dove like, Toft, and kind. 

Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurely loſt : 

You were made Fair on purpoſe to undous, 

Whilſt, greedily we ſaarch th' alluring Bair, 

Ard ne're diſtruſt” the poyſon that it hides 
Mm. When Loveill plac d would find a means to break. 
Caſt. Ir never wants pretences nor excule, * 
Mon. Man wherefore was a Lord-like Creature made, 

Rough as the winds, ard as inconſtant too : + © 1t * 

A lofty Aſpe& given him for command, - © © 

EaGly foftn'd, when be would betray - 

Like conquering Tyrants, yow our Breaſts invade, 

Where you are pleas'd to forrage for a while, 

Bur ſoon you hnd new con out, / and leave 

The ravag'd Province ruinate and waſte. © © 

If fo, Ceftelio, you have {erv'd my heart, 

- I find that Deſolation's ſettled there, oh 

And I ſhall ne're recover Peace again. ' +7 
Caſt. Who can hear this and bear an equal mind: - 

Since you will drive me from you, I moſt go; * 

But, oh Menimis, when th' baſt baniſht me; 

No creeping flave, though tratable and dull, 

As artful Woman for her ends would choſe, 

Shall never dote as I have done : For oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell : * 

'Tis Heav'n to have Thee, and without thee Hell. 
Mon. Caſtalio | ſtay ! we muſt not-part. Ifind 

My Rage ebbs out, and: Love'flows in "LE 

Theſe little Quarrels Love muſt needs foy Xs 

They roule up drowlie* thoughts, 'und wake my Soul... 

Oh! charm me with the Muſick of thy Tongue, 

'm ne're fo bleſt, as when Fhear thy Vows, © ® 

And liſten to the Language of thy — 
Co. Where am I ! ſurely Paradiſe is round me! 

Sweets planted by the band of Heaven” grow bere, 

And every Senſe is full of thy Perfetion.” 

To hear thee (peak might calm a mad-mans-Frenzy, 

Till by attention he forgot his ſoxrows $ 

But to behold thy Eyes, th'-amazing Beauties, 

M:ght make him rage again with Love, as do. 

To touch thee's Heav'n, but to enjoy thee, oh !. 

Thou Nature's whole perfeQion'in one picce ! . 

Sure framing the Heav'n took unulual care,.. 


Ss ” 
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As its Beauty it 'd thee Fair x 
Aud form'd thee by the ors Angethere 


ACT IL SCENE I 


Enter Polydor, ad Page, 


Pol. Ere they ſo kind? Rape io me al 
In words, 'twill make me think I faw it too; 
Pag ET ca ne 
Rae nee 


g's, pad 
They Korn'dfubmifion, though 
The Rebel plaid, nd ſera cotbbe prande'd, 
Pol. But what ſacceeded 2 + -. 
Peg. Oh *rwas wounderous pretty ! 
For of « ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
A gentle calm of Love ſucceeded it , 
Mninle 'd and bluſht, Caftslo ſwore ; 
As you, My Lord, 1 well remember, did 
To my young Siſter in the Orenge Grove, 
When I was firſt-preferr'd to be your Page. 
Pol, Happy Coftae 1. Now, by my Great Soul, 
M'ambitious Soul, that. to Glory, 
Il bave her yet, by my 
She ſhall be mine in ſpight - 
vet ONE why Aus ES 
he EI ome , 
Traduc' Flogour? Death! he durf not do't, 
ht tel we parted, and he met her, 


Halt to eds ey by me, ſurpriz d . 
Her ſinking Vertue till yielded q quite : - * 


So Poachers baſe tir d Game, 
WP the fair Mater cheured of of his Prey. 

y 1 

Peg. My Lord !. © | 

Pol. Go to your Chamber and REY 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes * 

| Womens Hypocrilies, their fubtile wiles,” 
Berraying ſmiles, feign'd tears, inconſtancies, 
Their painted out{ides, and i minds, - 
Tveſumof all their follics, an ”_ ir falſhoods. 
2 


Do C_— 


Serv, Oh the unbappieſt Tydings Tongs ere told! 
Pol. The manner | — y, 
Serv. Oh ! your Father, m good Maſter, 

As with his Gueſs he: fet in myrth rais'd high, 

And chas dhe Gobling round the joyful Board, 

A ſuiden trembling” ſerz'd on all his Lanes 3 

His Eyes diſtorted grew ; His Viſage p 


His ſerch forſook him; Life it ſelf ſeem' 1 fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now obout him. 


Enter Acaſto leaning on Tio. 


Acaſt. Support me, give me Air, I'll yet recover, 
» Twas but a flip decaying Nature made, 
For ſhe grows weaty near her Journeys cnd. 
W here are my Sons ? comenear, my Polydes, 
Your Brother ! where's Caflalia ? 
Serv. My Lord, 


T're farch'd, as you commanded, al the houſe, 
He or Monimia are not'to be found. 


Acaſt, Not to found, theo where are al wy Friends? 'ti well, 
1 hope they'll pardon an unhappy fault | - 
M'unmannerly- infirmity has made. '! 
Death could not come in s more welcome hour, 
For Pm prepar'd to meet him, and methinks 
Would live and dye with all Friend's about me. 


Enter Caſtalio. 


Caft. Angels preſerve my deareſt Hoy Lite, 
& Bleſs it with long and uninter 


Oh ! may he live till rime it rang | 
Till good men wiſh him dead, or I offend him ! 

Acaſt. Thank you, Caftalio ; give me both your bands, 
And bear me up, I'd walk : So, now methinks © - 
1 appear as great as Hereyle: hita(elf, - 

Supported by the Pillars he had raiv'd, 

Caft. My Lord, your Chaplain: 

Aeaſt. Let the good man enter. 

Chap. Heaven guard your Lordſhip, and reſtore your health! 

Acaft. have provided for thee if ] dye, 

No fawning ! 'tis a ſcandal to thy Office. 
My Sons, as thus united ever live, 


2. 

His Spleen o're-weighs 

Avoid the politic, the faQtious 
The bubie, 


Mats 
Be ear onefel for yoga Friends, 
Men read not Morals now, 'rwas a Cuſtom, 
But all are to their Father's Vices born : 
And in their Mothers are bred. 
Let Marriage be the laft madthing ye do, 
For all the Sins and follies of | the 
If you have Children, never 'give them knowledge, 
Til hulk Boney pow he all the faſhion. 


 4tbeifts will elſe rgake ie of © 
And laugh ye outon't, never 
Except ye mean'to paſs Yr at ghy: Cnlience, 
And cheat believing Fools thatthink 7 uoyes. 
Serin. My Father !/ 
Acaſt. My heart's Darling ! | 
| Serins. Let my Knees 
Fix to the Earth. Ne're let my Eyes have reſt, 
But wake and weep till Heaven reſtore my Father ! 
Acaft. Riſe ro my Arms, and thy kind prayers a are anſwer'd. 
For thou'rt a woundrous extratt of all Goodneſs, | 
| radiate; + 2. —d-a6/ pals feſt when near thee. 


Chen. My Lord may'r prove not an unlucky Omen!- 
Many I ſee are waiting round abour you : WAN 7 
And [am come to ask a Bleffing too, *# © 

4caft. May ft thou be bappy ! | 

Cham, Where ? 

Acaſt. In,all thy wiſhes ! 

Cham. Confirm me fo, and make this Fair Oge mine, 

* Tam urpraftss'd in the Trade of Gounſhip; 

And know not how = RL” out with Art. 


1 | SRO "þ 
Onſets in WE 454 4 , 
Fierce, reſolute, and none with 
Sol would epen my whole heart at © 
And pour. out the abundance of my 
Acat, What ſays Serine ? canſt 4 © Saudi 
One born to Honour and to Honour bred ;-.. 
One that has learnt to treat ev'n Foes with kiodaed; 
To wrong no good man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf. 
Serin. Oh! name not Love, for that's ally'd ro joy, 
Aud joy muſt be a ſtranger ro my heart, 
When you're in danger. © May | Chamont + good Fortune 
Render bim lovely ro ſome happier Maid ! 
_ Whilſt I at Friendly diſtance foe. bim bleft,.. 
Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at his V. 


Acaſt. Chamont, purſue her, conquer a voſſel her, 


And, as my Son, a third of all my Formne 
Shall be thy Lor. 
But keepthy Eyes from Woe 
Bewgre the dangerous Beaut the y > 4-agg 
Shun their enticements z Ruin like a Vulrure 
Waits on their Conqueſts : Falſchood'too's their bulinek, 
They put falſe Beauty off to all the World , 
Uſe falſe endearments to the Fools that love em, 
And when they marry 40 their {illy Husbands, : 
They bring falſe Vertue, broken Fame, and Fortne. - 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord ? 
Ped. Yes, my fair Monitor, old men always talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamont, you told me of ſome doubts that preſt you. 
Are you yet fatizfhed that I am your Friend? 
Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that fatisfaCtion 
For any bleſſing [ could wiſh for. : 
As to my tears already 1 haveloſt 'cm ; ; 
They ne're ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you.. . 
Acaſt, I thank you, Daughter you muſt do fo too. 
My Friends, *cis late, 
For my diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
- And I methinks begin to feel new health. 
Ceft. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
Acaſt, Yes, Til to Bed ; : old men muſt humour weakneſs. 
Let me have Mulch then to lull and chaſe 
This melancholy thought of Death away. ' 
Good-night ! my Friends, Heaven guard ye all ! ping 
To morrow early we'll ſalute the I 
Fid out new pleaſures, and redeem loft time, 


(Ex. al but Chamont and Chaplain. 
Cham. . 
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chem, Hift, hiſt, Sir Gravity, «word with you, | 
Chap. With me, Sir ? 


Chan, If you're ar leadare, Bir}: we'll wail, We 
Tis yet too ſoon to fleep,.. and/rwill Dn | 
To lend qpimadt v4 © 

Chep. Sirg- FRO RREOETS: = bring $16 ny 5 
Gay ORE 443 Mn Ew OI8 B02 

| er "BG 
Would make me what, you, ſer 71-2009 a 


For all I wear black, | +7 , e3't 9 | $74 


His Son's too are civil to me, becauſe 
[do not pretend to be wiſer then thep are ;.. 
| meddle with no man's buſmeſs but my own ;; 
] riſe in a morning early, ately, 
Eat and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, 

Take my innocent 


Chew. I'm glad you are fo 

Aplecfant fellow this, and may be uſeful. 

Knew you my Father the old Chemont 2? -. 

Chep.. I did, and was moſt forry when weloſt him. 

(ham. Why ? didſt thou Jove him 2, 

They Every body 
Chon. woman oaentir rv Ga, 55d 

F thou didſt love my: Father; 1 could think./ -| yy 

Thou wouldſt not be an Enemy w-me;” Rho. 
Chap. I can be no man's Foe, © 
Chen, Then prithee tell me'y;. 

Thinkt-thou the Lord Gaftatio loves my. Siſber ? _. 

Nay, never tart. Come, {cowne,; Ly ty Off 

Opens thee all the Secrets of the Family ; 

Then if thou art honeft, uſe this Freedom kindly... 

Chap, Love your Siſter! 

Chem, BM Love her. - 


Mo 
a 


So meet wich ey of te Fundy.” ea; : 


lov'd bim; berdelhs was my Maſe Frien: 


26 Thi 0 * y Ma a Ke 
The pride of your: Superiours nidkes | 
Ye al live loathſom ng ſervile lives; 


Not free» enough po gin Tout, "I 
Though ye —_— to feath'; 


Chap. 1 would deferve a better tho! - +67 
Chem. If thou would'ſt bave me "Slee thy Offer 

And CharaQer, think all thy Brethren Knaves, AY 2 

Thy Trade a Cheat, aud thou its worſt Profeffour ; 

Tafored me ; forItell thee, Prjeft, I'Mknow,” 
Chap. Either he loves her, or havwronprd her. 
Cham, How wiong'd her ? have a care 2 For thivdnepley 

A Scene of miſchief to undo us all. 

Bur'tell me, wrong'd bel, RISEN 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her; © 
Cham, This a'fetrer worth a Monarth's Forte + 

What ſhall 1 give thee fr%'t- thou dear Phy lacian 

Of fickly Souls unfold this Riddle | 30 ne, : 

And comfort mine. 
Chap. 1 would bide nothing youwilingy, 
ar Nay, then again bow 't neſt ould t how nll? 

, Yes, if I durſt. | 
Chem. Why what aTtrights thee ? 
Chap. You da, | 
Who are not to be truſted with the Setrer, 
Cham. Why, Iam no Fool. 
| Ehep. So indeed you lay. 
Cham. Prithee, be ſerious then. 
Chap. You ſeel am fo, 

And hardly ſha}l be mad enough to Nighr, 

Totruft you with m Ruine. p | | 
Cham. Art thou ; Oregg L 

So far concern'd in't > What bat bean thrOkhes >. | 

Curſe on that” formal ſteady Villains Face! 

Juſt ſo do all Bawds ſook :; ” Nay, Bawds, they fay,! 

Can pray upon occaſions, 'ralk of Heav'n, 

Torn up their Go balls, rail ar Viee; 

Diſfſemble, lye, an bo like” ub "ra 

Art thou a Bawd ? $ 
Chap. Sir, I'm not ofren arts Slap 
Cham. Be jult then. 

Chap. So I be tothe truſt 

Thar's laid upon me. PONBENE De: 
Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul + ' 5s Big gt ny he 4 OP 

Of that Grear - hoof (1 Se +, twig Bemg;« 1.1] 0 "6. nad) os 

T&a mac but what thou know oder thy” Hat, NT To ""y 


\ % 


76OKÞ. H'A N. 


And if Tere reveal-it to thy w! 
May jhis Sword ne're do me 
May I ne're know that b 


fro Band Y 


Chap, 1 will ; but if ic ever "eape you TY EO TT, 
Chem, It never ſhall. - | 
Chap. Swear then. , 
Cham, I do by all Farl 29! h22deed yr 
Thr dear tome, By &f Hovonrof ny Nie; 
And that Power I lerve, it never (hull. gp 


BY 


* Cham. how them in'1 
How ? 
OGG [ by thei own 
a4 hc Mamtags Vow od chk 
met How /! married? : | 
Chap, Yes, Sir; -. F 
Chem. Then my Soul's at FC” ns 
But why would youdeay wy. give- Itd's 4 word 2 
Che. Not knowing what reception ic may find - 7 .. 4 
With old Aus, may be I was two Cauriow conf 1 
To truſt the ſecret from me. + | X 
Chem, Whaty's the cauſe 
| angot though - "clo wy Siſter's Honour: 
Id not like this 
Hudl'd Pche dark and Jons: it too! \ much Venture: 
The buſineſs looks with gn' Face.”:;/ , Sy 
Keep fill the ſecret 3; for it ine "ape me, . a 
Not ev'n to them, the now caarek'e Pair.) Farewel-. | 
Believe my Truth and know me _—__ Friend, "7 | 
[Exe - . 


fer Clta ond Moni. 


Caſt. Young Chamons and-the Chaplais! ſure cis they 

No matter what's contriv'd or who con{aled, - | 

vince my Monzmia's mine ;/ tho” this {ad Look . 

| Seems nv good boading- Omen to ber Bliſs, Wy K 

Wl Ele, prichee, tell ne why that Look calk -dawn/?., . , 3 
| Why har fad ſigh as if thy: beart were breaking ? f + ROT 
2, ;Caſtalie, L am AT we've dope, 


oy - 


The/ORPHAN,: 
The Heavenly Powers were ſve diſpleasd to day 
For at the Ceremony 8s as weſtood, : 

z And as your Hand wes kindhpjoyn'd with mine, 

As the good Pricft pranpunc'd the Sacred Wards, 
Pafhon .grew bigg and | nd oenbling 60d 
Tears drown'd my eyes, rembling ſ tap Sou. * 
Lap wer ons) 

Gentle as ature / 

When a fad ſtory has been told, T've ſeen | 
Thy lictle Breaſts with oft" Compatſion ſwell'd, -. 
Shove up and down, and heave'like dying Birds z, 
RG {er fear be baniſht, - think no more 

Of danger, for there's ſafety in ty Arms ; | 
Let them receive thee : III 200; 
Sure ſhe's too good for any 

1 could grow wild, and praiſe theb ev'n to,madneſ.... 
ie rorar lem pony arg pre ni 
The OT ARng 
To = 

[Pipl en. 


Caf. and—rob par alas! 

Ir poſfible to live ane bour without thee ? 

Let me behold thoſe Eyes; they'! tell me truth. 

Haſt thou no longing? ere 1 nit 

_ Cold Icy Virgin, No ; 

Haſte, haſte to Bed, SIS thy withes, .__ * 
Mon. 'Tia but os Night, my Loed, 1 pray; be rul'd. 
Caf. Try if Ut Ponte infec Rowing. Ts - 

Or in a Tempeſt 'make the Seas be Calm | 

And when thot's done I'll Conquer mp. 

No more, my Blefling. . What ſhall be the fign > 

When ſhall 1 come ? For to my Joys I'll leal, 

As if Lac're had peidtny Kanbie for ahem. 

Mon. Juſt three ſoft Rtroaks upon. the Chamber doos 
rg or r= 51 none ry 

But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you-ſhould, 

"Tis furely heard, and-lt-willbe: betray'd. 

Ceft. Oh ! doubt it not Adanimi, our "Joyes 
Shall be as filent as the” Eatatiok(blib  - \- 
Ot Souls, that by intelligence converſe : 
lnumortal pleaſures ſhell our ſenſes drows: 


— X 


Away , my Love ; firſt take 
Los for tha to carne, yer is 


My Brother wandring too ſo =>5=x& 
Pol. Caftalio! 
Coft. My Pobdere , ' bow doftthon ?* - 
How does Our Father ? is he dl 3 
Dot primary , 1 pager 
as gay as were young, | 
bk dc a nite?" < oP 
Caf. Doubtlels well. 5; ate 
A Cruel Beauty with ber 
Lalways joyful, and her mind'in bealth. -* © 
Pol. Is ſhe the ſame Menimis flill ſhe was ? 
dgoncdn pon n Pm oem Mould ? 
Wb > 
m grown 
Woes b ern th br 
Pe. Yet may relief beunexpeted ! 
And Loves Feet Manna cover all the fied. | 
' Metye today? | 
Her Bepther too is 3 
And has been 
I with I'd never 


of. Toke this Peril foon I'd " Poſt 
? ns it my. 
Ferret _ E 
No, by my Scars I'll chaſe her ill ſhe” yields 
Tome, or meets her Reſcue-in Another. 
on 6 ep he hey Penny es 

and ſet the W 
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« 1. ORPHAN: OS 
Thought ſhall be loft, pairs (>a A j : 


ij Men. 


2 . 
2s 224 "E" 


IT Tg; O:DPIE AK. 
IM Capitulatians, Pad, _ OST 0 be 
upon conditions would me... 
Pol. You fay,, you've Reqſous.,. iy ty cnt? 
Caſts To, morrow 1 may lg 
Ir is a matter of (uct Circumſtance T ef COCIIS 
As I muſt well Conſult e're I "reveal: 
Bur, prithee, ceafe to* think I would. oY thee, 
Till more be known. - +5 ,....-... 
Pol, When you, Caſtalio, caſa: 
To meet -Mominia unknown to me, 
And then deny it ſlayiſhly, 1'll ceaſe _ - 
To think Cſtalio Faithleſs vg his Friend. 
Did I not ſee your part- moment. 
Caft. It ſeems you've nc! me then? 
Pol. I ſcorn the Office. - \.n 
Caſt. Prichee, avoid a thing thou work po ra 
Pol. That in benceforward making wh 1 moe i ett 
Coft. Nay, if y are angry, Polydor, Night, 
Pol. Good Night, 'Caftalio, if y*are fk bat 
He little thinks I've overheard & ; 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait a whil 
Then come and take poſſeffion of my Love. 
Fhis isthe utmoſt Point of all my Hopes, 
Or ray muſt or never can be.mine, 
Oh + for a means won IIS 
And diſappoint this happy wr =. 
In every thing we do, or 
He ſoars'above me,' mount what {= | 
And keeps the rt goof EP _--:.,- 
Cordelio ! fie 4 'f 


# 4 a 4 4 c 


y ts - - 


Wt. Enter Page. LL | | 


Pay. My. Lord! ”, 1 oe: .. 

Pol. ' Come hither Boy. Fe 
Thou haſt a pretty forward Lying "5g 
And may'ſt in time expe& canſt thoy: 
Pretend to ſecrefie, Cajole and flatter 


Thy Maſters follies and gd _affikbiraſcofures ? 


Pag. My Lord I coul Gan Sing cho. 
Andever bea very Of. -!.,.. 
Command, what e're's your Pleaſu Nhebloes. 
Be it to run, or to watch zor © ra ay aig 
A Letter toa Beauteous Lady's 2 ctr ny 
At be F ary net dull, and ſoon LoETEY 


© « 


ob | mere 


: ", 
WV 
? "4 £ a3 w wb 


/\ ealin© »/b 


YW07 ior 0--2mcd an yl Fi 


= wile | mmes nem <1 32 Aris 1 
| heard the Sing 5 pant arr” 03 ( 1 __ 
The happy Pohder to | =_ 


AY 
% ©? * &% p > - 
2 12 00; eng vil 


oo 8 0 52; nin ig yen brA 
. won E Doane”: gin boorh 
colne, | 4 } 2»Y 
unregarded 5 
malicious "Sf 
" . =? 


Ly " . , þ 
ZW 3, 1k 2632 :- 4: 3944 15 * 4) £ 
. TENTS 
F 


15 


= 70. 
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( Maid at the HF indew.) Whors tes | 
Po. *'Tis L 
Maid my Lord Caftiliss 38 ” 9.53 
+» Pal. The fame. 
How docs wy Love, my Dar Mad? 
Maid. Oh RO2 | 3 
She wonders mark ar yowebt tidy; 
| You've ſtaid ſo long that'at cach litre Noiſe 
The” Wind but makes, "The usky 1 your 
Poll. Tell her Tm here, «nd 


Pag. I'll wait Lordſhi 
IF you tink fs, nad lng you 1 4 
Caft 0, my kind Bo the 
My Senſes too are quite difobis 
rupee phy: 
>: commend any (6H 


You nevarhuded the 
It is the fineſt, whe 9 TY 


NES Birne, he's gas 


He You muſt be. whipt; - 
Songs as thoſe are. What 


This Boys enpenticence WW Wihed ' 200 | 


Pay. Why, yori POYs ay dar Lol? 


Cafe. nies, Ct, 
4 


S -0> 
q Ar >? 
eg! 
_ 4 
\ p25 - 4 
. X 
*x l 
: 44 © 
"8 wot 
% a : 
0 . " 
6 © l 


Re I 


4h Onan. * 5 


me a lictle 


TID 


4 rg 

Js | 
Fx. Noy oe, indeed, my Lord, 1 was not; 
But I know what 
' Caſt. Tt ety pak wt ld 
Paz. Ob! I know wholoves ſome body. _ 


You gie we the Haſte Go 
| Caft. I will , Child. + | 
P EY. ka daft y you 

Talk I told you, Shel] eek Play things then. - 
Lv ry fy fo mſbe lay 
DON Rng 

. Yes, and 1 ſuag 

ado 


Th ti br rc nd 
Surely it was a Noiſe. *DHilt= 


And every warring 
All the wild Herds are in Ry 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze-1 S's 
a of the Waters 

de reſt and feels no noiſe 


ESR DEE 


| fans #8" 
Ty. makes Viſe oy to: Og 


- = a. 4; 
EOF wor 
e yur bag 
* 479 T} gs 
Gm, Lv. + 20; rag | 
NAT 167 Tur 1 


Taper Jo.dfiurh *PRBef-Sus fob ec 1, a1: 
IS 7 o} :276Lof LK on. s La 

a 919 , SV. 
Maid. . Who are you; % whats gaye Name DG rat ; 

Dy ſe 01 UCT wo! © Mol ene  OUXN 1 by 
| The Lord Caftaho. PERL 1 f1 g:hicg Sig, edt 36" 
__ _ Maid, I know you net. al 


The Lord Caſtalio has wei, 7 ES INg dds 5r0 


Caſt. Hah! have a care, what 


' C2 1.3. ol Xa ” } o} UP 4 1 baſ- 
220 maſt. to uber 4 Mt bi 4 Ment 1:ibnkoxl: 
: | 9k, G6! neo 5 Qu 
; gtio/7 dE 160 nt H 
{ g51 $* $45 "4 | SEE 5H 
. f T3] FORYA g 367 1 > AR 
Ler the fad UEnCe os. SBeF Sync, 2a dud: 0k - 7 
This th pms. woe Rolf lei qioy 5 hok 
PROT Piro} At doing © 
She rhe ay wa gs "> Ya EGS 1'T ger Mev rats 0h, 
Sent by Caſtalio > he : 26 waa" It a» 24 07” =_ bt 'O A - 42 " 
T' affront and do AgaD-,, _. wok of att 
Caft. Fil. not x 4} : 22 mae V7 a "ys Morro oft; of be A 
Kign oft ag boe 191 - 38 17A yer ba? 2635 
1d 114 amol 3o 7 co | 
eDicmad 5d gf 
vo b. gi ry di a4: 


oF 


31 el 4d 490 3 ui 
3d erls Jegina) tf 7 ? ; 
My cake Nucure, wad reef I FPSTTAY 4-0 gife k 


o 


: , 
Fo F-Q PQ. Sy - 
a p: ' f " 


The "O'K'P: HM " 


ſh'kas bound me col ant vo Landy 
Toni ks ER” 
EY Form 


And none, who's mind's at Peace, w | 


Cat Who's there ? 


5 plc, fort would e he 
Ern. Cytalio ! My Lord, polture, 
'd on' the Ground > Your bank true old Servant, 


b | d me now, | 
Cot. Thou canft riot ſerve me. 
Em, Why ?. . | 
Cf. Becauſe my thoughts 

Are tull of Woman, oz em. 
Ern, I hate the Sex. 
Cat, Then I'm th 

14 leave the ELL. 


riend, 


R ' %. 
F. 1 md. wt '% p 
q " | 


36 + (ORiP: DAM 
What mighty ER... 5. been dene by Woman ? | 
Who was't betray'd the Capital 2A Womdn, |, 
'Wholoſt Mak the Wogld > A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of n. long. ten [years War, 
And laid at laſt 04 Troy in Aſhes 2 Woman. - | 

- Peſtrudtive, damnable, deceitful, Waman, 
Woman ro Man firſt as 8 Bleffing gun » 
When Innocence and Love were in their Price, 
Happy a while in dir they wy. 
But quickly Woman ty go > e==daY 
Some Foolith new pane ach neetls muſt 
And the firſt Devil ſhe aw; ſhe chig'd her her Love 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclig'd. | 
Her —_ and for an Apple __ Mankind. 


hn 


ACTIV. SCENEL 


Acts ſolu. 


| 


&aft. JD Left be the Moraing that has brought me beak, 
B A happy reſt has ſoftned pain away, 


And I It torget ir, though my mind's not well, ft 1% v3 | 
A OED my heace, <8 
1 droop gh I know not whys Dack Dreams, - 
Sick Fancy's Children bave been overbulic, 
And all the Night plaid Farces in my Brains, 
Methought I heard the Midnight Raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th'imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains kem'd 
 Toftarr, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd 2 
” Like Ghoſts, all pale and tiff - 4 firove co (peak, = 
Burt _ _ ; mowy the Form were loft, 
And ſeem'd to v ans 
' *T'was odd, and for the 0 1 9OBAS thoughts; 


But was th'effc& of my dilteraper'd. blood ; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's Ma 


Enter Polydor. a 


Good Morning, Pohdor. ' 
Pol; Heaven keep your Lordfhip.” 


Acaſt. Have you yet ſeen Caftatio w'day ? cd 
Po; My Lord, "tis carly:Uay, | f ah 


4 * * we £* 
= 


tie OR FEDA "_ 
4zaft. Go, call him up, and \meer mein the Chappel, oo 
| arr aglt 


Sa 


, . 


-e 


Already up Momma / you role. , {67 
Thus early ſarely to ourſhine Day t 


vp, « 4 
Sn. The lietle (hare 1 have's ſo 


But went away ſo cold : 
Seem'd the fore'd 


To follow in the Fields hls *7 \ 


And dreſs the grateful Glebe, 
The Beaſts 


Scakere axe]-welcome up the tiling Bun; + + 
There's no Condition fare. ſo curſt as mine 3+ _ 
- 


Hhe O'RPH A'N. 
'd: *Sdeath / 7 am fped.” | How Ve a 
[2 rat, thus to aDifleif. Rr” -" AI 


Now ra hope y'are 


Caf. I am 
war a, tht hana —— Ohm 


2 GA Caftabs ? Come lean 
Upon my nt, antactny nyed 
0. Ti beret vin Had, "hk 
'T every where; It rages 
Mn pb: 


Me. You ſhall not fear*t : Indeed my Nature's eafe; 
Fil ever live your moſt obedient Wie, 


Nor ever any pri 
Beyond your will 3 or that Gul ſhall be my Law; 
Indeed 1 will nor. 


Coft. Nay, you ſhall not Madam, | 
By yoo bright Heaven, ven, you ſhall not; all che day 


the Tyrant, and forlake thee 
Tl Ann, RT Ce 


Tve worn thee to a homely Hankhold Daidge/; 
Nay, if prong. thou ſhale be made. 


<, *, ” & »_ - 


> - = ORPHAN 


| Bubſervient to all my looſer pleaſures, 
For thou baſt wrong'd. Caf. | 
Mon, No more : 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence, 
I'll never quit you elſe y but on theſe Knees, + 
Thus follow you all day, till thitre worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. * 
Caſtalio. 
Caſt, Away, laſt night, laſt Night. | 
, Mon, It was our wedding Night. 
} Gaſt. No more, forget ir. 
Men, Why? do you then repent ? 
Caf. I do. 
Mom. Oh Heaven ! 
And will you leave me thus ? help, help, Florella. 
- s her t0-1be Door, and break fs be, 
Help me to hold this yer as, cruel Man. 
Oh my heart trooks pm Be dying, Oh—— ftand off, - 
Fil not Tory wotnang weakneſs ; ſtill 
Chaft, and ted, let my heart fell on, 
Till with its injuries ic burſt, t and ſhake 
With the Dire blow this Priſon to the Earth. - 
Maid, What ſad miſtake has been the cauſe of this ? 
| Mon, Caoftalio: Oh! how often has be ſwore, 
Nature ſhould the Sun and NR grow dark, | 
Ee he would falſihe his Vows to me, 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then : Sun loſe thy light,: 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ; 
For my Caftalio's falſe 
Maid. Unhappy Day ! 
Men, Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather x 
Cruel as Tygers ore their prey. 
I feel hita in my breaſt, he tears thy heart, 
And at each ſigh be drinks the guſhing blood z 


Muſt I be long in pain? 


Chem, In tears, Monimis ! 
Moen. Who ere thou arr, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd 
'_ __ Cham. Lift up th Eyes, and feg who comes to cheer ther 
' Tell me the ftory thy Wrongs ; and then 
Seo if my Soul has reſt-cll hou haſt juſtice, 
Mes. My Brother ! 


” 


Mon. Indeed Chamont, | 
There's in it bur the fault of Najure : 
I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with grief, 
Il know nd&t why. 
Chem. You uſe me ill, Aeminic | 
And I might think with J ſeverely 
. Of this unfaithful dealing with your Brother. 
Mes. Truly I am notto blame : Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve, \for what as much may pleaſe another ; 
Should 1 upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt fault you wou'd' not do 6: Wou'd you? 
Cham, Not, if I'de cauſe to think it was a Friend. 
Mm. Why do you then call his unfaithful dealing ? * 
I ne're concegl'd my Soul from you before : 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my wounds no farthet, 
For every probing pains me ro the Heart. = 
Chem, "Tis Gign there's danger in't, and muſt be prevcd 
Where's your new Husband ? dF Srl th thought di 
What, only anſwer me with tears ? Caftalio ! 
Nay, now they ſtream, 
Cruel unkind» Coftalio ! is't not fo ? 
| Mon, I cannot ſpeak, grief flows fo faſt upon me, 
_— and will not let me tell the cauſe. 
Cham, My Monimia, to my Soul thou? dear, 
As honour to my. name: Dear as the light 
To eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of blindneſs. - 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt - | 
The anguiſh that torments thee ? | 
Men. Oh! I dare not. ,. 
Chem, 1 have no Friend but thee: we ruſt confide 
In cne another : T'wo unhappy Orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when 1 {ce thee grieve, - __ 
Methinks i *is part of me that (i / 
Mon. Oh ſhouldſt thou know the cauſe gf my lamenting, 
I am fatisfi'd, Chamont, that thou wouldſt ſcorn me ; 
Thay would'ſ deſpiſe the & wt ae v4; 2h 


% 


Prithee w_ Charity and pity for me. 
Let me enjoy this thought. 
Cham: Why wilt rack 
My Soul fo long, Monimia? Eaſe me quickly 
Or thou wilt run me into madnefs firlt. 
Mon. Could you be ſecret.? . 
Cham. Sere a the Grave, 5H tos far 
Mon. But when I've told will you your 
Within its bounds ? will you vs not do forme raſh 
And horrid miſchief ? for indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think bow hardly 'I're been us'd 
From a near Friend ; from one that bas my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
Chem, 1 will be calm: but has Caftale wrong'd thee ? 
Has he already waſted all his Love?  _ 
What has be done ? quickly ; for I'ai all trembling 
With expeQtation of a horrid Talc. 
Mor. Oh ! could you think it! 
Cham, What ? 
Mon. I fear he'll kill me. 
Cham. Hah ! - 
Mon. Indeed I do, he's ly crnel to me, 
Which if it laſts, I'm fure break my heart. 
. Cham, What has be done? 
Man, Moſt barbaroully us'd me, 
Nothing fo kind as he, when in my Arms, 
Tn thouſand Kifſes, tender ſighs and joys, 
Not to be thought 9ga — MES 
At dawn RR day, he roſe and 
But when we met, and I with open 
Ran to embrace lili is my wiſhes, 


Oh then / 
Cham. Go on ! 
Ain. He threw me from bis Break 


Like a deteſted fin. 


- Cham. How ! | 
Ain. As I hung too. 
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Yet 
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u Oman 
i Do. - 2452 2dr womz nt: Uogm bits 2246 let new 
Acaft. I corn fte— el oft ny eat 22d om bganþ = 

Cham. No, Ill calmly here the ſtory it} 778 ne 20 « o& br: A . 
For I would fain know all, the fry Scite Bit | wot eh 


Wat Gr I ne nos rar ery I 
What have, done can F *kib 84 pi 
Acaſt. Why pies br wn biw amid v0! 161 1 dev dT 


Cham. *T was the rude 93411 WH" 71 Regs 1d wdJ 
Of two much Paſhon ; pray, my Lord} | > (bu, 

Acaft, Mack me ot Youth, Tcan re 
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Printed for Richerd Bentley, in Ruſſel-Street near 


DEDICATION. 


Have often (during, this Plays being in the Preſs) beew tmpor- 

tun'd for a Preface ; which you, I ſuppoſe, would have ſpeak ſome- 

thing in Vindication of the Comedy : Now topleaſe you, Mr. Bent- 
ley, / will as briefly as / can ſpeak my mind upon that occaſion, which 
you may be pleas'd to accept of, both as a Dedication to your ſelf, and 
next as a Preface to the Book. 

And I am not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
tobe the firſt who in theſe latter years has made an Epiſtle Decca. 
tory bo his Stationer : It is a Complement as reaſonable as it is Fuſt 
For, Mr. Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy; and an Epiſtl: to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittance, and may be probably welcome; when 
fo a Perſon of bigher Rank and Order, it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes, which he knows he does wot deſerve, and therefore is very un» 
willing to part with ready Mony for. ; 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Friends and Ac- ili 

waintance, I believe it is poſſible, that as much as may be ſaid in it's 
behal , as heretofore has been for a great many others. But of all the 
Apiſh qualities about me, I have not that of being fond of my owand{pe 3. 
nay, 1 muſt confeſs my ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, E'en let the Brat ſhift for it ſelf, I ſay.. 

The Objeflions made againſt the merit of this poor Play, I muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievens, 

Firft, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think 
cividy of her; Fogh ! ob Sherreu, 'tis ſo filthy, ſo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
exght ro be [een at it: Lex me dye,it has made me fick: When the World 
lies, Mr.Bently, if that very Lady has not eafily digeſted a much ran- 
ker Morſel in a little Ale-bouſe towards Padd 1+ ng never made a 
Face at it : But your true Jilt is a Creature that can extraft Bawdy- 
out of the chafteſt ſenſe,as eaſily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe:They 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal d, as perfettly as 
Falſtaff did the true Prince by inflinft. They-will ſeperate the true 
Metal from the Allay let us temper it as well as we can; ſome Women 
are the Touch-flones of filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady(that 
das more modefly than any of thoſe ſhe Criticks, and Lam ſore more- 

wits 


| 
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wit) fay, 842 wonder d at the impud:-nce of any of ber Sex, that would 
pretehdito underſtand the thing call d Bawdy. So, Mr. Bentley, for 
eurbt\1 percerve, my Play may be innocent yet, and the Lady miſtaten 
in pretending to tre knowleage of 2 17 1aery above ber ; though, to jpeak 
honeſtly, ſh? has had beſides her Wit a liberal Education; and if we 
may credit the World has not burzed her Talent neither. » 
This is, Mr, Bent!:y, af [can ſay in beha!f of my Play : Wherefore 
} throw it into Tour Arns,make the beſt of rt youcan; praiſe it to your 
Cuſtomers ; $:1 ten thouſand of them if poſſible, and then you will come 


pleat the wiſhes of 
Your Friend and Seryant, 


THO. OTWAY, 
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Fourbin, A Servant to 
Beaugard Mr, Jevon. 


Bloody- Bones. Mr. Richards. 
Vermin A Scryant to Sir 


Davy 0 A Bo Ye 


Lady Dunce Mis. Barry, 


Sylvia Mrs, Price, 
Matd. 
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ACT I SCHAME L 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin, 


Pox o' Fortune ! Thou art always teizing me about Fortune : 
Thou riſeſt in a Morning with il} luck in thy Mouth; Nay, 
never eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two hours after ir, 
with thinking where to get the next. Fortune be damn'd, 
fince the World”s ſo wide. 

Cour. As wide as It is, *tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd with Knaves and 
Fools, that an honeſt man can hardly get a living in tt. 

Beau, Do, rail, Courtine, do, it may get thee Employment, 

Cour. At you I ought to rail; *rwas your fault we left our Employ- 
ments abroad to come home, and be Loyal, and now we as Loyally ſtarve 
for it. 

Beau. Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, man ? I tell thee, Loy- 
aty and Starving are all one: The Old Cavaliers got ſuch a trick of it in 
the Kings Exile, that their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 

Cour, "Tis a fine Equipage I am like to be reduc'd to; I ſhall be 
ere long as greaſy as an Alſatia Bully; this a flopping Hat, pinn'd up 
on one fide, with a ſandy weather-beaten Perruque, dirty Linnen, and 
. compleat the Figure, a long ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my heels; 

IC nn 

Beau, Snarling thou meaneſt like it's Maſter. | 

Cour, My Companions the worthy Knight of the moſt Noble Order 
of the Poſt : your Periparetick Philoſophers of the Temple-walks,Rognes 
In Rags, and yet not honeſt : Villains that undervalue Damnation, {till 
forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers tor half a 
Crown, | 

Beau, 1 am aſham'd to hear a Sonldier talk of ſtarving. 

Cour, Why, what ſhall I do? I can't ſteal! 

Beau, Though thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other vices enough for 
any Induſtrious young fgllow to live comfortably upon. 

Cour, What, wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and run cheating vp 
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and down the Town for a livelihood ? I would no more keep a Block- 
head company, and endure his Nauſeous non-ſenſe in hopes to ger him, 
than 1 would be a drudge to an old Woman, with Rheumatick Eyes, 
hollow Teeth, and ſtinking-breath, for a penſion : Of all Rogues I would 
n2t be a Foolmonger, | ORE 

Beau. How well this niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fain ſee thee een turn 
Parſon in a pet, 0 purpoſe to rail at all thoſe vices which I know thou na- 
turally art fond of : why ſurely an Old Ladies penſion need not to be {ſo 
deſpicable in the Eyes of a disbanded Officer, as times go, Friend. 

Cour. I am glad, Beaugard, you think ſo. 

Beau. Why thou ſh2lt think ſo too man z be ruPd by me, and PI bring 
thee into good company, Families, Courtine, Families, and ſuch Families 
where formality%s a ſcandal, and pleaſure is the buſnefs, where the Wo- 
men are all Wanton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue. 

Cour, What ſome of your Worſhips Wappmy acquaintance that yoy 
made laſt time you came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land- 
ladics Daughter, a Volunteering with you into France, 

Beau. Vl bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's in credit, and lewd- 
ne$ laudable, where thou ſhalt wallow in pleaſures and preferments, revel 
all day, and every night lye in the Arms of melting beauty, ſweet as Ro- 
{zs, and as Springs refreſhing. - 

Cour. Prithee don't talk thus; I had rather rhou would'ſt tell me where 
new Levies are to be raigd; a Pox of Whores when a man has not Mony 
to make *em Comfortable. | 

Beau. That ſhall hower upon us in abundance, and for inſtance, know to 
thy everlaſting amazement, all this dropt out of the Clouds to day. 

Cour, Hah! Gold by this light! 

Fourb. Out of the Clouds! 

Beau. Ay, Gold ! does it not ſinell of the ſweet hand that fent it ? ſmell 
-— {mell you Dog —— { To Fourbin 

Fourbin ſmells to the handful of gold, and gathers 
up ſome pieces in bis Mouth, : 

Four, Truly, Sir, of Heavenly ſweetneſs: and very refreſhing, 

Cour, Dear, Beaugard, if thou haſt any good Nature in thee ; if thou 
would'ſt not have me hang my ſelf before my time, tell me where the De- 
ri] haunts that helpr thee to this, that I may go make a bargaln with him 
preſently: Speak, ſpeak, or 1 am a loſt Man. ; : 

Beau. Why thou mult know thigzſevil-which 1 have given my Sov! 
tO already, and nraſt I ſuppoſe have'my body very ſpeedily, lives I know 
not where, and may for ought I know be a real Devil, - but if it be, "us 
the be!t natar'd Devil under Beelzebubs dominion, that PII ſwear to. 

Cory, But how came the Gold, then ? | 

Beau, To deal freely with my friend, I am lately happen'd into the ac- 
quaintance of a very Reverend Pimp, as fine a diſcreet, ſober, gray-beard- 
cd old Gentleman as one would wiſh; as good a natur'd publick Spirtt- 
ed Perſon as the Nation holds; one that is neyer ſo happy as when he 
is bringing good people together, and promoting civil underſtanding 
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hetwixt the Sexes : Nay, rather than want emplyoment, he will go from 
one end of the Town to tother to procure my Lords little Dog to be 
civil to my Ladies little languiſhing Bitch. 

Cour. A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth ! 

Beau. This noble Perſon one day > but Fourbin can give you a 
more particular account of the matter, Sweet Sir, if you pleaſe tell us 
the ſtory of the firſt encounter betwixt you and Sir Folly 'Fumble; you 
muſt know that's his Title. n 

Fourb, Sir, it ſhall be done walking one day upon the Piaz<s a- 
boat three of the Clock th? After-Noon, to get me a Stomach to my 
dinner, I chanc'd to encounter a Perſon of goodly preſence, and worthy 
appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful;” who perceiving ric alſo 

ipt as I am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him 
1 was a Perſon of no inconſiderable quality, came very reſpectfully 
up to me, and after the uſual ceremonies between Perſons of parts and 
breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of me what it was aClock —1 prc- 
ſently underſtood by the queſtion, that he was a man of parts and buli- 
neſs, told him, I did preſume it was at moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 

Beau, Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think. | 

Fourb. The freedom of commerce increaſing, after ſome little incon- 
ſiderable queſtions. pour paſſey le temps, and ſo,he was pleaſed to ofter me 
the courteſie of a glaſs of Wine: 1 told him I very ſeldom drank, but if 
he ſo pleas'd, I would do my ſelf the honour to preſent him with a diſh 
of meat at an eating Houſe hard by, where I had an intereſt, 

Cour. Very well: 1 think this Squire of thine, Beaugard, 1s as accom- 
pliſht a Perſon as any of the employment 1 ever ſaw, 

Beau, Let the Rogue go on. 

Fourb, In ſhort we agree'd and went together : As ſoon as we entred, 
the Room, I am your moſt humble Servant, Sir, ſays he ——— 1 am 
the meaneſt of your Vaſlals, Sir, ſaid I-—1 am very happy in lighting 
nto the acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be. 
Sir, ſaid he again——W orthy, Sir Folly, then came I upon him again on 
tother ſfide(for you muſt know by that time 1 had groapt out his Title) 
I kiſs your hands from the Bottom of my heart, which I ſhall be atways 
ready to lay at your Feet. 

Cour, Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Knight then / 

Fourb, Nothing, he had nothing to ſay ; his ſenſe was tranſported with 
admiration of my parts; ſo we ſat down, and after ſome pauſe, he deſi- 
red to know by what title he was to diſtinguiſh the perſon that had 10 
highly honoured him. 

Beau. T hat is as much as to fay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you were. 

Fourb. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave as you ple: 
w—[ told him thoſe that knew me well were pleaſed to cail m2 1.9 
Chevalier Fourbin, that I was a Cadet of that Ancient Family of tlie F:ir- 
1915; and that I had had the honour of ſerving the great Mont ch « r 
France in his Wars in Flanders, where I contracted great Fitts! Fo 
B 2 am 
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and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Engli/b Troops in that ſer. 
vice, one Captain Beavgard. 

Beau, Oh, Sir, you did me too much honour. What a true bred 
Lonuc's this ! 

Cour, Well, but the Mony, Fourbin, the Mony. 

Four. Beaugard, hum Beaugard, ſays he! —ay it mult be ſo,—a black 
men, is he not ?——ay, ſays I, blackiſh——a dark brown—tull Fac't— 
yes—a {1y ſubtle obſerving eye ? the ſame—a ſtrong built well * 
made man 2—-right—a deviliſh fellow for a Wench, a deviliſh fel- 
low for a wench, I warrant him ; a thundring Rogue upon occaſion, Beau- 
gard! a thundring fellow for a Wench, | mult be accquainted with him, 

Cour. But to the mony, the mony, man, that's the thing I would be 
acquainted withal. ; 

Beau, This civil Gentleman of the Chevaliers acquaintance comes 
yeſterday morning to my Lodging, and ſeeing my Picture in Minature: 
vpon the Toyler, told me with the greateſt extaſie in the World, that 
was the thing he came to me about : He told me there was a Lady of 
his acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts of me, and I gad, ſays he, 
ſhe's a Hummer, ſuch a bona Roba ah-h-h. So without more ado begs 
me to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to cat together) ſo away 
he ſcuttled with as great joy as if he had found the Philoſophers ſtone, 

Cour, Very well, 

Beau. At Lnckets we met again: where after a thouſand grimaces, to 
ſhew how much he was pleas'd, inſtead of my Picture, preſents me with 
the contents aforeſaid ; and told me the Lady deſired me to accept of 
*em for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withal, as well as 
with the Original, 

Cour, Huh lon—_— 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking quality lies in me, the Devil 
take me /Ved it I know : But the Fates Ved, the Fates ! 

Cour. A Curſe on the Fates! Of all Strumpets Fortune's the baſeſt, 
'twas Fortune made me a-Souldier, a Rogue in Red, the grievance of 
the Nation; Fortune made the peace juſt when we were upon the brink 
ofa War; then Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us two Months pay : 
Fortune gave us Debentures inſtead of ready Mony, and by very good 
Fortune I ſold mine, and loſt heartily by it, in hopes the grinding Ul- 
naturd Dog that hovght it will never get a ſhilling for”r. 

Beau. Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like a Cur that barks 
for want of bones, Come Times may mend, and an honeſt Souldier be 
tn faſhion again 

Cour, 1 hcle grealic, fat, unweildy wheeting Rogues that live at home, 
and brood oyer their bags, when a fit of fear's upon *em, then if one of 
us paſs but by, all the Family is ready at the door to cry, Heavens blels 
you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 

Beau. Ah good men, what pity 'tis fuch proper Gentlemen ſhould 
ever be out of Employment. 

Cour, But when the bugnehs is oyer, then every Pariſh Bawd that 
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roes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and pays but ſcot and lot 
to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, fough, ye Lowſy Red-coat rake-hells ! hout 
ye Caterpillars, ye Locuſts of the Nation ; you are the Dogs that would 
enilave us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye Scoun- 
drels. 

Beau, 1 muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, it would dc- 
ſtroy. commerce, and many a good Sober Matron about whis Town 
might loſe the ſelling of her Daughters Maiden-head, which were a 
great grievance to the People, and a particular Branch of Property lolt, 
Fourbin, 

Four. Your Worſhips pleaſure. 

Beau. Run Ike a Rogue as you are, ang try to find Sir Jolly, and 
deſire him to meet me at the Blew Poſts in the Hay-market about 1 2, 
we'll Dine together ; I muſt inquire farther into yeſterdays adventure; 
in the mean time, Ned, here's half the Prize to be-doing withal ; olf 
friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence ; we have ſhar'd good Fortune 
together, and bad ſhall never part us. 

Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this ; haſt thou 


no more grace than to be a true Friend, nay to part with thy mony to , 


thy Friend ? I grant you, a Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friend, 
pimp for his Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth ; but to part, 
with ready mony is the devil. 

Beau, Stand alide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder*s Sir Folly coming : 
Now Courtine, will I ſhew thee the Flower of Knighthood : Ab, Sir Jolly ! 
Enter Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol. My Hero! my Darling! my Ganimede! how doſt thou ? 
Strong ! wanton ! luſty ! rampant! hah, ah, ah! She's thine Boy, odd 
ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah, Rogue, ah 
Rogue! here's ſhoulders, here's ſhape! there's a Foot and Leg, here's 
k Leg, here's a Leg—Qna-a-a-a-a, 

[_ Squeaks like a Cat, and tickles Beaugard's Legs. 

Cour. What an old Goat's this ! 

Sir Fol. Child, Child, Child, who's that : A friend of thine? a 
friend o* thine? A pretty fellow, odd a very pretty fellow, and a ſtrong 
Dog I'll warrant him. How dolt do dear heart ? prithec let me kiſs thee, 
I'll ſwear and vow I will kiſs thee, ha, ha, he, he, he, he, a Toad, a Toad, 
0h T0a-a-a-ad—— 

Cour, Sir Iam your humble Servant, 

Beau, But the Lady, Sir Jelly, the Lady, how docs the Lady, what 
lays the Lady, Sir Folly 2 

Sir Fol, What ſays the Lady! why ſhe fays-—ſhe ſavs —odd ſhe has 
a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo read, fo hard, fo' plump, fo blub ; I 
fancy I am eating Cherries every time I think ont and for her 
Neck and Breaſts, and her——odds life; 1'il ſay no more; not a word 
more, but I know, I know 

Beau, I am forry for that with all my Heart: do you know, ſay 


you, 
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You, Sir, and would you put off your mumbled orts, your offal upon me 

Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh, huſh! have a care, as | live and breath, not 
I, alack and well a day, I am a poor old fellow, decay'd and done: All's 
one with me, Gentlemen, but my good Nature; odd I love to know 
how matters go, though, now and then, to ſec a pretty Wench and a 
young Fellow Towze and Rowze and Frouze and Mowze; odd I love 
2 young fellow dearly, faith dearly =—— Ro” 

Cour. This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue, I ever met withal]. 

Beau, But Sir Folly, in the firſt place, you muſt know, I have ſwory 
never to marry. 

Sir Fol. F would not have thee man. I am a Batchelour my ſelf, and 
been a Whore-Maſter all my life, beſides ſhe's married already man, her 
Husband's an old greaſie, untoward, ill-natur'd, flovenly, Tobacco- 
taking Cuckold ; but plaguy Jealous. 
®* Beau. Already a Cnckold, Sir Folly ! | 

Sir Fol. No, that ſhall be ; my Boy, thou ſhalt make him one, and 
1) pimp for thee dear heart ; and ſhan't I hold the door, ſhar't I peep? 
hah, ſhan't I, you devil, you little dog, ſhan't | !-—— 

Beau. What is it, I'd not grant to oblige my Patron ? 

Sir Jol. And then doſt thou hear, 1 have a lodging for thee in my own 
houſe ; doſt hear old Soul, in my own houſe; She lives the very next 
door man, theres but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and 
then for a peep-hole, odds fiſh I have a peep-hole for thee; *sbud PII 
ſhew thee, Pll ſhew thee—— 

Beau. But when, Sir Folly? I am in haſte, impatient. 

Sir Jol. Why this very night man; poor Rogue's in haſte, poor 
Rogue; but hear yol 

Cour. The matter ? 

Sir 7s. Shawt we dine together ? 

Beau, With all my heart. 

Sir Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, and beſpeak 
Dinner at the Blew Poſts; while I ſtay behind and gather vp a diſh 
of Whores for a deſert. | 

Cour. Be ſure that they be lew'd, drunken, ſtripping Whores Sir Joly, 
that won't be affetedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſome. 

Sir Jol. 1 warrant you. ; : 

Cour. I love a well diſciplin'd Whore, that ſhews all the tricks of her 
profeſſion with a wink, like an old Souldier that underſtands all his Ex- 
erciſe by beat of Drum. ; 

Sir Jol. A Thief, fayeſt thou ſo! I muſt be better acquainted 
with that fellow ; he has a notable Noſe ; a hard brawny Carle 
true and truſty, and mettle I'll warrant him. 

Beau. \Vell, Sir "Folly, you'l not fail vs? | 

Str Jl. Fail ye! am I a Knight? hark ye boys: PN muſter this 
evening, ſuch a Regiment of Rampant, Roaring, Royſterous Whores, 
that ſill make more noiſe than if all the Cats in the Hay-Market 
wer? :1n conjunction: Whores ye Rogues, that, ſhall ſwear wm 
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drink with you, talk Bawdy with yon, fight with you, ſcratch with 

you, lye with you,and go to the Devil with you. Shan't we be very merry, 
SED 

Cour. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can inake ys. 

Sir Fol. Odd that's well faid again, very well ſaid, as merry as 
Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make us: I love a fellow thart is 
yery wicked dearly ; methinks theres a Spirit in him, there's a fort of 
a tantara rara, tantara rara, ah, ah-h-h, well, and won't ye, when the 
Women come, won't ye, and ſhall I not ſee a little ſport amongſt you? 
well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, Pl be with you, da, 
> Bnet CExeunt Beaugard and Courtine. 


Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies, 


x Bul. In the name of Satan what Whores are thoſe in their Copper 
trim, yonder ? 

1 Whor, Well Pll ſwear, Madam, *tis the fineſt Evening : I love the 
Mall, migfffily. 

2 Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers. 

2 Whor, Really, and ſo do I; becauſe there's always good company, 
and one meets with ſuch Civilities from every body. " 

3 Bul. Damn'd Whores, hour ye filthies. | 

3 Whor. Ay, and then 1 love extreamly to ſhew my ſelf here, when 
I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils that call themſelves Vertues, and 
are very ſcandalous and Crapiſh, Pll ſwear; O crimine, who's yonder / 
Sir Folly Fumble, 1 vow. 

1 Bul. Fogh! Let's leave the naſty Sows to Fools, and Diſtaſes. 

1 Whor. Oh Papa, Papa! where have you been this two days, Papa ? 

2 Whor. You are a precions Father indeed,to take no more care of your 
Children : We might be dead for all you, you naughty Dady, you. 

Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fabſes! odd I had rather all the Relations 
I have were dead, a dad I had : Get you gone you little Devils Bubbies; 
oh Law theres Bubbies ! odd Pll bite *em, odd I will. 

1 Whor, Nay, fye, Papa; I ſwear you'l make me angry, except you 
carry us, and treat us to Night; you have promis'd me a Treat this 
Week, won't you Papa ? 

2 Whoy, Ay, wont you, Dad?! 

Sir Fol. Odds fo, odds fo, well remember'd! get you gone, don't 
= talking; get you gone, yonders a great Lord, the Lord Beaugard,. 
and his Couzin the Baron, the Count, the Marquiſs, the Lord knows 
what, Monſieur Courtine newly come to Town, odds fo, 

3 Whor, Oh Law, where Dady, where ? Oh dear, a Lord. 

1 Whor. Well you are the pureſt Papa; but when be dey mun, 
Papa . 


' Sir Jolly. I won't tell you, you Gipſies, ſo I wont, ———except you 
ticke} me-——"Sbud they are brave fellows, all Tall, and not a bit ſmall; 
odd one of *er has a deviliſh deal of Mony. 


1 Wheor.. 


8 The Souldiers Fortune. 

1 Whor, Oh dear, but which is he, Papa? 

2 Whoy. Shan't I be in love with him, Dady ? : 

Sir Fol. What ns body tickle = ! 16 body __— not oY mey 
—; tle Jenny — — 
little Mally—tickle me a little Jenny , [They tele tim 
No more, oh dear, oh dear ! poor Rogues, ſo ſo, no more, nay, if yoy 
do, if you do, odd PI} Fil Il 

3 Woo. What will you do trow ? ES 

Sir Jol. Come along with me, come along with mith me, ſneak after 
me at a diſtance, that no body take notice, Swinging fellows Mall. 
Swinging fellows Jenny, a Deviliſh deal of Mony, get you afore me then 
you little Dippappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get you gon, I ſay ſwing. 
INE FellowSw— 


[Exeunt Sir Jolly, with the Whores, 
Enter Lady Dunce and Sylvia. 


Lady D. Dye a Maid Sytvia: fie for ſhame! what a ſcandalous re. 
ſolution's that ? five choad Pounds to your Portion, and leave it all 
to Hoſpitals, for the innocent recreation hereafter of leading Apes in 
» Hell, fie for ſhame ! | . | 

Sylvia. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Conſort, Sir 
David, might do much with me; *tis an unſpeakable bleſſing to lye all 
night by a Horſe-load of diſeaſes; a beaſtly, unſavory, old, groaning, 
grunting, wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he 1s going to al- 
ready. From ſuch a curſe, and Hair-Cloth next my skin, good Heaven 
deliver me! 

Lady D. Thon miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, Syivia: They are 
not meant for Bedfellows; heretofore indeed *twas a fulſom faſhion, 
to ly o' nights with a Husband, but the world's improv'd, and Cuſtoms 
altered. 

Sly, Pray inſtru& then what the uſe of a Husband is. 

Lady D. laſtead of a Gentleman-Uſher for Ceremonics ſake to be 
1n walting on ſet days, and particular occaſions; but the Friend Cozen, 
1s the Jewel unvaluable. | 

Sylv. But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be ſo Govern'd; 
I am miltaken if his Nature is not too jealous to be blinded. 

Lady D. So much the better; of al}, the jealous Fool is caſieſt to 
b2 decetv'd: For obſerve, where there's jealouſie theres always fond- 
neis; which if a Woman, as ſhe ought to do, will make the right vic 
or, the H:sband's fears ſhall not ſo awake him on-one 1ide, as his dotage 
Mall blind him oa the other. 

_ $3:». Is your Piece of mortality ſuch a doting Doddle, is he ſo very 
fond of you ? 

Laiy D. No, but he has the vanity to think that I am very fond 
.of him, and if he be jealous, tis not ſo much for fear 1 do abuſe, a5 
Tadt 1a time I may, and therefore impoſes this confinement on Me, 
though 
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he has other divertiſements that take him off from my enjoyment 
which make him ſo loathſome no Woman but muſt hate him. 

Sylv. His private divertiſements I am a ſtranger to. 

Lady D. Then for his Perſon”ris incomparably odions; he has ſuch a 
breath, one Riſs of him were cnough to cure the Firs of the Mother, *is 
worſe thai Aſſa-fetida. 

Syly. "Oh hideous ? 

Lady D. Every thing that's naſty he affects, clean Linnen he fays is 
unwholſome ; and to make him more ctarming, he's cortinually eating 
of Garlick and chewing Tobacco. 

Sylv. Fogh ? this is Love ? this 1s the bleſſing of Matrimony. 

Lady D. Rail noc ſo unreaſonadly againit Love, Sylvia: As I hare 
dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the Paſllion | have for Beaugard ; 
© methinks, Sy/via need not conceal her good thoughts of her Friend. 
Do not I know Courtine ſticks in your ſtomach ? 

Sylv. If he does, PII aſſure you he ſhajl never get to my heart. But can 
vou have the Conſcience to love another man now you are marricd ? what 
do you think will become of you ? ; 

Lady D. | tell thee, Sy!via, I was never marricd to that Engine we 
have been talking of, my Parents indeed made me ſay ſomething to him 
Fer a Prieſt once, hut my heart went not along wich my tongue, 1 min- 
ded not what it was; for my Thoughts, Syl»1a, for theſe ſeven years have 
been much better imploy*d Beaugard! Ah curſe on the day that 
Erſt ſent him into France ? 

Sylv. Why ſo, I beſeech you ? 

Lady D. Had he ſtay'd here, I had not been ſacrificed to the Arms 
of this monument of Man, for the bed of death could not be more cold, 
than his has been ; he would have delivered me from the Monſter, for e- 
ven then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindneſs not neglected. 

Sylv. I find indeed your Ladyſhip had good thoughts of him. 

Lady D. Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him, for he has wi 
enough to call his good nature, in queſtion, and yer good nature cnough 
to make his wit ſuſpected. 

Sylv, But how do you hopc ever to get ſight of him ? Sir David's vatch- 
fulneſs is invincible, I dare ſwear he wou'd ſmell out a Rival if ke were 
in the houſe, only by natural inſtinQ, as ſom? that always ſweat when a 
Cat's in the Room. Then again, Beaugard's a Souldicer, and that's a thing 
the old Gentleman you know loves dearly. 

Lady D. There lies the greatcit comfort of my uneaſie life; he is one 
of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by the Noſe by Knaves to rail againſt 
the King and the Government, and is mightily fond of being thought of 
a Party. I have had hopes this twelve-month to have heard of his beiag 
in the Gate-Houſe for Treaſon. 

Sylv; But I find only your felt the Priſoner all this while. 

Lady D. At preſent indeed | am fo, but Fortune | hope will ſmile, 
wouldſt thou but be my Friend, Sylv:a. 

Sykv. Ta any miſchievous deftzn with all my: heart. 

CG Lady 
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Laly D. The conchuſion, Madam, may tura to your ſatisfa&ion, but 
you have no ogy of eangy 

Syly, Not I, I'll aſſure you, Cozen. | 

Lady D. You don't think him well ſhap'd,. ſtreight and proportion- 
able? ; 

Sylv. Conſidering he eats but oncea Week, the man is well enough. 

Lady D. And then he. wears his Cloaths, you know kilthily, and like 
a horrid Sloven, : ; 

Sylv, Filthily enough of al! Conſcience, . with a thread-bare Red.Cozt, 
which his Taylor duns him for to this day,over which a great broad pres. 
ſie Buff Belt, enough to turn any ones ſtomach but a disbanded-Souldier , 
a Perruque ty*d up in a knot, to excuſe its want of combing, and then he. 
cauſe he has been a Man at Arms,he muſt wear two Tuffles of a beard for. 
ſooth, to lodge a dunghill of ſnuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good knmonr, 

Lady D. Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 

Sylv. So far from it, that 1 proteſt eternally againſt the whole Sex, 

Lady D. That time will beſt demonſtrate, in the. mean while to our 
bulinels, E 

Sylv. As how, Madam ? EDS: 

Lady D. To night muſt I ſee Beaugard, they are this minute at Dig. 
ner in the Hay-market; now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me e- 
very where, my thing calld a Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife 
at a dead lift, 1 think would not be unpleaſant: 

Sylv. But *twill be impoſlible. 

Lady D. 1 am apt to be perſwaded rather very  eaſie, . you know our 
good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Folly. 

Sylv. Ont on him beaſt, he*s always talking filthily to a body, if he ſits 
but at the table with one, he'l be making naſty figures in the Napkins. 

Lady D. He and my ſweet yoke-tellow are the moſt intimate friends 
in the world, fo that partly out of neighbourly kindneſs, as well as the 
great delight hc takes to be medling in matters of this nature, with a 
great deal of pains and induſty procured me Beawgards Picture, and gi- 
ven him to underſtand how well a Friend of his in Petticoats, call'd my 

ſex, wiſhes him. 
' _ Sylv, But what's all this to the making the Husband inſtrumenta), for 
| mult confeſs of all creatures a Husband's the thiag that's odious to me. 

Lady D. That muſt be done this night: -Pll inſtantly to. my chamber, 
take my bed ina pet, and ſend for Sir David, 

Sylv. But which way then muſt the Lover-come? 

Lady D. Nay, Pll betray Beaugard to him, ſhew him. the Picture he 
ſent me, and. beg of him as he tenders his own honour, and my quiet, to 
take ſome courſe.to ſecure. me from the ſcandalous ſolicitations of that. 
Innocent Fellow. . ; 

Sv. And ſo make him the property, the. go-between, to bring the 
affair to aa iſſue the more decently. 

Lady D.' Right, Sylvia, *tis the beſt office a Husband-can do a Wite; 
[ mean an old Husband; blefs ns,to- be-yok'd in Wedlock with a ponent 
coug 
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nag decrepid Dotrel, to be a dry Nurſe all ones life time to an old 
id of fixty five, to lye by the Image of Death a whole night, adull im-- 
moveable, that has no ſence of life, but through it's pains; the Pidgeon's 
FO nappy that's laid:to a fick mans feet, when the world has given him 0- 
ver; for my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, | 


Curſt be the —_ nay double curſt, 

Of ber that wedde e'S- Intereſt firſt ; 

Though worn with years, with fruitleſs wiſhes full, 
"Ts all day troubleſome, and all night dull. 

Who wed with Fools indeed lead bappy lives, 

Fools are the fitteſt fmeſt things for Wives ; 

Tet old men Profit bring, as Fools bring-eaſe, 

And both make Touth and Wit much better pleaſe. 


ACT Is 


Entey Sir Jolly, Beangard, Courtine, and 
Fourbin. 


Court. 0 R olly is the glory of the Age. 


Sir ol, Nay now Sir you honour me too far. 
Beau, He's the delight of the young, and wonder of the old. 


Sir Fol. I ſwear Gentlemen you make me blnſh. 
Cour. He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the Charge of the Kingdom. 


Sir Fol. Out upon't, fye for ſhame: 1 proteſt P11 leave your company 
if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, daintily dutiful Strumperts, 
ha' udds-bud, they'd—— have ſtript for t'other Bottle. 

Beau, Truly, Sir Folly, you are a man of very extraordinary diſci- 
pline, I never ſaw Whores under better command in my life, 

Sir Fol. Piſh, that's nothing man, nothing, I can ſend for forty bet- 
ter when I pleaſe, Doxies that will skip, ſtrip,leap,trip, and do any thing 
in the world, any thing old Soul. 

Cour. Dear; dear Sir Folly, where and when ? EE? 

Sir Fol. Odd as ſimple as 1 ſtand here, her Father was a Knight, 

Beau. Indeed Sir Jolly, a Knight ſay you? 

Sir Fol. Ay, -but a little decay*d, PII aſſure you ſhe's a very good 
Gentlewoman born. | | 

Cour. Ay, and a fery good Gentlewoman bred too. 

Sir Jol. Ay, and fo ſhe is. ; 

Beau. But Sir Jolly, how goes my buſineſs forward, wt.en ſhall I have 


a View of the quarry I am to fly at? 
C 2 


” 
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Sir Fol. Alas a day, not fo haſty, ſoft and fair I beſetch you.” Ah my 
little Son of Thunder, if thou had{t her in thy arms now between a pair 
of Sheets, and I under the Bed to ſee fair play, Boy, Gemini! what 
wowd become of me ? What won'd become of me? there wou'd be 
doings, oh Lawd, I under the Bed ! 

Beau. Or behind the Hangings, Sir Folly, would not that do as wel] ? 

Sir Fol. Ah no, under the Bed againſt the world, and then it wowd 
te very dark, hah! 

Beau. Dark to chrfſ?. : 

Sir Fol. No, buta little light would do-well,a ſmall Ghmmering Lamp, 
juſt enough for me to ſteal a peep by z oh Iamentable! oh lamentable, | 
won't ſpeak a word more, there would be a trick! oh rare! you friend, 
oh rare! odds ſo, not a word more, odds ſo, yonder comes the Mon- 
ſter that muſt be the Cuckold Ele&; ſtep, ſtep afide, and obſerve him 
If I ſhouw'd be ſeen in your company, *rwou'd ſpoll all. 

Bea«, For my part I'll ſtand the meeting of him; one way to promote 
a 200d on (erſtanding with a Wife, is firſt to get acquainted with her 
Husband.. 


Enter Sir David. ; 
| a2 

Sir Da. Well of all bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife 1s the greateſt that can 
kght upon a man of years: had I been married to any thing but an An- 
gel now, what a Beaſt had I been by this time; well, I am the happieſt 
old Fool / *tis an horrid Age that we live 1n, ſo that an honeſt man can 
keep nothing to himſelf; if you have a good eſtate, every covetous 
Rogue is longing for't (truly I love a good eſtate dearly my ſelf;) if 
you have «handſome Wite,every ſmooth fac'd Coxcomb will be combing 
and cocking at her; ficſh-flies are not ſo troubleſome to-the ſhambles, as 
thoſe ſort of Lnſetts are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe: But vertue is a 
great blelling, an unvaluable treaſure, to tell me her ſelf that a Villain 
had tempted her, and give me the very Picture, the inchantment that 
he ſent to bewitch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with admiration; here's the 
Villain in Efhgie. [Pulls out the Pifture] Odd a very handſome fellow, 
a dangerons Rogue Pl] warrant him, ſuch fellows as theſe now ſhould be 
fetter d like unruly Colts, that they may not leap into others mans pa- 
ſtures; Here's a Noſe now,] cou'd. find in my heart to cut it off; damn'd 
Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! Bleſs us what 
will this world come to! well poor Sir David, down, down upon thy 
knees, and thank the ſtars for thy deliverance. 

Beau, 'Sdeath what's that I ſee? Sure tis the very Pifture which I ſent 
by Sir Folly; 1f ſo,. by this light, I am damnably ]Jilted, 

Sir Da. But Now if-— 

Beau, Surely hs does not ſee us yet. | 

Fourb, ©: you, Sir, why he has but one eye, and we are. on his blind 
kde; 1! {11:3 found hin, \ [ſtrikes bim,on the ſhoulder. 

Sir D.3, \\ ho the Devil's this? Sir, Sir, Sir, who are you, Sir ? : 

ean.. 
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' Beau, Ay, iy, *tis the ſame; now a pox of all amorous adventures; 
death PII go beat the impertinent Pimp that drew me into this foohing. 

Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are very curious. | 

Beau. Sir, perhaps | have an extraordinary reaſon to be ſo. 

” Da. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor your Reaſon 
Relecner, BB. 

Beau, Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Honour to ſpeak 
with you. 

Sr Da. With me, Sir? What's your buſineſs with me ? 

Beau, I wowd not willingly be troubleſome , thovgh- it may be I am 
ſo at this time. 

Sir Da. It may be fo too, Sir, 

Beau. But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you are, would be 0 
great an honour, ſo extraorvinary a happineſs, that I could 'not avoid 
taking this opportunity of tendring you my Service. 

Sir Da. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow ? (A/ade.) But 
Sir you were pleaſed @ nominate buſineſs Sir, 1 delire with what ſpecd 
you can to know your buſineſs, Sir, that I may go about my bulineſs. 

Beau. Sir, if I might with good manners, 1 ſhould be glad to inform 
my ſelf, whoſe Picture that is, which you have in your hand; methinks 

itis very fine Painting. 

Sir Da. Pi&ture, Friend, PiQure! Sir, *tis the reſcmblance of a very 
impudent Fellow, they call him Captain Beaugard forſooth, bur he 15 
in ſhort a Rakehell, a poor lowzy beggarly disbanded Devil; do you 
know him Friend ! — | | 

Beau. | think I have heard of ſach a Vagabond, the truth on't 1s he 1s 
a very impudent Fellow. 

Sir Da. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 

Beau, Oh a notorious Scoundrel, 

Sir Da. | expect to hear he's habg'd by the next Seſſions. 

Bcau, The truth on't is, he has deſerv*d it long ago; but did yor ever 
fee him Sir David! | | 

Sir Da. Sir—— does he know me? [C Ange. 

Beau, Becauſe 1 fancy that Mignature is very much like him. P:ay Sir, 
whence had it you? —— 

[Compares the PiFure with Beaugard's Face. 

Sir Da. Had it, Friend ? had it! whence had it I! ——= bleſs vs ! 
what have I done now, this the very Traitor himſelf, if he ſhould be de- 
iperate now, and put his Sword in my guts ! ſlitting my Noſe wif 
be as bad as that. I have but one eye left neither, and may be—=Oh but 
this is the Kings Court, odd that's well remember'd, he dares not but be 
civil here; Pll try to out-huff him. Whence had it you ? 

D Beau. Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's Engliſh in my Country, 
Ir, 
Sir Da. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal. 
Beau. How ! 
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Sir Da. Sir, Liay, you are a Raſcal, a very impudent Raſtal, nay I'y 
prove.you to be a Raſcal, if you go to that= 

Beau, Sir, 1 am a Gentleman and a Souldier: 

Sir Dt. So wuch the worſe, Souldiers have been Cuckold-makers, 
from the beginning ; Sir I care not what you are; for ought I know you 
may be a — come Sir, did I never ſee you? anſwer me to that, did 
I never fee you? for ought I know you may be 2 klvit; there were 
more in the laſt Army beſides you. 

Beau. Of your acquaintance, and be hang'd. 

Sir Da. Yes to my knowledge, there w ereſeveral at Hounſlow Heath 
diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd Brandy, I knew a Serjeant of 
Foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy'd 
him a woman, but the Devil is powerful. 7 

Beau. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of WSrſhip, that Picture is mine, 
and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an opportunity to kick your Worſhip 
moſt inhumanely. 

Sir Da. Kick Sir. ® 

Beau. Ay, Sir, kick, *tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Da. Sir, Il am a tree-born Subject of England, and there are Laws 
look you, the1e are Laws, fo I ſay you are a Raſcal again, and now how 
will you help your ſelt ? poor Fool. 

Beau, Heark you Friend, have not you a Wife ? 

Sir Da. | have a Lady, Sir,——oh, and ſhe's mightily taken with this 
Picture of yours, ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it ſhe could not forbear 
ſhewing it me, and telling too who it was ſent it her. 

Beau. And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe praQtiſed the Trade for 
any time ! 

Sir Da. Trade! humph, what Trade? what Trade ? Friend. 

Beau, \Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Catterwauling in 
jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a Turk under Deck : A 
curſe upon all honeſt women in the fleſh, chat are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you ſweet Sonl, 
as | told you before, there are Laws, there are Laws, but thoſe are things 
not worthy your Conſideration - Beantie's your Buſineſs; but dear vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no further about my Spouſe, let my Doxie reft in 
peace, ſhe's meat for thy Maſter, old boy; I have my belly full of her 
every Night. 

Baw. Sir, I wiſh all your Noble Family hang'd from the bottom of 
my heart. - 

Sir Da. Moreover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you my Wife is an ho- 
neſt Woman, of a vertuous diſpoſition, one that I have lov'd from her 
Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that 


the has diſcover'd loyally to me the treacherous deſigns laid againſt her 
Chaſtity, and my Hononr. | 


Beau. By this light the Beaſt weeps. 
Sir Da. Truly 1 cannot but weep for Joy; to think how happy Iam 
in a lincere faithful and loving Yoke-fellow, ſhe charg?d me too to tell - 


you into = the hacwaln, that he is ſuſie erik of the moſt ſecre?® 


wiſhes of your heart. 

Beau. I am glad owt. 

Sir D4. And that tis her defire, that you would trouble your felf no 
more about the matter. 

Beau. With all my heart. 

Sir Da. But hence forward behave your ſelf with ſuch — as 
becomes a Geatleman. 

Ceau. Oh to be ſure molt exactly ! 

Sir Da. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent Free- 
doms I allow her, without putting her reputation in hazard 

Beau. As how, I beſeech you 

Sir Da. By your impertinent and unſeaſonable addreſs. 

Beau. And this news you bring me by a-particular_commiſſion from 

your ſweet Lady. 

Sir Da. Yea Friend I do, and ſhe hopes you'l be ſenſible Dear heart, 
of her good- meaning by it: theſe were her yery words, I neither add 
nor diminiſh, for plain dealing is my Miſtreſles friend. 

Beau. Then all the curſes b ſhall think on this twelve-month light on 
her, and as many more on the next Fool that gives credit to the Sex. 

Sir Da. Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad; how melancholly 
the Munkie ſtands now? Poor Pug haſt thou loſt her ? 

Beau. To be ſo ſordid a hilt, to betray me to ſnch a Beaſt as that, can 
ſhe have any good thoughts of ſuch a Swine ? Dam her, had ſhe abug'd 
me handſomly it had never vext me. 

Sir Da. Now Sir with your permiſſion ll take my leave. 

Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhow'd think you very well 
diſpos'd of.. 

Sir Da. If you have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady 
that was ſo charm'd with your Reſemblance there, it ſhall be very faith- 
fully conveyed by —=—= 

Beau, Fool. 

Sir Da. Your humble Servant, Sir, Pm gon, L ſhall difturb you no fur- 
ther, your moſt humble Servant. Sir. [ Exit. 

Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox and Priſon fall thick upon the head 
of thee, Fourbin. 

Fourb, Sir / 

Beau, Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time. 

Fourb. 1 hope I have loſt nothing in your Horours Service, Str. 

Beau. Find out ſome: way to revenge me on this.old Raſcal, and, if I 
d0 not make thee a Gentleman ——— - 

Fourb. That you have been pleas'd todo long ago, : | thank you; for 
wal __ you have not left me 'one ſhillmg in my Pocket theſe two .» 

onths 

Beau. Here, here's for thee. to Revel with all.” of 

Fourb.: Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat: cut # PZ 

Beau. With all my heart. 
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Fourb. Or would you have him decently hang?d at his own Door, and 
then give ont to the World he did it himſelf ? 

Beau. That wou'd do very well. 

Foeurb, Qr | think' [to proceed with more ſafety] a good ſale Jakes 
were a very pretty expedient. 

Beau. Excellent, excellent Fourbin, | 

Fourb. Leave matters to my diſcretion, and if I do not=—— [Exit 

Bear, I know thou wilt; go, go about ir, proſper and be famous: now 
erc 1 dare venture to meet Courtin again, will | go by my ſelf, rail for 
an kour or two, and then be good company. Exit, 


Enter Courtine a: Sylvia. 


Sly, Take my word Sir, you had better give this buſineſs over, I tel] 
you there's nothing in the World turns my Stomach {o much as the man, 
that man that makes love to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my 
life make love, but h& lookt ſo like. an Aſs all the while, that I bluſht 
for him. 

Court. I am afraid your Laclyſhip then is one of thoſe dangerous Cree- 
tures they call She-wits, who are always ſo mightily taken with admi- 
ring themſelves, that nothing elſe is worth their notice. 

Sylv. On! who can bs fo dail not to be raviſht with that royſterous 
Meea of yours? that ruſfling Ayr in your gate, that ſeems to cry where- 
ere you go, make room, here comes the Captain: that Face, the which 
bids defiaace to the Weather, Bleſs ns! if I were a poor Farmers wife 
in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, how wonld it fright me ? 
But as I am young, not very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how 
lovingly it looks upon me. 

Court, Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale and languiſh, where Beau- 
fy and Wir unite both their forces to enflave a heart ſo tractable as mine 
is? Firſt, for the modiſh ſwim of your Body, the victorious motion 
of your Arms and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the Eyes ; 
bleſs us )- It I were a dainty fne dreſt Coxcomb, with a great Eſtate and 
a little or no wit, vanity in abundance, and good for nothing, how 
would they melt and fcften me? but as I am ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 
not Fool enough t9 be your ſport, - nor rich enough to be your prey, 
how glotingly they look upon me! - 

Sylv. Alas, alas! what pity'tis your Honeſty ſhould ever do you hurt, 
or your \Wit ſpoil your pretermenr. 

Cour, Jult as much fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould make you be 
eavied ar, or your Vertue provoke ſcandal. 

Sylv. The more I look, the more Pin in love with you, 

Court. The more [ look, the more [ am out of Love with you. 

Sylv. Howv my heart ſwells when l ſee you ! - 

Court, How my Stomach rifes when I am near you! 

Sy. Nay, thea let's bargain. 

Ceurt, With ail my heart ; what ? 
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Sily. Not to fall in love with each other, 1 allure you Monſieur Cap- 
tein. 
Court. But torhate one another conſtantly and cordially. 
$19, Always when you are drunk, I deſire you to talk ſcandalouſly of 
me. 
Court. Ay, and when I am ſober too,. in return whereof when ere 
you ſee a Coquet of your acquaintance, and I chance to be named, be 
ſure you ſpit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd 
me. 

Sily, In the next place, when Ore we meet in the A7all, I deſire you 
to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud; anc 
lopk back at me. | 

Court. W hich if I chance to do, be ſure at next' turning to pick uv 
ſome tavdry fluttering Fop or another. 

- Sily. That I made acquaintance with all at the Muſique-mecting. 
"Court. Right, Juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your ſide with hi: 
Hat under hrs Arm, | 
$:lv. Hearkning to all the bitter things I can ſay to be revenged. 
Court, Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin to oblige you. 
for fear of being beaten for it, when he was out of his waiting. ; 

Sily. Counterfeit your Letters from me. 

Court. And you to be eyen with me for the ſcandal, publiſh to alf the 
World 1 offet'd to marry you. | 8 

Silv, Oh hideous marriage! 

Court, Horrid,” horrid marriage! 

Sily. Name,' name no more of ir. 

Court, -At that. ſad word let's part. 

A $Silv. Lets with all men decrepid, dull and ſilly, 

Court, And every Woman old and vgly. 

Sily. Adicu'! 
Court, Farewell! — 


. Enter a young fellow, affeFedly dreſt, ſeveral others with him. 


Sv, Ah me, Mr. Frisk! 

Frigkh, Madamoifel, - Silvia ! ſincerely as IT hope to fav'd, the Devil 
take me, Dam' me Madam,” whos that ? nl Re | 

Sv. Ha, hay ha, hea. ,, _. | LL Extt wit Feisk. 

Court. True to thy failings always, Woman, how naturally is-.the Sex 
fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was that for a Woman to delight in? 
now muſt I love her ſtill, tho? I know I am a Block-head for't, and ſhe'll 
vie me like a block-head too, if I don't prevent her* what's to be done * 
1] have three Whores a day, to keep Love ont of my head. - EP 


Enter Beaugard. 


Beaugard: Welt met avain, hew -go matters ! Handſomly / 
ba D B64u, 


©, * 
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Beau. Oh very handſomely ! had you but ſeen how handſomely 1 was 
vs'd juſt how, you would ſwear ſo. I have heard. thee rail in my time, 
wowd thou wouldſt exerciſe thy talent a little at preſent, | 


Court, At what? > (OI "A 
Beau. Why canſt thou ever want a ſubject * rail at thy {elf, gail at me, 


| deſerve to be raiPd at; ſee there, what thinkeſt thou of that. Engine, 
that moving lump of filthineſs, miſcall'd a Man : 


A Clumſie fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Officer, 


Court, Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 


Beau. 59. 

Court. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, and now he 
is an Officer and be hang'd tis a dainty ſight 1n a morning to'ſee him 
with his Toes turn'd in, drawing his Legs after him, at the head of a 
hundred luſty Fellows; ſome honeſt Geatleman or other ſtays now, be- 
cauſe that Dog had mony to bribe ſome corrupt Colonel withall, 


Enter another gravely dreſt. 


Beau, There, there's another of my acquaintance, he was my Fathers 
Footman not long ſince, and has pimpt for me oftner than he'pray'd 
for fimſclf; that good quality recommended him to a Noble-man's ſer- 
vice, which together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and infor- 
ming, has rais'd him to an imploy ment of truſt and reputation, though 
the Rogue can't write his name, nor read his neck Verſe, if he had 
OCCalion, 

Court, *Tis as unreaſonable to expeft a man of Senſe ſhould be pre» 
fer'd, as*tis to think a Hedtor can be ſtout, a Prieſt religious, a fair 
\Voman chaſt, or a pardon'd Rebel loyal. 


E nter two more ſeeming earneſtly in diſcourſe. 


Beau, That's ſeaſonably thought on, look there, obſerve but that 
Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the buſielt Face of the two, 
[11 tell thee his Hiſtory. 

| Court. 1 hope hanging will be the end of his Hiſtory, ſo well I like 
him at the firſt ſight. 

Beau. He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own*d him ; his Fa- 
ther was as obſcure as his Mother publick, every body knew her, and no 
body could gueſs at him. 

Court, He comes of a very gocd Family, heaven be prais'd. 

Beau, The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion, ſo a Rebel 
he grew, and flouriſht a Rebel, fought againſt his King, and helgt to 
bring him to the Block. ED 

Court, And was he not Religious too ? 
Seau, Moſt deyoutly ! He could pray till he cry'd, and progen oe - 

" «- JLOaM Gs 
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foam?d, which excellent Talent made him popular, and at laſt prefer'd 
him to be a worthy Member of that never to be forgotten Rump Pad 


ament. 
Court, Pray Sir be uncovered at that, and remember it with Reve- 


Tence. 

Beau, In ſhort, he was a Committee-man, Sequeſtrater and Perſecutor 
General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the King's Re- 
turn to ſecure himſelf in the general Pardon, 

Court: Nauſeous Vermin : That ſuch a Swine with the mark of Rebel- 
lion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in his Luxury, whilſt honeſt men 
are. forgotten ! | 

Beau, Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus happy, the ungrate- 
ful Slave diſowns the hand that healed him, cheriſhes Factions to affront 
his Maſter, and once more would Rebel againſt the Head, which fo 
lately fav*'d his from a Pole. 

Court. What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears / 

Beau. *Tisto keep his Cowardize in countenance; the Raſcal will en- 
dure kicking moſt temperately for all that : I know five or ſix more of the 
ſame ſtamp, that never came abroad without terrible long Spits by their 
ſides, with which they will let you bore their own Noſes if you pleaſe ; 
but let the Villain be forgotten. : 

Court. His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of, he's a tatter'd worm- 
eaten Caſe-putter, ſome call him Lawyer, one that takes it yery ll he 
is not made a Judge. | 

Beau. Yes, and is always repining that men of parts are not regar- 
ded. 

Court. He has been a great noiſe-maker in fa&tious Clubs theſe ſeven 
years, and now I ſuppoſe he is courting that Worſhipful Raſcal to make- 
him Recorder of ſome fattious Town. 

Beau. To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers how far they 
may rebel againſt their King by vertue of 1{agna Charta. 

Court, But friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very ſplenatick of a 
ſudden, how goes the affair of Love forward, proſperouſly, hah ! 

Beau, Oh I aſſure you moſt Trinmphantly, juſt ngw you muſt know 
| am parted with the ſweet civil inchanted Ladies Hisband. 

Court, Well, and what ſays the Cnckold, is he very kind and good 
natur*d as Cuekolds uſe to be? 

Beau, Why he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am a very ſilly fellow, 
(and truly I am very apt to believe him) and that I have beea Jilred in 
this affair moſt unconſcionably ; a Plague on all Pimps, I iay, a mans bn- 
lineſs never thrives ſo well, as when he is his own Solicitor. 


Enter Sir Jolly and a Boy. 


FS Sir Jolly. Hiſt. hiſt. Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy. 

Boy. Ir. 

Sir Jolly. Run and get two Chairs preſently,be ſure you get two Chairs 
D 2 Sirgal, 
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Sir ah, do you hear? here's luck, here's luck, now or never Captain; Nea 
#: if not now Captain /-here's Inck. : 

Beau. Sir Jolly, No more Adventures ſweet Sir Jolly, 1 am like to 
have a very fine time ont truly. - | 

Sir Folly. The beſt in the World dear Dog, the very beſt in the 
World, %bvd ſhe's here hard'by man, ſtays on purpoſe for thee finely 
diſgvigd. The Cuckold has loſt her too; and no body knows any thing 
of the matter but I, no body bur I, and I you muſt know, 1 am 1, hah} 
and [ you little Toad, hah ! EO ft are 

Reau, You area vyery-fine Gentleman. . . | 3 PREY 

Sir Jolly. The beſt natur'd Fellow I bclieve in the World, of my years? 
now does my heart ſo thump for fear this buſineſs ſhould nuſcarry; why 
PII warrant thee, the Lady is here man, ſhe's all thy own, *tts thy own 
tault if thou art not in tcrra 14cognita within this halt hour - come alon 
prithee come along, fie for ſhame. What, make a Lady lole her longing! 
come along 1 ſay, you out upon't, 

Beav. Sir your humble. I ſhawt ſtir, 

Str Folly. What 7 not go! 

Beau. No Sir, no Lady for me. 

Sir Jolly. Not go ! Iſhould laugh at that Faith. 

Beau. No, I will aflure you, not go ar. | | 

Sir Jolly, Away you Wag, you jeſt, you jeſt you Wag; not go, 
quotha ? 5G ; 

Beau. No Sir, not go I tell you, what the Devil would you have more? 

Str Jolly. Nothing, nothing Sir, but I am a Gentleman, 

Bear, Wirth all my heart. 

Sir Jolly, And do you think then that Pll be us'd thus ? 

Beau. Sir! | 

Sir Jolly. Take away my Reputation, and take away my Life, I ſhall 
be diſgrac't for ever. 

Beau. | have not wrong'd you Sir Jolly. | 

Sir Jolly, Not wrong'd me ! But you ſhall find you have wrong'd me, 
and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady: —— I ſhall never be truſt- 
ed again ! never have employment more ! I ſhall dye of the Spleen, — 
prithee now be good natur'd, prithee be perſwaded, Odd 11! give thee 
this Ring, PII give thee this Watch, *tis Gold. 1'i] give thee any thing 
in the \Vorld, fo. 

Beau, Not one Foot, Sir. 


Sir Jolly. Now that 1 durſt but murder him wel), ſhall I fetch her 
to thee? What ſhall I do for thee ? 


J 


Enter Lady Dunce, 


'Odds fifh here ſhe comes her ſelf, now you ill-gatur'd Churle, now you 
Devrl, look upon her, .do but look upon her, what ſhall I fay to her ? 
Beau, Een what you pleaſe Sir Folly. 


Sir Folly, 
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Sir Jolly. *Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this —— Madunt cis is the £44 1 
- tleman,,/ that's he, though (as one may ſay) he's ſomething balliful, b'£ 
Þ"!1 tell him who you are. - { Guts 50 "On Gy 

[f thou art not more cruel than Teopards, Lyons, 7 igers, Woines, 6: 
Fartars, dow't break my Heart, dow'r kill me, this unkindizels ot thing 

oes to the Soul of me. | CGocs to the Lady. 
; - Madam, he fays, he's ſo amazed at your Tiiumphant Beauty, that 1.x 
dares not approach the excellence that ſhines trom ycu. 

Lady D. What can be the meaning of ail this? 

Sir Jolly. Art thou then reſolv'd to he remorſeieſs? cant tion be in- 
ſcnfible, haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a Heart? haſt thou any thing thon 
jhouldſt have ? odd [I] tickle thee, get you too her you t vol, get yuu to 
her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. 

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard ? 

Sir Folly. So now, 'to her agen. I ſay, to her, to her and be hang , 
Ah Rogue! Ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, now have at her, there 
it Zoes, there 1t goes, Hey Boys lJn— . 

Lady D. Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be altcr*d, as to be 
nothing like what once I thonght it, 'the obje& of your pleaſure, and 
ſubject of your Praiſes. 

Sir Jolly. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade! you ſhall ſee now how 
by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl-Pool of Love, now he lecrs 
upon her, now he leers upon her, Oh law } there's Eyes! there's your 
Eyes ! I muſt pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 

Beau, Madam, I mult confeſs I do remember, that I had once ac- 
quaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty much reſcmbled yours, 
and if I may truſt my Heart, you are calld Clarinda. 

Lady D. Clarinda | was call'd, till my ill Fortune Wedded me: Now 
you may have heard of me by another Title : Your Friend there, I ſup- 
poſe has made nothirfy a ſecret to you. 

Beau, And are you then that kind inchanted fair one: who was ſo paſ- 
lonately in Love with my Picture, that you could not forbear betraying 
me to the Realt your Husband, and wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman 
that Ianguiſlt”t for you, only to make your Monſter merry ? Hark you 
Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have a 
Months mind to be exercifing my parts that way upon your Go-berween, 
your Male-Bawd there, -  -- -- 

Sir Folly. Ah Lord! Ah Lord ! AlPs ſpoil'd agen, alPs ruin'd, I ſhall 
be undone' for ever, why what the Devil is the matter now ? vhat have 
| done? what ſins have I committed ?  - , 

| Lady D. And are you the pallionate Adorer of our Scx? who cannot 
live a Week in London, without Loving? are you the Spark that ſcads 
your Picture up and down to longing Ladics,. longing for a pattern of 
your Perſon - 

Beau. Yes ...zdam, when | receive'ſo good Hoſtages as theſe are, 

;  Shews the Gold. 

That it ':.41; be well ugd, Con'd you fiad no body but me to play the 
Fo0] witha! s : <7 
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Sir Folly. Alack a day ! 

Zady D. Could you pitch upon no Body but that wretched Woman, 
that has loved you too well to abuſe you thus ? 

Sir Fol, That ever I was born! : 

Beau. Here, here Madam, VII return you your dirt, I ſcorn your Wa- 
pes, as I do your Service. : 

Lady D. Fye for ſhame, what refund? That 1s not like a Souldier to 
refund; kgep, keep it to pay your Sempſtreſs withal. 

Sir Hl His Sempſtreſs, who the Devil is his Sempſtreſs ? Odd what 
wou'd I give to know that now ! y 

Lady D. There was a Ring too, which I ſent you this Afternoon, if 
that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it ſome other way, where 
it may give no occaſion of Scandal, and yow'l do well. 

Beau, A Ring, Madam ! ; 

Lady D, A ſmall trifle, I ſyppoſe Sir David deliver'd it to you when 
he return'd you your Mignature. 

Beau, 1 beſeech you Madam ! 

Lady D. Farewell you Traytor. | 

Beau. As I hope to be ſav'd, and upon the word of a Gentlenlan. 

Lady D. Go you are a falſe ungrateful Brute,and trouble me no _ 
Ext, 
Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly, 
Str Folly. Ah thou Rebel? 
Beau, Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, &re Pm ruin'd. 


yr Folly. Ev*n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours Supper, 
that's all the remedy that I know. 


Bean, But prithee hear a little reaſon. 

Sir Jolly. No Sir, I ha' done, no more to be ſaid, I ha*done, I am 
aſham*d of yon, V1 have no more to ſay to you, Pl never ſee your Face 
again, good b'w'y, 7 [Exit Sir Joly. 

Beau. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing to day ! 
a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David !——wiat can that mean ?——Pox: on 
her for a Jilt, ſhe lies, and has a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a day or 


two longer; hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more- Pl uſe him Civilly, 
and try what diſcovery 1 can make, 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce, 


Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha! Here's the Captains Jewel, very well : In trotl 
I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, ha! how Ydamnable Mad 
he'l be now, when I ſnall deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha !-——Poor 
Dog, he'l hang himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha, Faith ?tis a very pret- 
ty Stone, and finely ſet: Humpb! if 1 ſhould keep it now !—— 
ſay T have loſt it; no Vll give it him again, o*purpoſe to vex him, bs, 
ha, ha. . 

Beau, Sir David, I am heartily ſorry. | ; 

Sir Da. Oh Sir, *tis you I was ſecking for, ha, ha, hay what ſhall 1 
ſay to him now to terrific him ? Beau. 
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Bau, Me, Sir !— : 

Sir Da. Ay, you Sir, if your name be Captain Beaugard: how like a 
Fool he looks already !—— 

Beau: W hat you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Da. Sir, I would ſpeak a word with you, if you think fit; what 
ſhall I do now to keep my countenance ? 

Beau, Can I be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve you in any 
thing ? 

p- Da. No Sir, ha, ha, ha, I have commands of ſervice to you Sir 
oh Lord, ha, ha, ha. 


Beau, Me, Sir. ; BT 
Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on-your hat, Friend, put on your 
hat, be cover'd. * 


Beau. Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit down on this Bank ? 

Sir Da. No, no, there's no need, no need, for all ] have a young 
Wife1 can ſtand upon my legs, Sweet-heart. 

Beau. Sir, I beſeech you ! ; 

Sir Da. By no means, I think friend, we had ſome hard words juſt 
now, *twas about a paultry baggage, but fhe's a pretty baggage, and a 
witty baggage, and a baggage that RE SIS 

Beau, Sir, 1 am heartily aſham'd of all miſdemeanour on my ſide. 

Sir Da, You do well, though are not you a damn'd Whore-Maſter, a 
deviliſh, Cyuckold-making fellow 2 here, here, do you ſee this? here's 
the Ring you ſent a Roguing; Sir, do you think my Wife wants any 
thing that you can help her to ?-—— Why Fl warrant you this Ring coſt 
hfty ponnd : What a prodigal Fellow are you to throw away ſo much 
mony ; or didſt thou ſteal it old Boy ? I believe thou maiſt be poor, P11 
lend thee mony upon't, if thou thinkſt fit, at thirty in the hundred, be-: 
cauſe I Tove thee, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Sir, your humble Servant, I am ſorry *twas not worth your 
Ladies acceptance. Now what a dog am l ! 7: 

Sir Da. 1 ſhould have given it thee before, but faith I fergot it, 
though it was not my Wives fault in the leaſt, for ſhe ſays as thou likeft 
this uſage, ſhe hopes to have thy cuſtom again Child; ha, ha, ha, 

Beau, Then Sir, I beſecch you tell her, that you have made a Con- 
_ on me, and that I am fo ſenſible of my infolent behaviour towards 

er 

Sir Da. Very well, ſhall do it, | 

Beau, That 'tis impdſſible! I ſhall ever be at peace with my {elf till I 
and ſome way how to make her reparation. 

Sir Da. Very good haz ha, ha. | 

Beau, And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like offence again=——= 

Sir Da. No Sir, you had not beſt; but proceed, ha, ha, ha. 

Beau, Let her baniſh all good opinion of me for ever. 

Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, your Servant, good b'w'y, 

Beau. One word more, | beſcech you, Sir Davy. 

Sir Da. What's that ! 
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Beat, 1-2 you teil her, that Lhe generous reproof ſhe has giyen me 
145 ſo wrought upon me——— 

Sir Da. Well, 1 will. EOS 

Beau, "That | eſteem this Jewel; not only. t5 a. wreck redeeing Fom 
my folly, but that for her ſake l will preſerye. ir 1, the utmoſt momeng 
ot iy lite. ind 4, | 

Sir Da. With all my ket, | yow and, Loygat yh 

Beau. And that | lung to convince her 1s w not the Brus ſhe might 

miſtake me for. 

Sir Da. Right; well, this will make the pureſt ſport (Abe 

-me ſce, firſt you acknowledge Four. ſelf to bes Very impudent Fellow 

Beau | do ſo, Sir. by 

Sig Da. And that. you ſhall never Les at reſt, El you have SIN 
I ady. "AMA 
Beau. Right, Sir. 4 | 
Sir Da. Satisf*d her; very EY ha, wo Ya any that. you i wil ne- 
vcr play the Fool any more. Be ſure you | keep your word, Friend.” 

Beau. Never, Sir. 

Gr Da And that you will keep that Ring for her fake, as "i a3 

YOu live, hah lennn—— | 

Beau, To the day of my death, Þll aſſure you, 

Sir Da. I proteſt that will be very. kindly Gone——an " 
long mightily, long to let her underſtand that you ' are artoth tpi 
Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 

Beau, ExaCtly ir, -that is the Sum and End of my defires, | 

Sir Da, Well, I'll take care of your buſineſs, I'll do your buſi neſs, 
Pl warrant you, "this will-be the-purelt ſport. when F come home, no, 
( Aſide, ) Well your Servant, VR, be ſure You remerther. Your 
Servant. 

Reau. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate inſtrument rightly made 
uſe of; To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, 
| think” tis as worthy an employment as ſucha noble Confort can be pu 
tO, 


=_  —— 


Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, . 
\We younger Brothers ſhou'd lead better lives. 


ul C T 111. 
SCE N E Covent-Ga) den: 


Enter Sylvia, aFd Golfrtine, 


—_— c—  — _— 


: 


Sly, O fall in love, -and to fill in love with a Souldier:! nay a 
disbanded Souldier Do, a tellow with the mark of Cainup- 

xondim, which every body knows him by, and is ready to throw ſtones 
at him for, Cour. 
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Cour. Dam her, I ſhall never enjoy her without raviſhing ; it ſhe - 
were but very” rich and very ugly, I wou'd marry her; Ay, *tis the, I 
know her miſchievous look too well to be miſtaken in ut;: Ma- 
dam ! | 

Sylv. Sir. 

Cour. *Tiz a very hard .Ciſe, that you have reſolv'd not to let me be 

uiet. | 
, Silv. ?Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt me up and 
down every where at this ſcandalous rate, the world will think we are 
acquainted ſhortly, 

Cour. But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my Reputation, 
and from this time forward ſhun and avoid you molt watchfully. 

Sylv. Have you not haunted this: place theſe two hours ? 

Cour. ?Twas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhips home then, and 
therefore might reaſonably be the place you leaſt of all frequented, one 
would imagine you were gonea Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome 
place of publick appearance or other, cis pretty near the hour, *twill be 
twilight preſently, and then the Owls come all abroad.. 

Sylv. What need I take the trouble to go ſo far a fowling, when 
there's game enough at our own doors ? 

Cour. What, game for your Net, fair Lady ? 

Sylv, Yes, or any Womans Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 

Cour. To ſhew you how defpicably | think of the buſineſs, I will here 
leave you preſently, though | loſe the pleaſure of railing at you, 

Sylv. Do ſo, I wow'd adviſe you; your raillery betrays your wit, as 
bad as your clumſey civility does your breeding, 

Cour. Adieu ! 

Sylv, Farewell !— 

Cour, Why do not you go about your buſineſs ? | 

Sylv. Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that you might 
not dog me, 

Cour, Were it but poſfible that you cou'd anſwer me one queſtion tru- 
ly, and then I ſhould be fatisfi'd. 

Sylv. Any thing for compoſition to be rid of you handſomly. 

Cour, Are you _ very honeſt ?- Look in my face and tell me that. 

Sylv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To ſpoil my Stomach 
to my Supper. © 
| Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed, Sweet-heart,l would 
if I be better acquainted with thee, becauſe thou art very il!-na- 
tur'd, | 

Sytv. Your only way to bring that buſineſs about effectually, is to be 
more troubleſome, and if you think it worth your while to be abus'd 
ſubſtantially z you may makYyour perſonal appearance this Night. 

Cour, How? where? and when? and what hour | beſeech thee ? 


mou Under the Window, between the hours of eleven and twelve 
exaQtly. 

Cour. Where ſhall theſe loyely Eyes, and Ears hear my Plaints, and 
ſee my Tears, E So. 
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Sylv. At that kind hour thy griefs ſhall end, if thon canſt know 
Foe from thy Friend. LExit Sylvia, 

Cour, Here's another trick of the Devil now, under that Window 
between the hours of eleven and twelve exactly, I am a damn'd Fool, 
and mult go, let me ſee, ſuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating ! piſh,that's 
nothing for a man thar's in love, or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome way to 
make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me to the ſcorn of the 
World, for an example to all amorous Block-heads hereafter ? why if 
ſhe do, I'll ſwear 1 have lain with her, beat her Relations, it they pretend 
to Vindicate her, and ſo there's one love intrigue pretty well over, 


. (. Exit Cour, 


Enter Sir David, a#d Verman. 


Sir Da, Go, get you in to your Lady now, and tell her, I am come- 
Ing. 
"== Her Lady ſhip, Right-worſhiptul, is pleas*d not to he at home, 

Sir Da. How's that? my Lady not at home! run, run in and ask 
when ſhe weat forth, whither ſhe is gone, and who is with her, run 
and ask, Vermim. | 

['er. She went out in her Chair preſently after you this- Afternoon. 

Sir Dt, Then I may be a Cuckold ſtill for ought I know, what will 
become of me ? 1 have ſurely loſt, and ne?re ſhall find her more,ſhe pro- 
mis'd me ſtrictly to ſtay at home, till I came back again; for ought 1 
know ſhe may be up three pair of ſtairs in the Temple now. 

Verm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir ? 

Sir Da. Or it may be taxing the Air as far as Xnights-Bridge with 
ſome ſmooth-fac'd Rogne or another : *tis a damn*d- houſe, that Swan, 
that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houſe, Yermin, 

erm, Do you think ſhe is there then ? 


Sir Da. No, I do not think ſhe is there neither 3 but ſuch a-thing may 
he, you know z would that Baru-Elms was under water too, there's a 
10:0 Cuckolds a Year made. at Barn-Elms, by Roſamond's Ponds, the 
Devil it ſhe ſhov'd be there this evening, my heart's broke. 


Enter Sir Jolly. k 


Sir 701. That mult be Sir Davy; Ay, that's he, that's he, ha, ha, ka, 
was ever thc like heard of : was evcr any thing fo pleaſant ? 

Sir Da. Vil lock her up three days, and three nights, - without meat, 
drink, or light, I'll tumble her in the DeviPs name. 

Sir Fol. Well, cou'd 1 hut meet my Friend, Sir Navy, it wou'd be 
the joyfullcit news for him | | 

Sir Da, \Who's there that has any thing to ſay to me ? 

Sir Fol, Ah my Friend of Friends, ſuch news, ſuch tidings ! 

Sir Da, I have loſt my Wife, Man. 

Sir Jol, Loſt her! ſhe's not dead I hope ? 
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Sir D4. Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loft. 

Sir Fol, Why, 1 parted with her within this half hovr. 

Sir D3. Did you fo, are you ſurc it was ſhe f where was 1t 2 IN ha! 
my Lord-Chief-Jaſtices Warrant and a Conſtable pretently. 

Sir Fol. And ſhe made the pureſt ſport now, with a Young, Felloyy, 
Man, that ſhe met withall accidentally. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe, a Young, Fellow !———- 
my Wite making ſport with a young fellow ! oh Lore ! here are doinyzs, 
here are vagaries! Þil run mad, Il] climb Bow-fteeple preſently, beltiide 
the Draggon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Fol. The belt of all was too, that ic happen'd to be an idle Cox- 
comb that pretended to be in love with her, Neighbour. 

Sir Dx. Indeed, in love with her! who was it? what's his Name 2? 
| warrant you won't tell a Body, —PII indite him in the Crown-Oftice; 
no PII iſſue Warrants to apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of 
Edw. 19. won't you tell me what young Fellow it was, was it a very 
handſome young fellow, hah———— | 

Sir Fol. Handſome! yes hang him, the fellow*s handſome enough ; he 
is not very handſome neither, but he has a devilliſh leering black-eye. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! 

Sir Fol. His face too is a good riding Face, *tis no ſoft effeminate 
complexion indeed, but his countenance is ruddy, ſanguine, and chear- 
ful, a devilliſh fellow in a Corner, Pll warrant him. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us! what will become of me, why the devil did I mar- 
ry a young Wife ? Is he very well ſhap*d too, tall, ſtreight, and pro-.. 
portionable, hah ! 

Sir Fol, Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he is tall enough 


too, he's none of your overgrown lubberly Flanders Jades, but more of ' 


the true Engliſh breed, well knit, able and fit for ſervice old Boy ; the 
Fellow is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong and ative, l 
have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. _ 

Sir Da. Who can this be? Well, and what think yov,. Friend; has he 
been there ? Come, come, I'm ſentible ſhe's a young Woman, and 1 am 
an old Fellow, troth a very old Fellow, I fignifie little or nothing novr, 
but do you think he has prevailed ? am I a Cnckold Neighbour. 

Sir Fol. CuckoJd ! what, a Cnckold in Cyvent-Garden ? No, VII aſſure 
you, 1 believe her to be the moſt vertuous Woman in the World ; bus 
if you had but ſeen———— 

Sir Da. Ay, wov'd I had, what was it? 

Sir Fol. How like a Rogue ſhe usd him : Firſt of all comes me up 
the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he———and then he bows Cown, thus 
—— how now, ſays ſhe, what would the impertinent Fellow have / 

Sir Da. Humph? ha! well, and what then ? 

Sir Fol. Madam, fays he again (bowing as he did befcre) my heart 1s 
ſo entirely yours, that except you take pitry of my ſuiferirgs I muſt 
here dye at your Feet. 

Sir D4. So, and what faid ſhe again, Neighbour ? hah ! 

OS. Sir 
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Sir Jol, Go, you are a Fop. : 

Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay fo indeed 2 | am 
glad ont, troth I am very glad owt; well, and what next? And, how, 
and well, and what ? ha! | 

Sir Fol. Madam, ſays he, this wont do, I am your humble Servant, 
for all this, you may pretend to be as ill-natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhal] 
make bold. 

Sir Da. Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow ? 

Sir Fol. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a ſawſie Jakanapes, ang 
Il have you kickrt. | 

Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wowd not be unmarried again to bean 
Angel. 

Sir Fol. But. the beſt jeſt of all was who this ſhould be at Iaſt, 

Sir Da, Ay, who indeed ! Pil warrant you tome filly Fellow or other, 
poor Fool ! 

Sir Fol, E%en a ſcandalous Rake-hell, 'that lingers up and down the 
Town by the Name of Captain Beaugard, but he has bcen a bloody 
Cuckold-making Scoundrel in histime. | 

Sir Da. Hang him Sot, is it he ? 1 don't value him thus, not a wet 
finger Man, to my knowledge ſhe hates him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, 
| know it, Il-am very well ſatisfied in the point, beſides I have ſeen him 
ſince that, and have out-heftor'd him: I am to tell her from his own mouth, 
that he promiſes never to affront her more, 

Sir Fol. Indeed. 

Sir Da. Ay, Ayo 


Enter Lady Dunce, paying ber Chairman. 


Chairman, God bleſs you, Madam, thank your honour. 

Sir Jo. Huſh, huſh, there's my Lady, I'll be gone, P11 not be ſeen, 
your humble ſervant, God b%w?y. | 

Sir Da. No faith, Sir Folly, &en go into my houſe now, and ſtay 
ſupper with me, we han't {up't together a great while. 

Sir Jo}. Hah ! ſay you ſo, 1 dor't care it Ido, faith withall my heart; 
this may give me anopportunity to ſet all things right again. [A/rde. 

Sir Da. My Dear ! 

Lady D. Sir! 

SIr Da. You have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee ! | 

Lady D. Only for a little Air, truly I wasalmoſt ſtifled within-doors, 
I hope you. will not beangry, Sir David, will you ? 

Sir Da. Angry Child ! no Child, not 1; what ſhould I be angry for? _ 

Lady D. 1 wonder Sir David, you will ſerve me at this rate. D! 
you not promiſe meto go in my behalf to Beaugard, and correQ-hm ac- 
cording to my inſtructions for his inſolence ? ; 

Sir Da. So | did, Child; Ihave been with him, Sweet-heart, I have 
told him all to a tittle, [ gave him back again the Picture too, but as the 
Devil would hayeit, I forgot the Ring, faith I did, Lady" 
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Lady D. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, to render me ridicniuyus 19 the 
manl abominate, what ſcandalous interpretation think yon mult he max® 
of my retaining any trifle of his ſent me on ſo diſhonourable terms ? 

Sir Da. Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right ; yes I went back at- 
terwards, Dear heart, and did the buſineſs to ſome purpoſe. 

Lady D. 1 am glad that you did with all my heart. 

Sir Da. I gave him his leſſon, Pl warrant him. 

Lady D. Leſfon ! what leſſon had you to give him? 

Sir Da. Why, I told him as he lik'd that uſage he might come again, 
ha, ha, ha. | 

Lady D. Ay, and ſo let him. 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Pil give him free leave, or hang me, though 
thou wow dt not imagine how the poor Devil's alter'd. La you there 
now, but as certainly as I ſtand here, that man is troubled that he 
ſwears he ſhall not reſt day nor night till he has ſat&fied thee; prithee 
be ſatisfied with him if it is poſſible, my dear, prithee do, I promis'd 
him before 1 left him to tell thee as much, for the poor wretch looks ſo 
ſimply, I cou'd not chuſe but pity him, - I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chitsface, odd I cord 
find in my heart ro put my little Finger in your Bubbies. 

Lady D. Sir David, 1 mult tell you, that I cannot but reſent your fo 
ſoon reconcilement with a man that I hate worſe than death, and that 
if you lovd me with half that tenderneſs which you profeſs, you wou'd 
not for get an affront ſo palpably, and fo baſely offer'd me. 

Sir Da. Why Chicken, where's the Remedy ? what's to be done : 
how wonldſt thou have me deal with him ? 

Lady D. Cut his throat. 

Sir Dz. Bleſs us for ever ? cut his throat? what do murder ? 

Lady D. Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an incorrigible Enemy of 
your honour, one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in abuſing of you, ſee here 
this Letter, this I receiv'd fince I laſt parted with you; juſt now it was 
thrown into my Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o* purpoſe 
for ſuch imployments. 

Sir Da. Let me ſee: a Letter indeed /—for the Lady Dunce 
damn'd Rogue, treachergus dog, what can he ſoy in the inſide now ? 
here's a Villain. 

Lady D. Yes you had beſt break it open, you had ſo, *tis like the reſt 
of your diſcretion, 

Sir Da. Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beſt for me to know what 
miſchief he intends me, therefore, with your leave, I will brcak it 
OPen. 
| Lady D. Do, do, to have hin, believe that I was pleas'd gnough with 
it to do it my felf, if you have the Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it 
back, and daſh it as it is in the face of that andacious Fellow. 

Sir Fol, What can be the meaning of this now ? 

Sir Da. A Gentleman, yes, Madam, I am a Gentleman, and the world 
thall find that I am a Gentelman, ——F have certainly the beſt Woman 1n 
the World. fi Eh Lady, 
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Lary D. What do you think muſt be the end of all this ? I have no 
refuge in the world, but your kindneſs, had I a jealous Hus band now, 
how miſerable. mult my life be! 

Sir Jol. Ah Rogues Noſe ! ah Devil ! ah Toad! cunning thief, wheeg. 
| ling Slut, Vil bite her by and by. 

Sir Day, Poor Fool ! no Dear, Iam not jealous, nor never will he 
J:alons of thee : Do what thou wilt thou ſhalt not make me jealous, | 
love thee too well to ſuſpect thee. 

Lagy D. Ah but how long will you do fo ? 

Sir Da. How long, ! as long as I live I warrant thee, I>—<don't talk 
to a body fo : I cannot hold if thon doſt, my eyes will run over, poor 
Foc], poor Birdſnics ! poor Lambkin ! 

Lady D. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer my defires, will you 
once more indeavour to make that Traytor ſenſible that I have too juſt 
an eſtcem of you, not to value his Adreſles as they deſerve ? 

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, I wlll. 

Lady D. But don't ſtay away too long Dear, make what haſte you can, 
I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you again, 

Sir Da. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, I'll be with thee in a moment, 
how happy am 1 above the reſt of men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, 
walk in with my Wife, and keep her company, til] I return again. 
Child don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife, well, da, da, da, dom be troubled, prithee dowt be trou- 
bled, prithee don't he troubled, Da, da. 

Lady D. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly. 

Sir Jol. Dow't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. 

La:ly D. But Sir Jolly, can you gueſs whereabout my wandring Officer 
m3y be probably found now ? 

Sir Fo!. Found, Lady ? he is to be found, . Madam, he is to be at 
my og preſently Lady, he's certainly one of the fineſt Fellows in the 
\World. | 

Lady D. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol. His Friend, Lady ; no Madam, his Foe, his utter Enemy, I 
{hall be his ruin, I ſhall undo him. | 

Layy D. You may, if you pleaſe; then come both and play at Cards 
this Evening with me for an hour or two, for I have contriv'd it ſo, that 
Sir David 1510 be abroad at Supper to night, he cannot poſſibly avoid 
IC; 1 long to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. 

Sir 7o!, Do you fo, my Gameſter? Well, Vil beſure to bring him, 
and for what he carries about him Vil warrant yon odd he's a pretty 
t cilow, a very pretty Fellow, he has only one faulr. : 


Lacy D. And what is that I beſeech you, Sir ? 

Sir Fol. Only. too loving, too good natur'd, that's all, *tis certainly 
the beit naturd Fool breathing, that's all his fault. 

L iy D. Hiſt, hiſt, I think 1 ſee company coming, if you pleaſe, Sir 
Fily well 20 in. 


Enter 
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Enter Beaugard, follow'd by Sir Davy, Vermin. 


Sir fol. Mam, mum, *cis he himſelf, the very ſame ; odds fo, Sir 
Davy atter him too, huſh, hbufh, huſh, let us be gone, let us retire, .do 
but look upon him now, mind him a little, there's a ſhape, there's an 
Air, there's a-motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in, 1 
ſay there's a ſhape for you. CExit. 

Beau. What the Devil ſhall I do: to recover this days loſs again, 
my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has forſaken me, me- 
thinks I am quandari'd like one going with a party to diſcover the E- 
nemies Camp 3 but had loſt his guide upon the mountains: Curſe on him 
old Argus is here agen, there can be no good Fortune towards me waen 
he's at my heels. : ed 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir ! Captain, Captain, 
noble Captain, one word, I beſcech you. 

Bau. With me Friend ? 

Sir Da. Yes with you, my no Friend. 

Beau. Sir D:vid my intimate, my Boſom Phyſitian ———_ 

Sir Da. Ah Rogue ! damn'd Rogue ! 

Beau. My Confeſſor, my dearelt Friend, 1 ever had—— 

Sir Da. Dainty W headle, here's a Fellow for ye. 

Beau, One that has taught me to be in love with Vertue, and ſhewn 
me the vgly inſide of my Fohles, 

Sir Da. Your humble Servant, 

Beau, Is that all? if youare as cold in your Love as you are in your 
Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worſt time on't of any one 1n 
Chriſtendom. | 

Sir Da. So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from the inſolent ſo- 
licitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir. 

Beau. As me, Sir ? why who am 1, good Sir Domine Doddle-pate * - 

Sir Da. So,take notice he threatens me,Vil have him bound to the peace 
inſtantly, will you never have remorſe of Conſcience Friend ? have you 
baniſht all ſhame from your Soul? Do you conſider my Name 15 Sir 
Davy Dunce ! that I have the moſt vertuous Wife living ! Do you con- 
lider that? Now how like a Rogue he looks again ; what a hang-dog 
leer was that ? 

Beau, Your vertuous Wife, Sir, you are always harping vp91 that 
{tring, Sir Davy. 

Six Da. No, 'tis you wou'd be harping upon that ſtring, Sir, ſee you 

this ? caſt your eyes uponthis, this Letter Sir, did not you promiſe this 
' Very day, to abandon all manner of proceedings of this Nature, tendng 
to the diſhonour of me and my Family 2 

Beau. Letter, Sir? what thedevil does he mean now ? Let me ſee, For 
the Lady Dance, this is no ſcrawl of mine, Pl] be Sworn by Jove, her 
own hand ! What a Dog was [! forty to one but I had play'd the fool, 
- and ſpoiPd all again ; . was there ever ſo Charming a Creature breathing, 
——did your Lady deliver this to your hands Sir ? Cix 
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Sir Da. FEy'n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me tell you, 5; 
that ſhe has too juſt an eſteem of me, Sir; out to value ſuch a Fellgy as 


you are as you deſerve, 
Beau. Very good : (Reads the Letter) T doubt not but this Letter will 


ſurprize you (in troth, and ſo it does extreamly) but refie& ypon 
the manner of conveying it to your hand as kindly as you can. 

Sir Da. Ay a damn'd Thict, to have it thrown 1nto the Chajr by a 
Footiman. 

Beau. (Reads) Would Sir Davy were but half ſo kind to you as I am. 

Sir Da. Say you ſo, you inlinuating Knave. [Sir Folly reads. 

Beau, But he I am ſatisfd is ſo ſeverely jealous, . that except you 
contrive ſome way to let me ſee you this evening : I fear all will be 
hopeleſs. 

Sir Da. Impudent Traytor, I might have been a Monſter yet before 
I had got my Supper in my Belly. 

Beau. ln order to which either appear your ſelf, or ſome body for 
you, half an hour hence in the Pr1azz4, when more may be conſidered 
of, adicu. 

Sir D2, Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my heart, you are come 
I ſeeaccordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in Conſcience to tell the 
bulineſs won't do, the trick wort paſs, Friend, you may put up your 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lye with my Wife,” Pughhh, he 
make Sir Davy Dunce a Cuckuld, poor wretch, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Jol, Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt, 


Enter Laiy Dunce, and Fourbin diſpuisd, 


Lay D. That's he, there he is ! ſucceed, and be rewarded. 

Four. Other people may think what they pleaſe ; but in my own opti- 
ni2n, I am avery pretty Fellow now, if my deſign but ſucceed upon 
tis old Baboon, I'll be canoniz'd, Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Sir D3. Friend ! with me? Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Friend ? 

Fourb. Sir, my commands were to attend your Worſhip. 

Sir Jol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hilt, hiſt, here, here, quickly, hilt. 

Sir Dz. Where do you live Sweet-heart, and who do you belong to ? 

Fourb. Sir, I ama ſmall inſtrameat of the City, I ſerve the Lord Mayor 
in his Ofhce there. 

Sir Da. How, the Lord Mayor ! 

Fotiro,iYes, Sir, who deſires you by all means to do him the Honour 
of your company at ſupper this evening. / 

Sir Da. It wil! be the greateſt honour 1 ever receiv'd in my Life, 
what my Lord Mayor invite me te ſupper ? I am his Lordſhip's moſt 
humble ſervant. 

Fourb, Yes, Sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dunce, as I have the ho- 
nour to be inform'd it is, he deſires you moreover to make what haſte 
you can, for that he has ſome matters of importance to communicate to 
Your 29n0ur, Whici may take up ſome time, 

| | Lady 


on - . 
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* Da. Communicate wich me. he Joes m me to0 noble 4 Kavopy | ; My 

dpon the wings of &gbition-t9 lay, my-elf at. bis. Fomſteol:, M 
lord Mayor ſends bimſelf to invite me to Supper, to conferr with _ 
00 ; 1 (hall certainly be a t May. -- 

Fowb. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back withal? 

vir Da. Let his Lordſhip know, that lam amezed and confounded at 
tis Generoſity 3 and that | am ſo tranſported with-the Honour he you 
re, that 1 will not fail to wait.on him in the roaſting of an EBS: 

Forrb. | am your Worlbip's Jowly Slave. 

Sir £4. Vermin, go get the Coach ready ; get me the Geld Meds tO 
ad Chain, which 1 rook from the Roman Catholick Officer for a- Fopith 
Relick : 1'11 be fice 3 I'll ſhine, and drink Wine that's divice z my Lord- 
kyor invite me to Supper ! 

Lady D. My Deareſt, I'm glad to fee thee return in ſafety, from the 
torom of my heart 2 Haſt thou ſeen the Traitor ? 

i Da. Seen him ! Hang him, I have ſeen him; 'Pox on him, ſeen 
tia! 

Lady D. Well, and what is become of him? Where is he ? 

fir Da. Why doſt thou ask me where he is ? W hat a-Pox care I what 
becomes of him ; : prithee doa' trouble me with thy impertinence, | am 
luke. 

Lady D. You are not angry. my ' Dear, are yon ? 

fir Da. No, but 1 ampleas'd, and that's all one.z very much pleas'd 
kt me tell you, but that | am only to ſup jy my Lord Mayor, that's 
ul; nothing elſe inthe World, only, the qt $ of the Nation calls ppon 
_—_ s all ; therefore once more, | lay, don't be. troubleſome, _ 
nd 0 

lady D. Youalways think my Company trouble ſome; you never tay 
a bome to comfort me z what think you 1 ſhall do-alone by my- ſelf all 
lxEvening? Mopeing in my Chamber; *Pray', my Joy ſtay with me 
fer once. 1 hope he wont't take-me at my Word, | [ Aſa, 

vir Da, 1 ſay again and again, Temprer ſtand off, | will, not. loſe my 
eferment for my Pleaſure; Horcur.'is towards me, and Fleſh ard 
food are my Averſion. 

lady D. But how long will you ſtay then?. .., 

ir Da. | don't know, may be not an hour, may be all night, as his 
ladſhip and I think fit ; what's thatto. any body ? 

lady D. You are very cruel tore. 

ir .Da. I can't delD.ieh: - 80g. get you in, and. pals away the time with 
jour Neighbour, I'll be back 2gain before I'diez. ln the mean time be 

e and conformable, go. Is the Coaca ready ? 

= Yes, Sir. *--.. 

Dg.: Well, your Servant 3 z what nothing to my.Lady Mayorgſs 
7 -_ rea of Breed 19g wana a great deah nothing co my 
or * cf © ; [ 

Lady D. My Service to her, if you Pleaſe = 78 

Sr 
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Sir D. Well, Da, Da, the poor foolerics, o' my conſcience! Adien, 
do you hear, farewell. | 3 BWP £38, 
Lady-D. Aywell as what! love can-meke me. 


[Exp 
Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fot, Madam, is he gone * 

Lady D. In ?oſt- haſte, 1 aſſure. 

Sir Fol. In Troth, and joy go with him. 

Lady D: Do you then, Sir Folly, conduct the Captain hither, whilf 
I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we may be private. [ Exit, 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir D. Troth, | had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and clean 
forgot my Relique; I was forc'd to come up theſe back-ſtairs, for 
fear of meeting my Wife again 3 it is the troubleſom'ſt loving Fool ; | 
mult into my Cloſet, and write a ſhort Letter too ; 'tis Poſt-night, 1 
had forgot that : Well, I wou'd not have my Wife catch me for 2 
Guinea. LExi, 


Enter Beaugard and Lady D. 


Beau, Are you certain, Madam, no body is this way? I fancy as we 
enter'd, | ſaw the glimpſe of fomethiog more than ordinary. 

Lady D. Is it your care of me? or your perſonal fears, that make you 
fo ſufpicions ? Whereabouts was the Apparition ?. 

Beau: There, there, juſt at the very door. 

Lady D. Fie for ſhame, that's Sir Daevy's Cloſet ; and he, Vm ſatis 
fy'd is far enough off by this time, I'm ſure | heard the Coach drive _ 
him away. But to convince you, you fhall ſee now : Sir Davy, Sir Pery, 
Sir D wy, | knocking at the Cloſet. door, Look you there'; you a Captain, 
3nd atraid of a Shadow ! Come, Sir, ſhall we call for the Cards: 

Bear. And what ſhall we play for, pretty One? 

L:dy D F'en what you think Beſt, Sir. | 

Bean. Silver Kiſles, or Golden Joys! Come, ler us make Stakes 2 
little. 

Emer Sir Jolly. 


Sir Jot. Ah, Rogue, ah, Rogue ! are you there? Have 1 caught you 
in Faith, now, Dow, now ! 

Lady D. And who ſhall keep them ? | 

Beax, You, *till Sir Davy returns from Supper. ; 

Lady D, That may belong enongh ; for our Engine Foarb1# has Or: 
ders not togive himover faddenly, 1 affare you. nes 4 

Bea. Aud is't to your ſelf then I'm oblig'd for this ble opportacy 


ty? Let us improve it to Love's beſt advantage. Gr 
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Sir fol. Ab, b,'hbyb! Ah, h,''h, iy kf 30 nf} hn is 
Beau, Let's row eternal, and raiſe our. Thoughts to expectation of ' 

;mmortal Pleaſures: in one anvthery eyes let's read our jays, til weve 

00 looger power o'er our deſires, drunk with this diflolviog, oh/——= 


Emer Sir Davy from bi Cloſet. 


Lady D, Ah? | jon77 4! [ Squeats. 
Beau, By this Light, the Cuckold : Preſto ; nay, then Halloo. 

4 | [Gets ap, and runs away. 

Sir Da, Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber ! Murder, 

Murder, Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my Doors ! Madam! Madam ! 


Madam ! —— 
Emer Sir Jolly... 


Sir Jol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh- 
bour, where, where ? | 

Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, . Catches wp Beaugard's 
hard to the Hilts, dye this in deepeſt Crimſon / /xord, which be had left 
of my Blood 3 ſpare not a tmiſerable Woman's > bebind him in the burry, 
Life, whom Heav'n deſign'd to be the unhappy ) «nd preſents it ro Sir Da- 
Objett of the moſt horrid uſage Man e'er afted.” vy. 

Sir Da. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe mean now. 

Lady D. Curſe on my fatal Beauty ! blaſted ever be theſe two baneful 
exesthat cou'd inſpire a barbarous Villain to attempt ſuch Crimes as all 
my Blood's too little to atone for : Nay, you ſhall hear me 

Sir Ds, Hear you, Mad#m! No, I have ſeen too much, I thank you 
teartily 3 hear you, Quotha / 

Lady D. Yes; and, before | die too, 1'l] be juſtify'd. 

Str 7ol. Juſtify'd, oh Lord, juſtify'd ! ——- — 

Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, | came with ſpeed 
to this unhappy Place, where have cft been bleſt with your Embraces, 
when from behind the Arras out ſtarts Beangard ; how he came there 
Heav'n knows, | 

Sir Da, V'1l have Kim hang'd for Burglary 3 he has broken my Houſe, 
and broke the Peace upon my Wile : Very good ! 

Lady D. Streight in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt; with much a-do 
| plung'd and got my freedom, ran to your Cloſet-door, knock'd and 


iwplor'd your aid, call'd on your name; bur all in vain 
Sir Da. Hah ! 


Lady D. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopp'd my mouth ; and, with a 
Conqueror's Fury ——— 

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! no more, no more, I beſeech thee, 1 
hall grow mad, and very mad; |'ll plough vp Rocks and Adamancine 
iron-bars ; I'll crack the Frame of Nature, ſally out like Tmberlair 
ipon the Tr0;n Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before uw. 

F 2 b 
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Sir Da, Oh Lord, ſtop her mouth! ,Woll, ad how'?. and what ther! 
ſtop'd thy moutW! went Alatbo Si'et 005 {fonts 5 

tdy D. No, thondhunfortance; Þſtillam innocent; hiscuirſed por 
pofe cov'd not be'xccompaiityd (ys hax/viho-will ive fo ijur'd?- No; I'll 
Cie to be reveng'd on my ſelf : | ne'er can 
hope that 1 may ſee his ſtizaming Gores 6 Offers to run upon the Sword, 
and thus | lec out My OWN «———— 

Sir} Pa. Ha! whac would'ſ thou do, my Love ; prithee don't-break 
my beart? If rtiow wile” kl; kijtive;/ t knovegbon'art! innocent, | ſee 
thou art 3 thongh 4 had ?ather be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe 
thee, ponr- Love, poor Dearee, [poor Baby.. 

Sir Fol. Alack a-day ( Weeps, 

Lady D. Ab me! 

Sir D. Ah, prithee be comforted now, Pprithee do; why, I'll loye 
thee the better tor this, for all this, Mun: .Why ould? {t be troubled 
for another's ill doings! | know it was no faulr of thine. 

Sir Jol. No, no more 1t was not, | dare ſwear. 


Sir Da. See,ſee, my Neighbour mou to0; he is. troubled to ſee thee 
thus 


1.ady D Oh, but Revenge ! FF: | 

Sir Da, Why, thou ſhalc have Revenge; 1 zl _ him murder'd ; I'll 
ave his Throat cut before to morrow-morning, Child : Riſe now, pri- 
thee riſe. 

Sir Jol, Ay, do. Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 

Lady D. But will you love me then as well as cer you d1d :: > 

' Sir Da Ay, and the longeſt day 1 live too. 

Lady D. And ſhall | have Juſtice done me orfthat orodigions Monſter ! 

Sir Pa. Whiy, he ſhalibe Crows-meat by” ro-worrow-night ; 11el 
thee he ſhall be Crows meat by midnight, Chicken. 


Lady D. Then | will live ; ſince fo, 'tis ſomeching PRI & 
Wh nce | in Peace may lead a happy Life 
With ſuch a Husband 


Sir Da. 1 with ſach a Wife. 


— c__—_ — —— HOO 


AcrT IVY. 
SCENE, the Tavern. 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer. 


Draw. V Elcome, Gentlemen, very- welcome, Sir.z will. you 
pleaſe to walk up one pair of ſtairs? 
Bean, Ge the great Roam ready 4h z Carry. up to0 a goed age" 


The Soulgier's Fortuvt.” 37 
of Bottles before hand,” with ice totogl 'Qur i: Wine, 140d: Water ta res 
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Draw. It ſhall be done, Sir ; Coming, comicg there, coming 4, Speak 
up in the Dolphin, ſome body. 7. Ears? 161, | 

Bean. Ah; Courtime, mult we be always-1He'! Muſhwentver ce ont 
glorious days again } AVhen ſhall we .be rowling, 414 th Lards of, Milk 
and Honey, encamprt in large luxuriant Vineyards, W haiti loaded 
vires Cluſter abour our Tents, drink the rich julce,-ja&praſt franithe 
plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden Fruig that'grow. im 
tertile Climes, and'ripen'd by the earhelt vigour of "the Sun?” ... -? 

Court. Ah, Beaugard! Thoſe days. have been, but- now we muſt'ro: 
ſolve to content our ſelves at an humvle rate; Methinks jt; is: Bot un+ 
pleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen thee ina large Pavillion; drowns 
0g the heat of the day in Campagne W ines; fparklipg ſweer 23:thoſe 
Charming Beauties, whoſe dear remembrance every. Glats:;Recarded, 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Beaupard; faichful 
hearty Friends 3 things 2S hard to mezt- wh as: Preteratng here 2: Fel- 
lows that wou'd ſpeak truth boldly, ad were prond; on's,zthar ſcorn'd 
Flattery, lov'd Honeſty, for 'twas there Portion; ang peyer yet. learn'd 
the Trade of Eaſe and Lying ; but now — — Liens oY Ai. 

Beau, Ay, now we ore at hone in our vwatural Hives, ard:{hep like 
Prones 3 but there's a Gentleman oo- the othe: fide the. Water, -that,may 
make work for us-ail one day. Fr Fo - 

Court, but in the mean while _ | 

Braw, In the mean while patience, Courrne 3 that is the Engliſh Man's 
Yertve ; Go tothe Manthat owes you Money, and teil hin you are ne- 
ceſſtated, his anſwer {ha:] be, a little patience, 4 b:ſeech you, Sir-; Ask- 
a Cowardly Raſcal ſatisfaQtion for + lordid injury done you ;. he (hall 
ery, alas a day, Sir, yo are the ſt:2ngelt Man living, you won'c-have 
patience to hear one ſpeak ; Complain to a Great Main-that. you-want 
Prefermen?, that you have foriake;: conſiderable Advantages-abroad, ia 
ob:d1ence to publick Edidts z ail you iita:l get of him, 4s, this, 'y au-cuſt 
nave patiznoce, Sir. | hy 


= ' 


_ 


Court, But will patience feed me, or cloath ine, or kcep me clean ? 
Beau. Prithee no more hints of Poverty 4 'ius ſcangabus, *sDeati, 1 
won'd as ſoon chuſe to hear a S2yv:dier brag, as compli; Go{t thei 


want any Money ? F | A 1667-055 #139 
Comrt, Trye indeed, ] want co neceſlarics tockeep metalivey:.4wur | 
da not enjay my ſelf with thay freedom -1 wou'd ds, theres ad more 
pleaſure in living at Rint, than there is in living alone, 1 wou'd have 
it 1 my Power (when he nceded me) to ſetve and aſliit my Friend, | 
wou'd to my Ability deal bandſomly top, by, the Woman: that: pleaſe 1 
me. ©3 4 BN) » 3 482% ,i00c £«6 91 Þio 
B:au. Oh, fy for ihame ! You wou'd be a Whore miſter, ;Fniend{tgo, 

£9, V'll have no+more to do with you. : 76; AW 17 37 3ie ab 
Court, 1 wou'd not. be forc'd neither':at any;tne! 6&9 avoid a_ Gentle: 
man that had obliged me, for watt of Money i9 piy kim a Debi cor- 
it! walted 


Ye The Soldier s Fortune. 
trated iwodr old zoquaintance, it turns my Stomach to wheadle with 
the Rogue | ſcorn, when he uſes me Scurvily, becauſe he has my Name in 
his $top- Book, »*: | | 

Beau. As for Example, to endure the familiarities of a Rogue, that 
ſhall- cock tas greafie Hat in my Face, when he duns me, and at the 
ſame tame vail it to an overgrown. Deputy of the Ward, though a frow. 
zy Fellmonger. 

Court. To beforced to. concur with his Non-ſence too, and laugh at 
his Pariſh» [eſts.” 1 

Beau. Touſe reſpefts and ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his Wife, 
and praiſe her-pretry Children, though they ſtink of their Mother, 
and ace uglier that! the Iſſue of a Baboon ; yet all this muſt be endy. 
red... 2 

: Court. Muſt it," Beangard. 

| Beax. And ſince'tis fo, It's think of a Bottle. 

Conrt. with all my Heait, for railing and drinking do much better 
together than by thetriſelves; a privare room, a truſty Friend or two, 
good Wineand bold Truths, are my happineſs ; but where's our dear - 
Friend ard Intimate, Sir Joly, this Evening ? 

Beau. To deal like a Friend, Corrine, | parted with him but juſt 
now, he's gone to contrive me a meeting if poſlible, this Night, with 
the Woman my Soul is moſt fond of : | was this Evening jult entering 
upon the Palace of all joy, when I met with fo damnable a diſappoint- 
ment-— in ſhort, that Plague to alt Well meaning Women, the Huſ- 
band came unſealonably, and forc'd a poor Lover to his Heels, that was 
fairly making his progreſs another way, Comrtine ; the Story thou ſhalt 
hear more at large hereafter. 

Court. A Plague on bim, why did'ſt thou not murther the preſump- 
tnous Cuckold ? Sawcy intruding Clown ! To dere to diſturb a Gentle- 
man's Privacies, would have beaten him into ſenſe of his tranſgreſſion, 
injoy'd his Wite betore his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 

Beau. 'Look 'yon,Conrtize, you think you are dealing with the Land- 
lord of your Winter-Quarters in Alſatia now ? Friend, Friend, there 
isa difference between a free-born Engliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking Wit- 
tal of a Conquer'd Provence. 

Court. Oh, by all means! There onght to be a difference obſerved 
between your Arbitrary Whoring, and your Limited Fornication. 

Beav. Avd but reaſon: For though we may make bold with ano- 
ther Man's Wifein a Friendly way; yet gothing upon Compulſion, dear 
Hearc. 

Gonr*.' And now, Sir Joly, { hope, is to be the Inſtrament of ſome 
Immorcal Plot; ſome Contrivance for the good of the Botly, and the 
ol fellow's Soul, Beangard ; for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that's 
maſþcentain, #1 - | 2 

Bas, Sir Jolly! Why, on my Conſcience, he thinks:it as mach his ut 
doubted Kight to bePImp-Mzſter. General to London and Middleſex, 35 
the Eſtate he polleſls is: by my confeat bis Worſhip ſhould e'en have a 
Patent for ir. Core. 
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Court, He iscertainly the fitteſt for the EOplopment io Chriſtendom 
he koows more Families by their Naines'tind. Titles,” thay #1] The Bell. 
men within and without the Walls.” © Y ; IOIEOE LS + C25 
Brav, Nay, he keeps @ Catalogue of the choiceſt Beauties 'abour 
Town, illuſtrated with a particular account of their Age, Shape, Pro- 
rtion,” colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, Gun-pow- 
der Spots and Moles, ' 
Courr. 1 wiſh the old Pander were bonnd to ſatisfie my experience ; 
what marks of good Nature my Sy{vis has about her. [Enter Sir Jolly. 
Sir Folly, My Captains! My Sons of Mrs, and Imps of Venus! Well 
encounter'd ; what ſhall we have a ſparkling” Bottle or two, and uſe 
Fortune like a Jade ? Beangerd, you are a Rogne, you are a Dog, | 
hate you ; get you gone, go. | | 
Beax. But Sir Folly, what News from Paradire, Sir Jolly ? Is there any 
hopes | ſhall come there to night ? i 3 $49 
p- Folly. May ' be there is, may be there is not; 1 fay let os have © 
a Bottle, and | will ſay nothing elſe without a Bottle * after'a Glaſs or 
wo my Heart may open. IN 
Court. Why, then we will have a Bottle, Sir 7oly, 
Sir Folly, Will ? We'll have dozens, and drink till we'are Wiſe, and 
k well of no body, *til} we are lewder than Mid-night Whores, . and 
ont-rail disbanded Officers. ' | | 
Be«s Only one thing more, my Noble Knight, and then we are en- 
tirely at thy diſpoſal. | 
Sir Jolly. Well, and what's that ? What's the buſineſs ?. 
Bees, This Friend of mine here, ſtands in need of thy Aſſiſtance, 
be's damnably in Love, Sir For | | 
Sir Folly. In Love; is he fo! in Love! *Ods my Life ! Is ſhe! What's 
her Name? Where does ſhe live? | warrant yon | k:ow her, (hes in 
my Table-Book I'll warrant you: Virgin, Wife, or Widow | 


Pulls out a Table:book. 


Cow. In troth, Sir Jolly, that's ſomerhiog a difficult queſtion; bur 
3 Virgins go now, ;he may paſs for one of them. 

Sir Folly. Virgin, very good : let me ſee; Virgin, Virgin, Vireia ; 
Oh, h-rearethe Virgins; truly, | meer with the feweſt of this ſort of 
my : \Well, and the firſt Letter of her Name now ! For a Wager | guels 


-" 20s Then you- muſt know, Sir Jdly, that-I love my Love with 
an $, | 
Sir "ly $. $. $.O here are the Eſſes ; let me confider now — Sapko, 
Cour No, Sir. | 
Sir } ly. . Sclinda. | 
C *7 NV» irher. | : pELSET of TY 7 
Sf folly $ opbronia. og oft 
C.»77, You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you. - 


| 
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Sir Jody; $4ly ve Oe (HR ES . is”, 29 
i © 18 AJ, Sir. Folly, that $the fatal Name ; Silvia, the Fair, the 
Itty, the lii-natur'd , do you know-her, my Fraend ? 
Sir Jolly. Krow,her! Why ſhe is my Daughter, and 1 have; Adopted 
ber theſe ſeven years :, Sylvia, let, me look ; Light Brown Hzir, her 
Face Oyal and Roman, quick ſparkling Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby 
Li;s, with a Mole on her Breaſt, and the perteCt likeneſs of a Heart- 
Cherry on, er Jett: Knee ; Ah Vitkhain! 'Ahlly Cap ! Have 1 caught you 
Are y 6 there, i'faith? Well, and; what fays ſhe? Is [he coming ? Dg 
her, Eyes b«tray, ber,? Does her Heast bear, and her Bybbies riſe, when 
yon talk to her, hf? een Wh | ; 
Bean, Logk you, Sir Jolly, all thangs conſider'd, ur may makea ſhift 

to rome to a Marriage in time - | 

. Sir Zolly, Vi} have notbing to dp..in. it;, 1 won't. be. ſeen in the bug. 
nieſs of Matrimony, mzke me a Ma;ch-maker,? A filthy Marriage- 
3roker 3, Sir 4 ſcorn, | know better things; look. you, Friend ; to catry 
ker -a Letter from you or 10, upon good Terms, though it be in 2 Church 
[i] d-liver it; or when the buſineſs is come to an iſſue, if | may 
bring you handſomely together, and ſo- forth , PII ſerve thee will all 
my Soal, and thank thee ;into the bargain z thank thee heartily, dear 
Rogite ; [ will you little Cock-Sparrow, faith and troth- | will ;- but. 
no Matrimony, Friend, [I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony ;, 'tis 
a damn'd invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a deſtroyer of Civil 
Correſpondence. 


Dr«zp. Gentlemen, your room is ready, . your Wine and. Ice upon the 
Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk in ? Ex 

Sir Jolly, Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine :.a Pox on Matrimony, 
Matrimony in the Devil's Name. 

Court. But if an honeſt Harlot.or two chance to enquire for ns, 
Friend, 

Sir 7elly, Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never. ſo many, - give 'em 
Reverence, and Reception, but nothing elſe, let nothing but Vhores 
and Bottles come near us, as you tender your Ears. 

[_They go with the Scene, where is diſcauer d Table and Bortles.] 


Beau, Why, there's, there's the Land of Canaan now in little, hark | 
you Drawer, Dog, ſhur, ſhut the door, Sirrah, do, y,ou hegr ? Shut it ſo 


clofe that neither Cares nor Neceſſities may peep in upon us, 
# 


[ Enter Sir Davy, Fourbin and Bloody- Bones, Drawer. ] 


Fourb. Bloody- Bones, be ſure to behave your ſelf bapdſomly, and 
like your Profeſſion, ſhew your ſelf a Cut-Throat, of Parts, and well 


nN 4 
tcece him. * Ds Satan? S by 
OL ON OO ney 212 
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Blood, My Lady ſays, we muſt be expeditious ; Sir Joly has given 
notice to the Captain by this time, ſo that nothing is wanting but the 
management of this over-grown Gull to make vs Hettors at large, and 
keep the Whore-Fortune under. 

Draw. Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir ; will't pleaſe you 
to walk into a Room? Or ſhalt I wait upon your Honours pleaſure 

ere? 

n Sir Da. Sweet-heart let us be quiet, and bring us Wine hither - 
So [ Sits down, | 
From this moment, War, War; and mortal dudgeon againſt that Ene- 
my of my Honour, and Thief of my good Name, called Beaugard, You 
can cut a Throat upon occaſion, you ſaid, Friend ? 

Fowrb. Sir, cutting of Throats is my Hereditary Vocation ; my Father 
was harg'd for cutting of Throats before me, and my Mother for cut- 
ting of Purles. 

Sir Da, No more to be ſaid; my Conrage is mounted like a little 
Frtnch-man upon a great Horſe, and I'll have him murder'd. 

Fomb, Murder'd you ſay, Sir? 

Sir Da. Ay, Murder'd I ſay, Sir; his Face flay'd off, and nail'd to a 
Poſt in my great Hall in the Country, amongſt all the other Trophies 
of wild Beaſts ſlain by our Family ſince the Conqueſt ; Theres never a 
Whore-Maſter's head there yer. 

Fowb. Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of mine to 
your Service z he's an induſtrious Gentleman, and one that will deferve 
your Favour, 

Sir Da. He looks but ſomething ruggedly though methinks. 

Foxrb. But, Sir, his Parts will atone for his Perſon; Forms and Fa- 
ſhions are the leaſt of his ſtudy : He 8ffeQs a ſort of Philoſophical Neg- 
ligence indeed ; but, Sir, make trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon 
fir for the work of this World. 

Sir Da, What Trade are you, Friend ? 

Bicod. No Trade at all, Friend ; | profeſs Murder ; Raſcally Butchers 
make a Trade on't ; *tis a Gentleman's Divertiſement, - 

Sir Da, Do you profeſs Murder ? 

: Blood. Yes, Sir, 'tis my Livelihood : I keep a Wiſe and fix Children 
y It, 

vir Da. Then, Sir, here's to you with all my heart ; wou'd I had 
cone with theſe Fellows. | 

Fob, Well, Sir, if you have any Service for ns, | deſire we may re- 
ceive your Gold and your Inſtructions ſo ſoon as is poſſible. 

SIr Da. Soft and fair, Sweet- heart, | love to ſeea little how I lay 
$1 ary Money : Have you very good trading now a-days in your way, 

iend ! 

Blood. In peaceable times a Man may eat and drink comfortably upon't : 
A private Murder done handfomely is worth Money z bat now that 
the Nation's unfettled, there are ſo many general Undertakers, that 
Us grown almoſt a Monopoly ; you ny bave a Man murder'd won" 

or 
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or little or nothing, and no body &er know who did it neither, 

Sir Da. *Pray', what Country-man are you ?- Where were you born, 
moſt Noble Sir ? 

Blood. Indeed my Country is Foreign, I was born in Argier; my Mo. 
ther was an A poſtate- Greek, my Father a Renegado Engliſh-man, who 
by oppreſſing of Chriſtian Slaves grew rich 3 for which when he lay 
ſick, | murder'd him one Cay in his Bed z mace my eſcape to Maltha; 
where, imbr=cing the Faith, 1 had the Honour given me to command 2 
Thoufard Horle aboard the Galleys of that State. 

Sir D.. Oh Lord, Sir ! my humble Service to you again. 

Fo:wb. He telis you, Sir, but the naked Truth. 

Sir Fcl. | doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir. Theſe are de. 
viliſh Fellows l'il warrant 'em. | [ Aſide. 

Fourb, War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our Province, cill 
ruſty Peace reduced vs to this baſe obſcurity; Ah, Bloody Bones! Ah, 
when thou and I commanded that Party at the Siege of Philipsbolgh ! 
where in the Face of the Army we took the impenetrable Half. 
Moon. 

Blood. Half-Moon, Sir ! by your Favour *twas a Whole Moou. 

Fourb. Brother thou art inthe right; *twasa Full Moon, and ſuch a 
Moon, Sir ! —- —- 

Sir Da, | doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen ; but, in the mean 
while, to our buſineſs. 

Fourb, With all my heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Sir Da Do you know this, Beaugard ;, he's a deviliſh Fellow | can tell 
you bur that : He's a Captain. 

Fourb. Has he a heart, think you, Sir ! 

Sir Da. Oh, like a Lion! he fears neither God, Man, nor Devil. 

Blood. \'|\ bring it you for your Breakfaſt to-morrow : Did you ne- 
yer eat a Man's heart, Sir ? 

Sir Pa. Eata Man's heart, Friend ! 

Fourb. Av, ay, a Man's heart, Sir; it makes abſolutely the beſt Rag- 
gonſt in the World ; 1 have eaten forty of them in my time without 
Bread , 

: Sir Pa. Oh Lord! a Man's heart! my humble Service to you both, 
ertiemen. 

Bizod, Why, your A'gerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at Sea, they have 
them always potted up like Veniſon; your well grown Dutchman 's 
heart makes anexcellent Diſh with O1l and Pepper. 

Sir Da, Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord ! Friend, Friend, a word with you: 
How mach muſt you and your Companion have to do this buſineſs? 

Funb. What, and bring you the heart home to your houſe? 

Sir Da. No, no, keeping the heart for your own eating, I'll be rid 
of *'em as ſoon as poſſible 1 can. 

Fourb. You ſay, Sir, he's a Gentleman ? 

Sir. Da. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about this Town: The 
Fellow has a pretty handſome Outſide ; but | believe little, or no Money, 

in kis Pockets. Fowl, 
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Foxrb, Therefore we are like to have the honour to receive the more 
from your Worſhip's bounty. | 

Blood. For my part I care for no Man's bounty : I expect to have my 
bargain perform'd, and I'll make as good a one as can. | 

Sir D«, Look you, Friend, don't you be angry, Friend, don't be 
angry, Friend, before you have occaſion: You ſay you'll have -——— 
let's ſee how much will you have now —— [ warrant the Devil and all 
by your good Will, EY 

Fourb. Truly, Sir David, if as you ſay, the Man muſt be well. mur- 
dered without any remorſe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew, it is ho- 
neſtly worth Two bundred pounds. 

Sir Da. Two hundred pounds / Why, 1'l] have a Phyſician (hall kill 
2 whole Family for balf the money. | 

Blood. Damine, Sir, how do ye mean ? .. 

Sir Da. Damme, Sir, how do | mean? Damme, Sir, not to part with 
my money. | | 

Blood, Not part, Brother / 

Fowrb. Brother the Wight is improvable, and this muſt be born 
withal. 

Blood, Have I for this difſolv'd Circezn Charms? broke Iron durance, 
whilſt from theſe firm legs the well.-fl'd uſeleſs Ferrers dropp'd away, 
and left me Maſter of my native Freedom ? 

Sir Da. What does he mean now ? 

Fowrb, Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to ſee it, with all my heart ; "cis a di- 
ſtraCtion that frequently ſeizes him, though 1 am ſorry it (bould happen 
ſo unluckily at this time. _ 

Sir Da, Diſtrated, ſay you! is he ſo apt to be diſtratted ? 

Fourb. Oh, Sir, raging mad : We that live by Murder are all ſo ; 
Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you, Sir, ſtand clear of him, 
he's apt to be very miſchievous at theſe unfortunate hours. 

Blood. Have I been drunk with tender Infants Blood, and ripp'd up 
teeming Wombs ? Have theſe bold hands ranſack'd the Temples of tie 
TY and ſtabb'd the Prieſts before their Altars ? Have 1 done this? 
Sir Da. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, | would not ſay any ſuch thing 
for all the World, Sir: Worthy Gentleman, 1 beſeech you, Sir, you 
ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 1 beſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Pzſſion, 
[Ido any thing in the World 3 you ſhall command wy whole Eſtate. 

Fourb. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to have him quite 
murder'd, if a ſwinging drubbiog to. bed-rid him, or ſo, will ſerve your 
turn, you may have it at a cheaper rate a great deal. 

Sir. Da. Truly, Sir, with all my heart; for methinks now 1 confider 
—_ better, I wou'd not by any means be guilty of another Man's 

ocd. ' 

Foxrb. Why, then let me conſider, —— to have him beaten ſubſtan- 


=, a beating that will ſtick by- him, will coſt you half the 
ney, 
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Sir Dav. What, One handred pounds ! Sure the Devil's in you, or 
you would not beſo unconſcionable. | 

Blood, The Devil! where ? where is the Devil? Shew me; FP tell 
thee, Bee/zebub, thou haft broke thy Covenant, didſt thou not promiſe me 
eternal Plenty, when [ refign'd my Soul to thy allurements ? 

Sir Da. Ah, Lord! 

Blood. Touch me not yet ; I've yet ten thouſand Murders to a be. 
fore I'm thine : With all thoſe fins VII come with full damnation to thy 
Caverns of endleſs Pain, and howl with thee forever. 

Sir Da. Bleſs us * what will become of this mortal Body of mine? 
Whereem1? isthis a Houſe? dol live? am I Fleth ard Blood? 

Blood.. There, there's the Fiend again / Cont chatter ſo, and grin at 
me 3 if thou muſt needs have prey, take here, take him, this Tempter 
that would brite me with ſtining Gold, to ſtam my hands with new 
iniquity. 

vir Das. Stand cff,, I charge thee, Satzn, whoſoeer thou art, thon 
haſt ro right nor claim to me, I'll have thee bonnd in Necromantick 
(Charms. Heark you, Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the 
Devil? - 

Fowrb. Only pawn'd it a little ; that's all, 

Sir Pa. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to difpatch, and get rid of him as 
ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle with you, Sir, bnt | 
hate the Devil's Company mortally : As fer the hundred pound, here, 
here, it is ready ; no more words, I'll ſubmit to your good' Nature and 
Dilcretion. | 

Feurb. Then, Wretch, tzke this,z2rd rake.thy Peace with the infernal 
King ; he Joves Riches, ſacrifice and be at reſt. 

Blood. *T is done, I'll follow thee, lead on 3 nay, if thou ſmile, 1 more - 
defie thee ; Fee, Fg, Fun. Ext. 

Fourb, * Tis very odd this. 

Sir Da. Very odd, indeed; I'm glad he's um though. 

Fourb. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh our ſelves with a chear- 
fol Glaſs, ard ſo Chaqre wn chez Ilur———-} would fain make the, Gull 
drunk a little to put a little Mettle into him. | 3 

Sir Da. With all iy heart, Sir; but no more words of the Devil, if 
you love me, 

' Fewmb, The Devil's an Aſs, Six, and here's a Health to all thoſe that 
dehe the Devil. 

Sir Da, With all my heart, and allthis Works too. 

Foxrb. Nay, Sir, yourmuſt do me righr, 1 affure yon. : 

Sir Pa. Not 1o- full, not fo full, that's too much of all'Conſci- 
erce: !:itroth, Friend, theic-are fad times, very. ſad times 3 but here's 
0 you. | 

Fourb. *Pox o the Times, th2 Times are well enough, ſo long 25 a Man 
has money in his Pocket. 

Sir Da, *Tis true, here I /have been barg2ining with you bout a 
Murder, but rever conſider that Idolatry is coming, in full ſpced vpo 
t< Nation, Pray what Religicn are you of, Friend ? Fox1%. 


— A 
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Fourb, What Religion am Iof, Sir ? Sir, your bumble Servant. 

cir De, Truly a good Conſcience 1s a great happineſs; and ſo [Il 
pledge you, hemph, hemph; but ſhan't the Dog be mureered this 
*9 , 
_—_ My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to ſett him, and the 
buſineſs ſhall be done effectually, I'll warrant you. Here's reſt his ſoul. 

cir Da. With a!l my hearr, Faith, I bate tobe uncharitable. 


Enter Courtine, and Drawer. 


Cour. Look you, 'tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk by this - 
tine; ſhall Rogues ſtay in Taverns tokip Pints, and be ſober, when ho- 
ſt Gen:[emen are drank by Gallons? I'll have none on't. 


Sir. Da. O Lord, who's there ? [ Sits up in bis Chair. 
Draw. I beſeech your Honour, our Houſe will be utterly ruin'd by 
this means. 


Corr. Damn your Houſe, your Wife, and Children, and all your 
Family, you Dog * Za 

Beau. Sir, who are you. [To Sir David. 

Sir Da, Who am I, Sir? what's that to you Sir ? Will you tickle my 
Foot, you Rogue ? 

Conr, II] tickle your Guts, you Paultroon, preſently. 

Sir Da, Tickle my Guts, you Mad-cap ! I'll tickle your Toby if you 
do. 

Cor, What, with that circumcis'd Band ? That grave hypocritical 
Beard, of the Reformation-Cut ? Old Fellow, | believe you are a 
Rogue. 

Sir Da. Sirrah you are a Whore, an errant Birch. Whore, I'll uſe 
you like a W hore, IF kiſs you, you Jace, PH ravith you, you Buttock, 
lam a Juſtice of the Pezce, Siriah, and that's wor'e. Io 

Ceurt, Damn you, Sir, | care nor if you were a Corſtable and all his 
Watch ; what, ſuch a Rogue as you ſend honeſt Fellows to P;ifor, and 
countenance Whores in your Juriſdiction foi Zribery, you 1 -»grel, 
I'] beat you, Sirrah, I'll brain yoo, PI murder you, you Mumm-i -if 

{ Throws the Chair; after hun. 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable , Watch, ſtokes, Nokes, ſtokes, 
Murder —— bs: Exit. 

Cour, Huzza, Beavgard ) [ Enter Beaugard, Str Jolly. 

Fowb, Well; Sir, the bulinefs is done, we have bargain'd to murder 
you. . 

Beau, Murder'd ! who's to be murder'd, ha, Foxrbin ? 

, Sir 7ol. You are to be murder'd, Friend, - you ſhall be murder'd, 
riend; 

Bean, Pat how am 1 to be murder'd? Who's to' murder me, 1 be- 
Rech you ? 

Four, Yeur humble Servant, Fowbin;: 1 am the Man, with your Wor- 
ip$lave. Sir Datid has given me this Gold ro do-R bandſcmely. 
Bean, -. 
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Bean. Sir David! uncharitable Cur,” what murder an honeſt Fellow 
for being civil to his Family : What can this mean, Gentlemen ? 

Sir Jol. No, 'tis not for being civil to his Family, that it 
Gentlemen, therefore are you to be murder'd to Night, and buried abed 
with my Lady, you Fack-Srraw you, 

Beau, | underſtand you, Friends, the old Gentleman haz deſign'd to 
have me butcher'd, and you have kindly contriv'd it to turn it to my ad. 
vantage in the Aﬀair of Love, I am to be murder'd but as it were, Gen. 
tlemen, hah ! 7 

Fourb. Your Honour hasa piercing Judgment : Sir, Captain Courtive's 
-£one. 

n Beau. No matter, let him go, he has a deſign to put in prattice this 
Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil ours; but when, Sir Foly, is 
this buſineſs to he brought about ? | 

Sir Jol, Preſently, 'cis more than time 'twere done already ; go, get 
you gone, | ſay ; hold, hold, let's ſee your left Ear firſt, hum ___. 
.ha you are a Rogue, y are a Rogue, get you gone, gat you gone, 
£0 [ Excun, 


SCENMN E changes to Covent-Garden Piatza. 
Emer Sylvia and Maid in the Balcony. 


Maid. But why, Madam, will you ule him ſo inhumanely? I'm conk- 
dent he loves you. 

Sylv. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a true Saint by the 
Trial of his patience : have you the Cords ready ? 

Maid. Here they are, Madam. 

Sylv. Let *em down, and be ſure when it comes to Trial ; to pull 
loftily ; is Wil the Footman ready ? 

#4. At your Ladyſbip's command, Madam. 

Sylv, 1 wonder he ſhould ſtay ſo long, the Clock has ſtruck twelve. 


Enter Courtine. 


Court, ſes. And was (he not frank and free, 
And was ſhe not kind to me, 
To lock up ber Cat in her Cupboard, 
Ana grve her Key to me, to me : 
To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And groe her Key to me. 


Sylv. This muſt be he: Ay, cis he, and, as | an a Virgin, roaring 
Crank, but if 1 find not a way to make him fober— 

Court. Here, here's the Wjzndow: Ay, that's Hell-door, and wy 
damnation's in the inſide : Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia: Dear IMP of Satan 
appear to thy Servant. 


Syiw. 
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Sy. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of night, when reſt is wanting 
to her longing Eyes ? | 

Cour. *Tis 2 poor wretch can hardly ſtand upright, drunk with thy 
Loves, and if he falls he hes. 

$yl. Courtine, is it you ? 

Court. Yes, Sweet- Heart, 'tis 1; art thou ready for me ? 

Syl. Faſten your ſelf to that Cory there ; there, it is. 

Coure, Cord !- Where ? Oh, oh, here, here, ſo now to Heavy'n in a 

IDE. 

Ws Have you done ? 

Court. Yes, | have done Child, and wou'd fain be doing too, Huſſie - 

Syl. Thea pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up, fo, avaſt there, Sir. 

Cot, Madam, 

Syl. Are you very much in Love, Sir? 

Court. Oh damnably Child, damnably. 

$yl. I'm ſorry for't with all my Heart, good night Captain. 

Cuot. Ha, gone! What left in Eraſmu;'s Paradiſe between Heav'n 
and Hell? 1f che Conſtable ſhould rake me now for a ſtragling Monkey 
hung by the Loins, and hunt me with bis cry of Watch-men ! Ah! Wo- 
mad, Woman, Woman ; well, a merry life, and a fhort, that's all. 


Syngs, God proſper long our Noble King, 


Our Lives and Safeties all. 
lam mighty Loyal to night. 
Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones, «s from Sir David's Houſe. 


Fuwb. Murder, Murder, Murder ! Help, help, Murder ! | 
Curt. Nay if there be Murder ſtirring, 'tis high time to ſhift for my 
ſelf. | [Climbs up to the Balcony. . 

Sy, (Squeaking) A h, b, hh ! 
Blood. Yonder, yonder he comes, Murder, Marder, Murder ! 
{ Ex. Blood, and Fourbin. 


Enter Sir David. 


Sir Da. 'Tis very late; but Murder is a Melancholy buſineſs, and 
Night is fit for't, ll go home. [ Knocks, 

Ferm, Who's there ? 

Sir. Da. Who's there? Open the door you Whelp of Babylon. 

erm, Oh Sir ! Y*are welcome home ; bur here is the ſaddeſt news ! 
Here has been Murder committed, Sir. 

vs Da, Hold your Tongue you Fool, and go to ſleep, get you in, do 
Jou hear, you talk of Murders you Rogue ? You mcddle with State- 
Alairs? Get you in. 

The 
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The Scene opens the middle of the Houſe, and diſcovers Sir Jolly and the 
p*tting Beaugard in order 4s of he were dead, _ 


Sir Jol. Lye ſtill,lye ſtill you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when I bid you, you 
had beſt queſt, and ſpoil theſport, you had ! 

Beau, But *pray? how long muſt [ lye thus ? 

Lady D. 1't] warrant you'll think the time mighty tedious, 

Beau. Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are near 
him ? | 

Sir Fol. You ſhall, Sirrah, if a body deſires you a little, ſo you ſhall, 
we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoil'd elſe, Man if you do not : Strecch 
out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can, fo, ſo, hold your breath, 
hold your breath. very well. [Enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, here comes Sir David. 

Sir Fol, Odds ſo, now cloſe again as I told yon, cloſe you Devil, 
now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any parc about you if you dare now z odd 
I'll hit you ſach a rap if yon do, lye Rill, lye you ſtill. 

Enter Sir David, 

Sir Da, My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear ? I am come. 

Lady D. Ah, Sir! whatis't yave dore? Yave ruin'd me, your Fa- 
mily, your Fortune, all is ruind, where [hall we goz or whether Gall 
we fly? 

Sir Da. Where ſhall we go, why, we'll! go to Bed, you little Jacka- 
dandy, why, you are not a Wench, you Rogue, you are 2 Boy, a very 
Boy, and Ll love you the better for't, Sirrah, het !——— 

Lady D. Ah, Sir, ſee there. | 

Sir Da. Bleſs us a Man ! and bloody ! what, upon my Hall-Table! 

Lady D. Two Ruffians brought him in juſt Bow, prononacing the in- 
humane Dced was done by your command: Sir Joly came in the di- 
Nraing minute, or fore | had dyd with my diſtraCting Fears, how could 
you think ona reveoge {o horrid ? | 

Sir Da. As | hope to be ſaw'd, Neighbour, I only bargain'd with 'em - 
to batinacto him in a way,or ſo, as one Friend might do to another ; but 
do you ſay that he is dead ? 

Sir 7ol. Dead, dead as Clay; ſtark ftifF and uſeleſs all, nothing a 
bout him ſtirring, but all's cold and fill; 1 knew kim a lnſty fellow once, 
very mettted Fellow, "tis a thouſ4nd pirics. EE, 

Sir Ds. What ſhall 1 do? VII throw my felf upon him, kiſs his wide 
wonnds, and weep till blind as A 

Lady DP. Oh, come nor near him, there's ſach horrid Antipathy fol- 
lows all Murders, his wounds wonld ſtream afreſh ſhould you bus vonci 
him | 
Sir Da. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour. Friend , Sir Joly, 25 
you love C;rarity, tity my wretched Caſe, and give me Toune!, [| 
give my Wife zndall my Eſtate to have him live again, or ſhall } bury 
him inthe Arbour at the upper end of the Garden. Nt 
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Sir Jol. Alas 2-day Neighbour, never think on't, never think on't» 
the Dogs will find him there, as they ſcraps holes to bury bones in» 
there is but one way that I know of. 

Sir Da, What is it dear, Neighbour, what is iz ? You ſee I am upon 
my knees to you, take alll have and eaſe me of my fears. 

Sir Fol. Truly the beſt thing that 1 can think of, is putting of him 
to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, and try to fetch him tolife again, 
2warm Bed is the beſt thing in the World, my Lady may do much too, 
ſhe's agood Woman, and I've been told, underſtands a green wound 
well. 

Sir Da, My dear, my dear, my dear ! 

Lady D. Bear meaway, Oh fend me hence afar off, where my unhap- 
py name may be a ſtranger ; and this ſad accident no more remembet'd 
tomy diſhonour. : 

Sir D4. Ah, but my Love! My Joy ! Are there no bowels ia thee ? 

Lady D. What would you have me do ? 

Sir Da. Pritheedo ſo much as try thy skill, there may be one drachm 
of life left in him yet, take him up to thy Chamber, put him into thy 
own Bed, and try, what thou canſt do with him 3 prithee do, it thou 
can'ſt but find motion in bim, all may be well yer, I'll go up to my Tlo- 
ſet in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean while. 

Lady D. Will ye then leave this ruine on my Hands ? 

Sir Ds. Pray, Pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neighbour, help to 
perſuade her if it be poſlible. | 

Sir Fel. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do, | have a great fanſy 
you may do him good : who cantell but you may have the gift of ſtroa- 
king 3 pray Madam, be perſuaded. . 

Lady D. Vil do whate'er's your pleaſure. * 

Sir. Da. That's my beſt Dear : I'll go to my Cloſet and Pray for 
thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhould happen [Ex.t. 

Bean. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel ! 

Sir Jol, What no thanks, no reward for old Folly now? Come hither 
Huſhe, you little Canary-Bird, you little Hop-o'my-thumb, come kither: 
mahe me a Curt'fie, and give me a kiſs now, hah! give mea kiſs | iay, 
odd | will havea kiſs, ſol will, | will have a kiſs if | ſer on't ; ſhoogh, 

» get you into a corner when | bid you, ſhoogh. ſhcozh, ſhoogh, 
what there already ? 
| She goes ro Beaugard 
Well, I ha'done, this 'tis to be an old Fellow now. , ſe 

Beau, And will you ſave the life of bim y'ave wonnded ? 

Lady D. Dare you truſt your ſe}f ro my $kill for a Cure ? 

: [Sir Davy appears at a Window aboue. 
Pref a Hiſt! Hiſt! Cloſe, cloſe, 1 ſay again, yonder's Sir Davy, 
0! 

Sir Da. My Dear, my Dear! my Dear !.—— 

Lady D. Who's that calls ? my Love, is't you? 

Sir Da, Ab, ſome comfort, or my Heart's broke! 1s there any hopes 

H yer? 
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yet? I're try'd to ſay my Prayers, and cannot: if he be.quite dead, 
ſhall never Pray again z Neighbour, no hopes ? : 
Sir Jol. Truly, little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe I think there is left, 
rery little, there's nothing to be done if you don't Pray, get you to 
Prayers whatever you do, get you gone z nay, don't ſtay now, ſhut the 
Window Itell you, 
Sir Da. Weil, this is a great trouble to me ; but good night. 
Sir, Fol. Good night to you, dear Neighbour. 
Get ye up, get yeup, and be gone into the { To Beaugard and Lady D. 
next Room, preſently, make haſte : but don's ſteal away till | come to 
PRO ſure you remember, don't ye (tir till I come ; piſh, none of this 

wing and fooling, it but loſes time, I'll only bolt the door that be. 
Jongs toSir Davy's Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, and be with you in 
a twinkle: Ah, h, h, h! So, now for the Door, very well, Friend,you 
are faſt. [ Bolts the Dovr, 


Sings, Bonney Laſs gan thoo wert mine, 
And twonty theoſand poonds about thee, &c. - 


AQ hv: 


Courtine bound on « Couch in Sylvia's Chamber. 


Conrt. Eigho! Heigho ! Ha! Where am 1? Was | drunk,or no, laſt 

night? Something leaning that way. But where the D:yil 
am |? Sincerely in a Bawdy-houſe : Fogh ! Whata ſmell of fta1is here! 
Let melook abour, if there be ever a Geneva Bible ora Prattice of Pizty 
in theRoom, | am ſure | have gueſs'd right. What's the matter now ! 
Ty'd faſt! bound too ! Whar tricks have | play'd to come into this con- 
dition! 1 have lighted into the Territories vf ſome merrily difpos'd 
Chamber Maid or other ; and ſhe in a witty fit, forſooth, hath truls,d me 
up thus : has ſhepinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalkt me upon the back 
trow ? Would | had her Miſtreſs here at a venture. 

Syl. What would you do with her, my Enchanted Kaight, if you had 
her ? You'are too ſober for her by this time, next time you get druuk, 
y ou may perhaps venture to ſcale her Balcony* like a valiant Capraln a 
you are, 

Court. Haſt thou done this, my dear Deſtrution ? And aty | ia thy 
Limbo? 1 muſt confeſs, when I am in my Beer, my Conrage does run 
away with me now and then : but let me looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what 
a gentle hnmble Animal thou haſt made me. Fie vupon*t, what tie me UP 
like an ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a Table! let, let thy poor Dog 
looſe, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little. 

Sy. What, with thoſe Paws which you have been ferreting tb 
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withal, and are very dirty ſtill ; after you have been daggling your 
ſelf abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you come {neaking hi- 
ther for a Cruſt, do you? 

Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip and the _ BelV, Madam, nd flaſh him 
for his Roguery ſoundly ? 

Court. Indeed, indeed ! Do you long to be ferking of Man's Fleſh, Ma- 
dam Flea-trap? Does the Chaplain of the Family uſe you to the Exer- 
ciſe, that you are ſo ready for it ? 

Sylv. If you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into favour now , you 
would be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you had got your liberty. 

Core, Do but try me, and if ever | prove recreant more, let me be 
beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earne 

Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but one requeſt, and it ſhall be done. 

Court, Hear me but ſwear. 

Sylv. That any body may do ten thouſand times a-day. | 

Court. Upon the word of a Gentleman, nay, as 1 hope to get Money 
in my Pocket. 

Sv. There | believe him, LZehe; youl keep your Word you 
ſay? 
a If Idon't, hang me up in that Wenches old Garter. 

$ylv. See, Sir, you have your freedom. 

& Court, Well, now name the pricg z what muſt I pay for't * 

Sylv, You know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall acquaintance, you have 
been pleaſed to talk to me very freely of Love-matrers. 

Cont, | muſt confeſs | haye been ſomething to blame that way, but 
if ever thou heareſt more of it from my Mouth after this vizhts adyen- 
rure, would I were well out of the Houſe. 

Sylv. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you, for you muſt under- 
_ that ſpight of my Teeth, I am at laſt fallen in Love moſt unmer- 
cifully. 


Court, And doſt thou imaginelam fo hard-hearted a Villain as to have 
no compaſſion of thee. 
Syl. No, No, for I hope he's a Man you can have no exceptions 


2panſt, 
Coure, Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, Vl] aſſure you, that's one com- 


Syl. Who do you think it may be now, try if you can gueſs him? 

Court, Whoever he is, he's an honeſt fellow I'll warrant him, and [ 
believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neither, 

Syl. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, and quiet Days 
_ make him happy, I aſſure you he may be ſo ; but try once to gueſs 
a hirm, 

Court, But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

Sy, Why, whois it you would wiſh me to? 

Court. You have 5000 Pound you ay. . 

Syl. Yes. 

Cour. Faith Child, to deal _— I know well enough who —_ 
| 2 Wl 
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wiſh for, bn: Sweet-hearrt, before 1 rell you my inclinations, it were but 
Teaſonabletha: 1 knew yours. . 

$31. Well, Sir, becauſe | am confident you will ſtand my Friend in 
the buliceſs, Vil make a diſcovery, and to hold you in ſuſpence no lon. 
ger, you uit know Ihave a months-mind for an Armefull of your dear. 
ly bcloved Friecd and Brother Captain, what ſay you to'r ? 

Cow. Med:m, your humble Servant, good buy, thar's all. 

Sy/. Wir thus cruelly leave a Lady that fo kindly took you In, in 
your laſt nizhrs pickle into her Lodging, whither would you rove now, 
my Wanderer ? 

Cour. F3ith, Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in truſting mewith 
your Paſſion, that I cannot ſtay bere withour telling you, that 1 am 
taree times 45 Much in love with an acquaintauce of yours, as you can 
be with any Friead of mine. 

Syl. Not with my Waiting- Woman, I hope, Sir. 

Cour, No, but it is with a certain Kinſwoman of thine, Child, they 
call her my Lady Dunce, and I think this is her Houſe too, they ſay ſhe 
will be civil upon a good occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and 
ſhew tie way te her Chamber a little. 

Syl. Whax commir Adultery, Captain, fie upon't? What hazzard 
your Soul ? 

Ceur. No, no. only venture my Body a little, that's all, look you, 
you kno-v the ſecret, and may imagine my deſires, therefore as you 
would have me alliſt your inclinations,*pray be civil and help me to 
mine, look yon, no demurring upon the matter, no qualm, bur ſhew 
me the way, or you, Huſlie, you ſhall do'r, any Bawd will ſerve at pre- 
ſent, for 1 will go. 

Syl. Bur you inan't go, Sir. 

Court. Shan't £2, Lady * 

$yl. No, {han'c po, Sir; did | not tell yon, when cnce you had got 
your Liberty, that you would te rambling again. 

Court. \Nhy, Child, would'ſt taou be ſo uncharitaile to tie up a poor 
Jade to #n emp!y Rack in thy Stable, when he knows where to go elle- 
where, ard yet Provender enough ? 

Syl. Any muſty Provender, | fiad, will ſerve your turn, ſo you have 
it but ciie5p, or at znother Mans Charges. 

Com: No, Child ; 1rhad rather my Ox ſhould graze in a Field of my 
own, tha: live hide bound upon the Common ,or run the bazzard of be- 
ing Pounded ever; day for 1 r-{paſles. 

Syl. Truly, all things conſiders, "tis. a gre:t pity ſo good 2 Hul- 
band- man as you, {hovld want a Far to cultivate. 

Court. Would ſt tion be bus kind, and Jet me have a Bargain 104 
Tenement of thine, t>cry how it would agrce with me. 

» Syl. And would you b- contented to take a Leaic for your Life ? 

Court. preity a Lady of the Mannor, aud 3 moderzte Rent. 

$11, Which youll be ſure to pay v:ry purctually. X 

Court, If thou doubteſt my honeſty, taithe'en take a liule exrnelt ve- 
fore hand. Syl. 
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$yl. Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant ; Imprimis, You ſhall ob- 
lige your ſelf to a conſtant reſidence, and not by leaving the Houſe un- 
inhabited, let it run to repairs, 


Cour, Agree'd, 
Syl, Jrem, For your own ſake you ſhall promiſe to keep .the Eſtate 


well fenc'd, and inclos'd, leſt ſfomecime or other your Neighbours Cat- 
tle break in and ſpoil the Crop on the Ground, Friend. 

Cour, Very juſt and reaſonable, provided 1 don't find it lis too much 
too Common already. x 

Syl. Irem, You ſhall enter into ſtrict Covenant, not to take any 0. 
ther Farm upon your hands, without my conſ:nt andggpprobation, or 
if you do, that then ir ſhall be lawful for mc to get megyother Tevaar, 


how and where | think fit. | 
Cour. Faith, that's ſomething hard though, let me tell you but thar, 


Landlady. 

Syl. Upon thele terms, we'll draw Articles. 

Coxr. And when ſhall we ſiza'em ? 

Syl. Why, this morning, as ſoon as the Ten-a-Clock- Office in Covert- 
Garden 15 open. 

Cour. A Bargain 3 but how will you anſwer your Entertainment of a 
drunken Red-coat in your Lodpgings at theſe unſeaſonable hours ? 

Sy. That's a ſecret you will be hereafter obliged to keep for your 
own ſake, and for the Family, your Friend Beaugard (hall anſwer for us 


there. 
Cour, Indeed | fancy'd the Rogue had miſchief in his head, he behay'd 


himſelf (@ ſoberly laſt night, has he taken a Farm lately too. 
, Syl. A Treſpaſſer, 1 believe, if the rruch- were known, upen the Pro- 
render you would fain have been biting at juſt now. 


Emer Maid. 


Maid. Madam, Madam, have a care of - your ſelf; I fee Lights-in 
the great Hall, whatever is the Matter, Sir Davy and all the Family are 
up. 

Cour. | hope they'll come, and catch me here - Well now you have 
brought me into this condition, what will you do with me, hah / 

Syl. You won't be contented for a while to be ty'd up lik? a jade to 
an empty Rack without Hay , will you? 

Cur. Faith, Cen take me, and put thy mark npan mz quickly, that if 
[light in ſtrange hands they may krow me for a Sheep ol thice 

Syl. Whet, by your wanting a Fleece do you mean ? It it :1uit be fo; 
come follow your Shepherds, B a a a. y 


Emer Sir Davy and Vermio.. 


Sir Da, 1cannot ſlecp, I ſhall never fleep again, 1 have-pray'd roo 
{© lopg, that were | to be bang'd preſently, i have never 4 Prover 


Lt. 


5% 
leftto belp my ſelf, 1 was no ſooner lain down upon the Bed 


and faPn into a lumber, but methought the Devil was carryin 


before him like Lin 
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juſt now, 


Ludgate- bill A _—_ ſix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-forks ; 
bo 


ys, to throw me head-long in Fleet-ditcb, which 


ſeemed to be turned into a lake of Fire and Brimſtone; would it were 


Morning. 


Verm, Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal night, 

Sir Da. But didſt thou meet never a white thing npon the Stairs ? 

Verm, No, Sir, not |; but methoughts I ſaw our great Dog Tauzg, 
with his great Collar on, ſtand at the Cellar-door ſas I came along the 


old Entry. 


Sir Da. It gpuld never be, Touzer has a Chain; had this thing a Chaig 


on ? 


Verm. No Sir, no Chain; but it had Touter's 


World. 


Sir Ds, What, ugly great frightful Eyes? 

Verm. Ay, ay, buge ſaucerEyes, but mightily like Tourer, 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! Oh Lord! Heark | Heark'! 

Verm, What! What I beſeech you, Sir ? 

Sir Dav. What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou hear nothing ? 


Hift, heark, pat, pat, pat, keark, heh ! 
ing 


Verm. Hear not 


! Where, Sir? 


Eyes for all the 


Sir Dev. Look ! Look! What's that ! What's that ! In the corner 


there ? 


Verm, Where? 
Sir Dav. There. . 
Verm, What upon the Iron Cheſt ? 

Sir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-Caſe, See! * 
See! Now it ſtirs, andis coming this way. 


Verm. Alas, Sir, ſpeakto it, pou are a Juftice o'Peace, I beſeech you, 
Il call the Watch, and tell **m Hell's 


I dare not ſtay in the Houſe: 1 
LExit. 


broke looſe, what ſhall l do? Oh ! 


Sir Dav, Oh YVermin ; if thou art a true Servant. have pity on thy 
Maſter, and do not forſake me in this diſtreſſed condition, Satan be 


gone, | defie thee, 1'1] repent 


and be ſav'd, I'll ay my Prayers, Vl go 


to Church; help! Help ! Help ! Was there any thing, or no? In what 
hole ſhalll hide my felt? 


Emer Sir Jolly, Fourbin, «»d Bloody-Bones. 


[Exit, 


Sir Folly, That ſhou'd be Sir Davy's Voice, the Waiting Woman it- 
dred rold me, he was afraid and could not fleep, pretty fellows, prett 
fellows both, y*have done your buſineſs handſomly, what, I'll warrant 


you, have been a Whoring together now z ha! You do well, you do wel, 


1 like you the better for't ; what's a Clock ? 
Foxr. Near four, Sir, 'twill not be day yet theſe two hours. 


Sir Jolly, Very well, but how got you into the Houſe ? 


Four. 
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Fourb. A ragged retainer of the Family, Yermin I think they call him, 
let us in aS Phyſicians ſent for by your Order. | 
"Sir Folly. Excellent Rogues ! Andthen | hope all things are ready as 
| gave DireQions ? 

Fourb. To a tittle, Sir, there ſhall not be a more critical Obſerver 
of your Worſhip's Pleaſure than your humble Servant the Chevalier 
Fowbin. 

Sir Folly. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, andare a 
nimble fellow, 1 have no more to ſay to you, ſtand afide, and be ready 
when 1 call, here he comes 3 hiſt, bem, bem, hem. 


Enter Sw Davy. C 


Sir Da. Hah! Whatart thou ? Approach thou like the rugged Benk- 
ſide Bear, the Eaſt-cheap-Buil, or Monſter ſhewg in Fair, take any ſhape 
bat that, and I'll confront thee. 

Sir Folly. Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend. 

Sir De. Thou can'ſt not be my Friend, for I defie thee. Sir Folly ! 
Naighbour ! Heh ! Is it you? Are you ſure it is you ? Are you your 
ſelf? 1f you be, give me your Hand. Alas a day, | ha' feen the Devil, 

Sir Folly. The Devil, Neighbour | 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, there's no help for'c, at firſt 1 fancy'd it was a 
young white Bears Cub dancing in the ſhadow-of my Candle, then i: 
was turn'd to a pair of Blew Breeches with wooden-Legs on, ſtampt a- 
bout the Room, as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their Rendevous 
there, when all of a ſudden it appeared like a leathern Serpeat, aad with 
adreadful clap of Thunder flew out of the Window. 

OS Thunder ! Why I heard no Thnuder. 
Sir Da. That may be too, what, were you aſleep ? 

Sir Foll. Aſleep, quotha, no, no, no ſleeping this night for me I aſſure 
you. 
Sir Da. Wel), what is the beſt news then ? How does the Mana. ? 
"op E'en as he did before he was born, nothing at all, he's 


Sir De. Dead! What quite Dead |! 

SIr Foll, As good as dead, if not quite dead, *was a horrid Murder, 
add then the terror of Conſcience, Neighbour. 

Sir Ds, And truly I have avery terrify'd one, Friend, though I never 
found | hed any Conſcieace at all till now. Pray whereabout was his 
Gath's wound ? 

Sir 7ol. Juſt here, jaſt under bis leſt Pap, a dreadful gaſh. 

Sir Da, So very wide ? 

vir Fol.Oh,as wide as my Hat, you might have ſeen his Lungs, Liver, 
«d Heart, as perfectly, as if you had been in bis Belly. 

Sir Da. ls there no way to have him privately buried, and conceal 
this Murder ? Muſt 1 needs be hang'd by the Neck like a Dog, Neigh- 
beur ? Do 1 look as if 1 would baog'd ? 


Sir- 
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Sir Fol. Truly, Sir Davy, I muſt deal faithfully with 
Doka little ſuſpiciouſly at preſeat ; but have you ſeen the Devil, hy 
ou ? 
Sir Da. Ay, ſurely it was the Dzvil, nothing elſe could have frighted 
me 10. | 
Sir Jol. Bleſs us, znd guard us all the Angels, what's that? 
Sir Da. Poreſtati ſempiterne cujus beneve- } Kneels holding up bis hang; 
lenti4 ſervartur gentes, & cujus miſtricordia, > and mutt'ring a if be pray'd 
Sir Fol. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir han, ; 
Sir Da. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand coſe tore, where, 


where is it ? 
Sir 70l. Juſt, juſt there, in the ſhape of a Coach and ſix Horſes againſt 


the Wall. | | 
Sir Da. Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in that Coach and 


ſix, will he? Ty 

Sir Fol. Do you ſee it ? 8 | 

Sir D4. Seeit! Plain, plain, dear friend adviſe me what I ſhall do? 
Sir Joly, Sir Folly, doyon hear nothing ? Sir Folly, Hah ! has he left me 
alone! Yermm. 

Verm. Sir. 

Sir Da. Am 1 alive? doſt thou know me again? Am1 thy Qunden 
Maſter, Sir Davy Dunce ! 

P:rm. | hope | ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Pa, Did'ſt thou ſee nothing? + 

Verm, Yes, Sir, methonght the Houſe was all o'fire Fire as is were. 

Sir Da. Did'fſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and gnaſh'd their 
teeth at me, Yerman. 

Verm, Alas, Sir, 1 was afraid one of 'em would have bit off my Noſe, 
aS he vaniſh'd out of the door. | 

Sir Da. Lead me away, Fil go to my Wife, Il die by my own dear 
Wife; run away to the Temple, and call Counſellor my Lawyer, I'l 
make over my Eſtate preſently, I ſhan't live till Noon; Fil give all | have 
tomy Wife, Hah, Yermin ! 

Verm. Trely, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady: 

Sir Da. Ah much, much too good for me, Yermin, thou canſt not 
imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man, ſhe would break her heart if | 
ſhould give any thing away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if | do 
die, thou ſbalt have all my old Shoes. 

Verm. 1 hopeto fee you live many a fair day yet though- 


Sir Da. Ab, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me ro my poor Wife. 
| { Exeunt. 


b 


SCENE avaws a'd diſcovers Sir Jolly, Beaugard, 41d Lady in ber 
Chamber. 


Lady D. What thick you now of a cold wet March over the 


Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage oo; come up, but a _ 
i 


ty watry Plain to Encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you, *but an 
ey Prone Cloak as tatter'd as your Colours ? Is not this much betrec 
now, than lying wet and gettingthe Sciattica? 
Beau, The hopes of this made all Fatigue eafie to me ;, the thoughts 
of Clarinds, have a thouſand times refreſht me in my Solitude, whene'er 
I Marcht, 1 fancy'd ſtill, jt was to my Clarinds ! When | fought, Lima- 
gin'd it was for my Clarinda; but when | came home, and found Cle 
rinda loſt ! How could you think of wiſting but a vight inthe 
rank ſorfeiting Arms of this foul feeding Monſter ; this rotten Trunck 
of a Man, that lays claim to you. 
Lady D. The Perſuaſion of Frieods, and the Authority of Parents ! 
Beang. And had.you no. more Grace, than to be rul'd by a Fatber 
and Mother t | I; -, 
Lady D.” When. you were gone, that ſhould have given me bettet 
Counſe], how could 1 help my ſelf? - | 
Beaug.Methinks,then,you might have found out ſome cleanlier Thift to 
have thrown away your ſelf upon, than nauſeous Old Age, and unwhol. 
- ſome Defdrmity. ON 5 I REL He 
Lady D. What npon ſome over-grown full-fed Country Fool, with 
zHorſe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine Eſtate, one that « 
ſhould have been drain'dand —_ and jolted up and down the Town 
in Hacknies with Cheats and HeCtors, and ſoſent home at three o'Clock 
every Morning, like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a Belly full ot a 
 ſumam'd Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. G 
ecavg. You might haye made a traftable Beaſt of ſuch a one, he would 
have been young enough for Training. 
Lady D. Is.Youth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn? Young Men 
like Springs wrought by a ſubtle Work-man, eaſily ply to what theic 
wiſhes preſs 'em ; but the deſire once gone that kept *em down, they 
ſoon ſtart ſtrait again, and no ſign's left which way they bent before. 


Sir Jolly at the Door peeping. 


| Sir Folly. So, ſo, who ſays | ſee any thing now ? I ſee nothing, not 
1; I don't ſee, F don't ſee, I don't look, -not fo much as look, _ [. | 
Z | Enters. 


Enter $ir Davy. 


Sir Da, I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife, let me go to 
my Wife,1'lfl live and die with my Wite, let the Devil do his worſt ; Ah, 
My Wife, my Wite, my Wife !——— FS 

Lady D. Alas! Alas! Wearernin'd ! Shift for your ſelf ;-counter- 
feit the dead Corps ouce more, of any thing. 

Sir Da, Haiz ! Whoſoe'er thou art, thou can'ſt not cat me; ſpeak to 
me, who has done this? Thou can'ft not ſay 1 did it. 

Sir 70, Did.it, did what ? Here's no body ſays youdid any thing that 

b | 
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1 know Neighbour, what's the matter with you? What ails you 3 
Whither do you go? Whirher do you ran ? I tell you here's no Body 
ſays a word to you. ; 

Sir P4. Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ? | 

Sir 7:1. Ghoſt ! Prithee now, here's no Ghoſt, whither would you 
ro? .j tell yoo, you ſhall not ſtir one foot farther Man, the Devil take 
me if you Coz Ghoſt, prithee here's no Gholt at all, a lictle Fleſh ang 
Blocd incecd there is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, ſome dead, 
and ſoforth, but Ghoſt ! Piſh, here's no Gholt. _ 

Sir Da, Burt, Sir, if I ſay 1 did ſee a Ghoſt, I did fee. a Ghoſt, and 
you goto thit, why ſurel know a Ghoſt when | ſee one : Ab my Dear, 
if thou had'ſt but ſeen the Devil half ſo often as { have ſeen him. 

Lady D. Alas, Sir Davy! If you ever lov'd me, come not, Oh come 
pot near me, | have reſolv'd to waſte the [hortTremainder of my Life ig 
Penitence, and taſte of Joys no more. | | 

Sir Da. Alas, my poor Child, but do you think then, there was no 
Ghoſt indeed? 

Sir Jol. Ghoſt ! Alas-a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here ? 

Sir Da. And is the Man dead?. ; 

Sir Fol. Dead! Ay, ay, ſtark dead, he s ſtiff by this time. 

Lady D. Here you may ſee the horrid ghaſtly Gam the fad 
effes of my too rigid Vertue, and your too fierce Relentment ——- 

Sir Fol. Do you ſee there ? 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, Ido ſee, would I had never ſeen him, wovld he had ' 
lain with my Wife in every Houſe between Charing-Croſs and Ald-Ght, 
ſo this had never happen'd. | 

Sir 7ol. [ntroth, and would he had, but we are all Mortal, Neigh- 
bour, all Mortal ; to day we are here, t6 morrow gone, like the ſha 
dow that vaniſheth , like the Graſs that withereth, or like the Flower 
that fadeth ; or indeed, like any thing, or rather like nothing ; But we 
are all Mortal. 

Sir Da, Aeigh! | 

Lady D. Down, down that Trap-door,it goes into a Bathing-Room, 
for the reſt, leaveit tro my Conduct. 

Sir Jol.” * Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhould run your ſelf into 
this Premunier, Sir David. | 

Sir Da. Indeed, and ſo it is. | 

SIr Fol. For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a Perſon in years, 
one that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours. 

Sir Da, Every Sunday, truly, Sir Fol. 

Sir Jol. Pay Scot and Lotto the Pariſh. 

Sir Pa. Six Pounds a year to the. very Poor, without abatement or 
deduCQion ; *tis very hard, if fo good a Commonwealths-Man ſhovid 
be brought to ride in a Cart at laſt, and be hang'd in a Sun-ſhiny Morn- 
ing, to moke Butchers and Suburb-Apprentices a Holy-day z Pll ca 
run away. ' 

Sir 70l, Run away! Why then, your Eſtate will be forfeited 3 you'll 
loſe yous Eſtate, Man! SIC 
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hang'd, than loſe his Eſtate, you know, 

Sir Fol. Hang'd! No, no, I think there's no great fear of hanging 
nejcher 3 what, the Fellow was but ſort of an unaccountable Fajpw, 
23 I heard you ſay. _ 

Sir Ds. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Golderly fort of a Yaga- 
bond, he had little or nothing but his ſins to live upon : If 1 could have 
had but Patience, he would have been hang'd withia theſe two Months, 
and all this miſchief fav'd. - © £ 


Beaugard riſes up like a Gboſt at a T. rap-door, Juſt before 
Sir Davy. - \ 


Sir Da. Ah Lord ! The Devil, the Devil, the Devil! 
: . Falls upon his Faee. 

Sir Fol. Why, Sir Devy, Sir Davy, what ails you ? What's the mar- 
ter with you ? . 
* Sir Da. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill; I will not look up to ſee an 
Angel: Oh, hb, h. 

Lady D. My Deargy why do you do theſe cruel things to affright 
me? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me, | 

Sir Da. I dare not ſtir, 1 ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now, 

Lady D. Ghoſt again! What Ghoſt? Where ? 

Sir Ds. Why, there! There! - 

Sir Fol. Here has been no Ghoſt, 

Sir Ds, Why, did you ſee nothing then ? 

Lady D. See nothing! No, nothing but one another. 

Sir Ds. Then 1 am Enchanted; or my end near at hand, Neighbonr 5 
for Heav'ns ſake, Neighbour, adviſe me what I ſhall do to be ar reſt ? 

Sir Fol, Do! Why, what think you if the Body were removed ? - - 

Sir De. Remov'd ! I'd give a hundred pound the Body were out 0 

my Houſe; may be then the Devil wou'd not be fo impudenr. 
* Sir Fol. I have diſcover'd a Door-place in the Wall betwixt my La- . 


dies Chamber, and one that belongs to me , if you think fir, we'll bear 4 


it down, and remove this troubleſom lump of Earth. ro my Houſe. 

Sir De. But will ye be ſo kind ? 

Sir 7ol. If you think it may by apy means be ſerviceable to you. 

vir De. Truly, if the Body were remov'd, and diſpos'd of privately, 
that no more might be heard of the matter I hope he'li te a5 
g00d as his ward. s 
+ vir Fol, Fear nothing, 1'l] warrant "you, but in troth, I had utterly 
forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 

Sir Da, What's that ? 


Sir Fol, Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary, that my Lady ſtaid - 


with me at wy Houſe for one day 3 till things were better ſerled. 


of | Sir 


” - PP 
cir De. Truly, you ſay right, Friend z and a Man had better be balf ' 


” . 
. > 
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Sir De. Ah, Sir Folly! Whatever you think fit 3 any thing of mine that 
you have a mind to ; pray take her, pray take her, you ſhall be ery 
welcome ; hear you, my Deareſt, there is but ohe way for us to get rid 
of vrtoward buſineſs, and Jolly has found it - out ; there. 
fore by all means go along Wieh bim,and be ral'd by him ; and_whateyer 
Sir Folly would have thee dB, e'en do it, ſo Heav/n proſper ye, good 
b'w'y, good b'w'y, till I ſee you again ts Exit, 

Sir Jol. This is certainly, the civileſt Cuckole in City, Town, or 
Country. 

Bean. Is he gone ? {_ Steps out, 

Lady D. Yes, 2nd has left poor me here. 

Beaug, In iroth, Madam, *tisbarbarouſty done of him, to commit a 
horrid murder on the Rody of an Innocent poor. Fellow, and then leaye 
you to ſtem the danger of it. 

Sir Fol. Odd, an I were as thee, Sweet-Heart, I'd be reveng'd on 
him for it, ſo+ would : Go get you together, ſteal out of the Houſe as 
ſoftly as yon can, I'll meet ye in the Pzazz4 preſently ; go, be ſareyou 
ſteal out of the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy ſee you. . 


The Scene ſhuts, and Sir Jolly comesgforward. 
Enter Bloody-bones. 


Bloody bones. " 

Blood. 1 am here, Sir. ' 

Sir Fol.” Go you and Fowbin to my Houſe preſently, bid Monſiear 
Fourbinremember that All things be order'd . according tro my direCtions, 
rel] my Maids too, lam coming home in a trice, bid 'em get the great 
Chamber, and the Banquet | ſpoke for, weady preſently, and d'ye hear, 
carry the Minſtrels with ye too, for mt refolvd to rejoyce this Morn- 
ing, let me fe Sir Davy 


Enter Sir Davy. 
. | | 

Sir Da. Ay, Neighbour, 'tis I; is the buſineſs done ? 1 cannot be ſ#-- 
tisfy'd ri!] | am fare, have you remov'd the Body ? Is it gone! 

Sir Jol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the Roule juſt now; 
well, Sir Davy, a good morning to you; | wiſh you your health with 
all my Heart, Sir Davy; thefirſt thing you do though, 1I'd have you ſay 
your Prayers by all means, if you can. 

Sir Da. If I can poſſibly, I will. 

Sir Jol. Well, God b'w'y. | [ Exit Sir Jolly. 
Sir Da, God b'w'y heartily, good Neighbour— . Verma, 

Perm. F 


_ 
"Y 
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Enter Vermin. 
Yerm . Dig your Honour call ? 
cir De. Go run, run preſently over the Square, and call the Conſtable 
ently, tell him here's Murder committed, and that 1 muſt ſpeak 
with bio ioſtantl I'll Cen carry him to my Neighbours, that 
he may find the dead body there, and folet my Neighbour be very fairly 
hang'd in my ſtead, hah! a very good jell as I hope ts live, ha, ha, ha ; 


hey, what's that ? 
Warchmen at Þ Almoſt Four-a-Clock, and a dark cloudy morning, good 
the door. morrow my Maſters all, good morrow. * 


Emer Conſtable, and Watch. 


Conſt, How's this ! a door open, come in, Gentlemen, ———.zh, 
Sir Devy, your Honour's humble ſervant ! I and my Watch going my 
morning Ronnds, and finding you door open, made bold to enter to ſee 
there were no danger, your Worſhip will excuſe our care; a good mor- 
ving to you, Sir. | ; 

Sir Ds. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here, I ſent my Man juſt 
now to call you, I have {ad news to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 

Conſt, | am ſorry for thar, Sir, ſad News! ' 

Sir Da. Oh, ay, ſad News, very ſad News truly : Here has been Mur- 
der committed. | : 

Conft. Murder ! if that's all, we are your humble ſervants, Sir, welt 
did you good morrow, Murder's nothing at this time o'night in Covenc- 
Garden. v4 | 

Sir Da. Oh, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done under my noſe, 
| cannot but take notice of itz though I am ſorry to tel] you the Au- 
thors of it, very ſorry truly. 

Conſt, Was it committed here near hand ? B 

Sir Da. Oh, at the very next door, a ſad Murder indeed; after they 
had done they carried the body privately into my Neizhbour 7oly's 
Houſe here, I am ſorry to tell it you, Mr.. Con{table, for I am affraid ' 
it will look bur ſcurvily on his fide; though I ama Juſtice o'Peace, 
CI and am bound by my Oath to take. notice of ir, 1 can't 

pit. 

1. Watch. | never lik'd that Sir Joly, 

Conft. He threatned me r'other day, for carrying a little dirty drag- - 
le-tail'd Whore to Bridewe#, and ſaid ſhe was his Couſin, Sir; if your 

orſhip thinks fir, we'll go ſearch his Houſe. 

Sir Da. Oh, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be ſo, Jaſtice muſt / 
have its courſe, the Kings liege Subjes muſt not be deſtroy'd, Yermin, . 
carry Mr. Conſtable and his Dragons into- the Cellar,- and make 'em 
drink, 1'1] but ſtep into my Study, put on. my face of Authority, and + 
Call upon ye inſtantly. 


"ba. The Soldier's Fortune. 


All Watchmen: We thank your Honour. 


Scene changes to Sir Jolly's. 4 Banquet, 


”. 


Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce.” 


Sir Jol. $6, are ye come? I am glad on't, odd y'are welcome, y 
welcome, odd ye are, here's a ſmall Banquet, but 1 hope 'ewill lf 
you, fit ye down, fit ye down, borh together, nay, both together: 4 
Pox o' him that parts ye, 1 ſay. 

Beax. Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for Amrhoxy and 
Cleoparra, were they living. x 

Sir Jol. Piſh! a-Pox of Anthony and- Cleopatra, they are dead and 
routen long 3g0, come, come, time's but ſhort, time's but ſhort, and 
muſt be made the beſt uſe of ; for ; | 


Youth's a Flower that ſoow dots fade, , 
And Life ts but a Span, © 

Man was for the Woman made, 

Lind Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frisk, and be brisk, 
rejoice, and make a noiſe, and-—— odd, I am pleas'd, mightily pleas'd, 
odd lam. 

Lady D. Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſopher than I thought 
you were. | | 

Sir Jol, Philoſopher, Madam! Yes, Madam, I have read Books in 
my timez odd, Ariſtorle, in ſome things, had very pretty Notions, he 
was an underſtanding Fellow, Why don't ye eat, odd an*' ye don't cat--.- 
here, Child, here's ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neighbour a little,odd 
they are very 7 by, comfortable, very cordial. 

Beau. Sir Jolly, "your Health. | 

Sir Fol. With all my heart, old'Boy. 

; Lady D. Dear Sir Jolly what are thele? 1 never tzſted of thele be- 
ore. 

Sir Jol. That! eat it, eat it, eat it whenI bid yon; odd, 'tis the 
Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather 'em every 24ey my ſell, 
odd, they'll make an old Fellow of ſixty-five, cat a Caper like a Dancing- 
Maſterz give me ſome Wine: Madam, here's a health, here's a 
health, Madam, here's a healch to honeſt Sir Dauy, faith and troth, ba, 
ha, ha. { Dance. 


x Enter Bloody-bones. 
P!»»d. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the Conſtableand - 


211 :is Watch zt the door, and threatens demoliſhment, if nor admitted 
Sir 


> pretently, 


% 
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Sir Fol, Ods ſo ! Odds ſo! The Conſtable and his Watch ! What's 
to bedone now ? Get ye both into the Alcove there, get ye gone quick- 
ly, quickly ; no noiſe, ao poiſe; d'ye hear the Conſtable and bis Watch / 
A Pox on the Conſtable and his Watch z what the Devil have the Con- 
{able and his Watch to do here ? 


Enter Conſtable, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene ſbuts. 
b, 8 Sir Jolly comes forward, | 


' Conſt, This way, this way, Gentlemen, ſtay one of ye at the Door, 
and let no body paſs, do. you hear ? Sir Joly, your Servant. 

Sir Fol. What this outrage, this diſturbance committed upon my 
Houſe and Family ; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you mean by theſe doings, 
ſneet Sir ? Hoh! 6 | 

Conſt. Sir, having received Information, that the Body of a murder'd 
Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, | am come, according to-my Duty, to 
make ſearch, and diſcover the truth, ſtand to my aſliſtance, 
Gentlemen. . 

Sir Fol. A-murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Da, Yes, a murder'd Man, Sir ; Sir Jody, Sir 7ofly, I am ſorry to 
ſee a Perſon; of your CharaCter and Figure iu the Pariſh, concern'd in 
murder, | ſay. Ls 55 

Sir Fol, Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you ! Here's a Villais ! 
Heres a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother ! I never knew a Cuckold in my 
life, that was nor a falſe Rogue in his Heart; there are no honeſt Fel- 
lows living, but Whore-Maſters: "Heark you, Sir ; what a Pox do you 
ou e You had belt play the Fool, and ſpoil all, you had; what's all 

or { 

Sir Ds. When your Worſhip's come to be hang'd, you'll find the 
Meaning on't, Sir. I ſay once more, ſearch the Houſe. 


Conſt, It thall be done, Sir ; come-a-long, Frieads. 
LExit Conſtable and Watch. 


Sir Fol, Search my Houſe ! O Lord! Search my. Houſe ! What will 
become of me? | ſhall Joſe my Reputation with Man and Woman, and 
no body will evertryſt me again : O Lord ! Search'my Houſe! All will 
dediſcover'd do wha 1 can; 1' ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and try 
(give 'em warni 


Go from the Window, my Love, my Love, my Love, 
Go from the Window, wy Dear 

The Wind and the Rain, 

Has brought *em back again, 

And thou canft have to Lodgin? kere. 


OLord! Search my Hou# ! | 
Sir Da. Break down that Door, I'1] have. thi> Door broke cpea: 


break downthat Door, 1 lay. | Knocking wu bu. 
Sir. 
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' Sir Jol, Very well done, break down my doors ! break down 
Walls,* Gentlemen ! pluoder my Houſe ! raviſh my. Maids ! ad 
Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Conftables and Cuckolds. Fans” A ents 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Beaugard and Ledy Dunce. 


Bea, Stand off, by Heav'n the firſt that comes here comes upon his 
death. Sha | 

Sir Da. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee you are alive 
again with all my heart; Gentlemen, here's no harm done, Gentleme 
here's no body murder'd, Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Geathans 
but here's my Wife, Gentlemen, and afine Gentleman with her, Gentle! 
men, and Mr. Conſtable, 1 hope-you'll bear me witneſs, Mr. Con- 
ſtable. | | 

Sir Fol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [ Aſide. 

Bean. Heark ye, yeCurs, keep off from ſnapping at my heels, or| -* 
ſhall ſo feage ye. 

Sir Jol, Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Night-Toads of the 
Pariſh- Dungeon, diſturb my Houſe at theſe - unſeaſonable hours, ge 
ye out of my doors, get ye gone, or [']] brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Vil- 
lains. { Exeunt Conflable and Watch. 

Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am not mnrder'd 
though you paid wellfor the performance ; what think you of bridiog 
my ownMan to butcher me. | 


Enter Fourbin «fd Bloody-bones. 


Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and here's another 
dreſles a Man's heart with-Oil and Pepper, ' better than apy Cook in 
Chriſtendom. 
Fourb. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your Breakfaſt this 
morning ? : 
Sir Da. With all my heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the World, 
faith. and troth, ha, ha, ha, this is the pureſt ſport, ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt nnfortunate News! There 
has been a Gentleman in Madam Sylvia's Chamber all this night, who 
juſt as you went out of doors, carry'd her 'away, and whither they arc 
gone, no body knows. | 

Sir Da, With all my heart, lam glad on't, Child, i would not care 
if he had carry'd away my Houſe and ail, Man unhappy News 
quotha ! poor Fool, he does not know | am a Cuckold, a that asy 


body may make bold with what belongs to the, ha, ha, ha ; 1 am {0 
picas'd, ha, ha, ha,*L think I was never fo pleas'd in all my life 
ha, ha, ba. . 


Bean, 
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Beaug. Nay, Sir, I have a hank upon you,. tliere are Laws for Cut- 
throats, Sir, and as you tender your future credit, rake this wrongd 
Lady home, and uſe her handfomly, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, do you 
mark me, that when we think fit to meet again, I hear no complaint of 
you, this muſt bedone Friend, 

Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſonable ia troth. 

Laily Þ. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfortnne ? 

Sir Da. Madam, in one word, I am thy Ladyſhips moſt humble Ser- 
vant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dance Kt, Living in Covent-Garden, ha, ha, 
þa, well this is mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha. 2 Ls 


Enter Sylvia followed by Courtine. 


Sitv. Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, prote& me or I'm ruin'd. 

Sir Fol, My little Minikin, is it thy ſqueek ?* 

Beaug. My dear Courtine, welcome. 

Sir Fol. Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee 
Child ? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee ? 

Sily, Oh, Sir, he has moſt inkumanely ſeduc'd me out of my Uncle's 
Houſe, and threatens to.marry me, 

Court, May, Sir, and ſhe having no more grace before her eyes nei- 
ther, has &en taken me at my word. 

Sir Jol, In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like theſe Mar- 
riages, PIl have no Marriages in my houſe, and there's an end an't. 

Sir Da. And do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend? 

Court. Yes, Sir, and never ask your conſent neither. 

Sir Da. In troth and that's very well faid, Pm on't with all my 
heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thouſand pound to her Portion, and my 
Eſtate's bound to pay it; well, this is the happicſt day, ha, ha, ha, 


Here take thy Bride ;, like Man and Wife agree, 
And may ſhe prove as truc ———as mine to me. . Ha, ha, ha. 


Jeang. Courtine, I wiſh thee Joy, thou art come opportunely to be a 


Witneis of a perfe& Reconcilement between me and that worthy Knight 
Sir Dazy Dwnce, which to preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we 
part enter into ſuch Covenaats for performance as I ſhall think fit. 

air Da. No moreto be ſaid, it be done Sweet-heart, but don't 
be too hard upon me, uſe me gently as thou didſt my Wife, gently, 
ha, ha, haz a very good Jeft, I'faith, ha, ha, ha, or if he ſhould be cru- 
*| to me Gentlemen, and take this advantage over ___ Corauto, to 
lay me in a Priſon, or throw me in'a Dungeon, at lealt. 


T hope among ft all you, Sirs, 1 ſtaw't fail 
To find one Brotbey-Cuckold out for Bail. 


K PROLOGUE 


PROLOGUE, by the Lorg © 
Falkland 


Orſaken Dames with leſs concern reflett, 
On therr inconſtant Heroe's cold negleds, 
Than we (provoRd by this Ungrateful Age, ) 
Bare the bard Fate of our abandon's Staze ; 
With prief we ſee you raviſht from our Arms, 
And Curſe the Feehgg Vertu? of our Charms - 
Curſe your falſe bes, for none ſo falſe as they, 
And curſe the Eyes that ſtole thoſe hearts away. 
Remember Faithleſs Friends there was a time, 
( But ov the ſad remembrance of qur Prime ! ) 
When to our Arms with eager goys ye flew, 
And we beliey'd your treach'rons Hearts as true 
As Ore was Nimph of ours to one of you : 
But a more powrful * Smt enjoys ye now ; 
Fraught with ſweet ſins and abſolutions too : 
* To her ave all your pious Vows adareſt, 
Sbe's both your Loves, and your Religion's Teſt, 
The faireſt Prelate of ber time, and beſt. 
We own ber more deſerving far then we, 
A juſt excuſe for your inconſt anc. 
ret "twas unkindly done to leave us ſo: 
_y to betray with Love, and then undo, 
A borrid Crime ye are all addicted to. 
Foo foen, alas, your Appetites are clyd, 
And Phillis rules n» more, when once enjoyd : 
But all raſh Oaths of Love -and conſtancy, 
With the too ſhort forgotten Pleaſures dye, 
Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, robb'd of her deareſt eaſe, 
Sttll drudges on, with vain deſire to pleaſe ; 
And reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 
For Tributes due to tn Autummnal Face : 
Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateful men, 
How can we hope youl Ore return agen? 
Here's no xew Chaym to tempt ye as before, 
IV it now's onr only Treaſure left in ſtore, 
And that's a Coyn will paſs with you no more : 
You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, 
(True Bullyes! quiet when theres danger neat) - 
Shew your great Souls in damning Poets bere. 
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Ith the diſcharge of Paſſions Buch oppreſt, | 
ww Diftar/d in Brain, ani penſive in his Breat, * 
Full of thoſe thoughts which mke tt 1nhoopy 4d, 

And by Imagination half grown mad, 
The Poet led abroad his Mourning Maſe, 
And let her range, to ſee aha es bed chuſe. 
Straight like a Bird got looſe, and oa the Wing, 
Pleas d with her freedom, [be began to Sing ? 
Each Note was Eccho'd all the Vale along, 
And this was what ſhe utter'd in her Song: 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain fame, 
Nor call thy Muſe, when thoa art dull, to Blame : | 
Conſider with thy ſelf how th art unfit &% 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 0 Sh 
A Wit's a Toad, who ſwel'd with ſilly pride, 
Fall of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide ; 
Coil would ſeem, though he good manners lacks, 
Smiles on all faces, rails behind all backs : 
If ere good natur'd, nought to Ridicale, 
Good nature melts a Wit into a Fool : 
Plac'd high, like ſome Jack-pudding in a Halli, 
At C ans Revels he makes ſport for all. . 
So much in little praiſes he delig hts, 
But when he's angry draws his Pen and Writes : 
A Wit to no man will his dues allow. 
Wits will not part witlr a go0d word that's due- 
So who ere Ventures on the Ragged Coaſt 
ſtarving Poets, certainly us loſt, 

hey rail like Porters at the Penny-Poſt. 
At a ntw Author's Play ſee one but ſit,- 
Miking ts” fnarling froward* face of Wit, 
The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes like a Tax from « poor Wretch that wants. 
0 Poets, have a care of another, 
There's hardly one among ft ye true to t'other : 


'EPILOGU EF, 


Like Trincalo's awd Stephano's ye Play 
The lewdeſt tricks, each othergo betray. ? 
Like Foes detrati, yet p__ ring friend-like ſmile, : 


And all ts one another to beguile 
Of Praiſe, the Monfter 0 fx pony Ifte. 
oy o) the Proftitute ye /o 


Exjoy her to 9 fal fall of yur doo re, I 


ift this Scribler wiſhes to retire 
whip he rage "re repeat eat more 
But Curſe the Fate that wrack't him on your Shore. 

Now vans who this day 4s his Jagger fs, 
After 7 eve heard what he has ſaid of Wi, N 
Onught for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 22M 
But ſbew ſo much to think be meant none here. BE 
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TO THz 
LORD ELANDE, 
Eldeſt Son to the Right Hongurable the 
Marquiſs of Hallifar. 


My Lord, 


| was not withouta Front deal of debate with my 


ſelf, that I could reſolve to make this Preſent to 
Your Lordſhip: 'For though Epiſtles Dedicato- 
ry be lately grown ſo Epidenucal , that cither. 
ſooner or later, no man of bo ang whom the leaſt 
Author has the leaſt pretence to be troubleſome to) 
can eſcape them; yet methought Your Lordſhip ſhould 
be as much above the common Perplexities that at- 
rend Your Quality, as You arc above the common 
Level of it, as wellin the moſt Exalted Degrees of a 
Noble Generous Spirit, as ina piercing Apprehenſion, 
goad Underſtanding, and daily ripening Judgment, all 
[weetned by an obliging Aﬀabilicy and Condeſcention; 
of which I have often, in the Honour of Your Con- 
verfation, had particular cauſe to þe proud ; and for 
which therefore, a-more than ordinary-rcaſon , now, 
to be Grateful”! '© ::: rio) s 11) bes ; Hts 5 
Andit isupen that pretence,1 here preſume to ſhelter 
ts Trifle under ,Yous| Protections for. indeed, it has 
great need of ſuch Proteftion:: having at its firſt com- 
ng into the World met with many Eriemies, and 
A 2 very 


The DEDICATION. 
yery induſtrious ones too ; but this way I was fureir 
mutt live « Would He but: once wouchſafe 0 eſpouſe its 
Defence , whoſe Generoſity | will overthrow the igncbleſt 
Envy ; whoſe good Nature, cannot but confound the 
moſt inveterate Malice ; and whofe Wit muſt baflle the 
ſaucieſt Ignorance. 

My Lord, It would but argue me of the meaneft 
Impertinence and Formality , to pretend here an Hz- 
rangue of thoſe Praiſes You deſerve : For he who 
tells the World whoſe Son You are, has faid enough 
tro thoſe who do not know You'; and the happy few, 
whom You have pick'd and choſen for Your Con- 
verfation, cannot bur every hour You are'pleaſed th 
beſtow upon them , be ſenſible of more than I could 
tell them m a Volume : Your Lordſhip being the 
belt Panegyrick upon Your ſelf ; the Son of that 
Great Father of | his Country ,, who when all manner 
of Confuſion, Ruin , and: Deſtruction, was breaking 
n upon us, like the Guardian Angel of theſe Kingdoms, 
ſtood up ; and with the Tongue of an Angel too, 
confounded the Subtleries of that Infernal Serpent, who 
would have debauched us from our Obedience, and 
turned our Eder into a Wilderneſs. Certainly His 
Name mult be for ever Honourable, Precious His 
Memory, and Happy His Generation, who durſt exerc 
his Loyalty, when it was grown almoft a reproach / 
to have any, and ſtem a torrent of Factron, popu 
lar Fury, and fermenting Rebellion, to. the Preſerv- 
ing of the beſt of Kings in his Throne, and the happicli 
of Pcople in their Libertics, +4 

May he hve long to compleat the Reparations - 


7bke' DEDIC ATION: 
115 made it our Defence; ſtill by -the ſtrength of 
his Judgment, to foreſee thoſe Evils that may yer 
threaten us, and by the Power of_his Wiſdom to 
revent them ; to root out the Footing. and Foun- 
dations of the Kings open ( nay, and-boſome ).Ene- 
mies : As a watchful, bold, and ſincere Counſellor 
tohis Maſter ; to bea driver of Treacherous, Grinning, 
Glf-ended Knaves, Inſinuating Spices, and ufelets 
wprofitable Fools from his Service : A Patron and 
and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Ability, 
which elſe too often, by neglect, are corrupted to their 
Contrarics. 

In fine, to continue (as he is ) a kind Indulgent 
Father to Your Lordſhip, fo much every way his 
Son, and fit to Inherit his Honours, as in che ſtrong 
and ſhining Virtues of Your Mind, the fixt and 
ſteady diſpoſition of Your Loyalty , the goodneſs 
and obliging temper of Your Nature, is apparent ; by 
which only I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and no pre- 
ſumptive Merit of my own, I have been incouraged 
to take this Opportunity of telling the World. how- 
much I deſire ro be thought, 


Tour Lordſhips- 


Humble Servant to be Commanded, 


Tho. Otway. 


Prologue 


PROLOGUE. 


Hough Plays and Prologues n&er did more abound, 
Ne'er were good Prologues harder to be found. 
To me the Cauſe ſeems easly anderſtood : 
For there are Poets \prove not very good, 
Who, like baſe Sign-Poft Dawbers, wanting Skill, 
Steal from Great Maſters Hands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by chance, before a Noble Fes! 
Of Gen'rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 
Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue 77/e, 
And growing Vices hanzſomly cofti/e ; 
Each Poetaſter thence preſumes 0n Rules, 
And ever after calls ye dow»rizht Fo0!s 
Theſe Marks deſcribe hin.— 
Writing by rote ; Small Wit, 05 none to ſpare 
Fangle and Chime's his Study, Toil, and Care : 
Fe always in One Line upbraids the Age ; 
And a good Reaſon why ; it Rymes to Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous pother ; 
Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of T other: 
But # by chance, he get the French Werd Raillery, 
Lord, how he fegues the Virzor-Maſques with Gallery ! 
Tis ſaid, Aſtrologers ſlrange Wonders find 
To come, in two great Planets lately joyn'd. 
From our T'wo Houſes joyning, mo/! will hold, 
Vaft Deluges of Dulneſs were foretold. 
Poor Holborn-Ballads now being born away 
By Tides of duller Madrigals than they ; 
Jockeys axd Jennyes ſet to Northern Airs, 
While Lowfie Theſpis chaunts at Country Fairs 
Politick Ditties, fall of Sage Debate, 
And Merry Catches, how to Rule the State. 
Vicars #eg/eft their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, 
And Barley-water Whey-fac'd Beau's write Satyrs ; 
Though none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 
To the Learnd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs. 
For all things now by Contraries ſucceed ; 
Of Wit. pr Vertue there's no longer need : 
Beauty ſubmits to him who londlieft rails ; 


he fears the ſawcie Fop, and he prevails. 
T7 his beſt Preferment deviſe, 

[tt bim renounce all Honeſty, and Tiſe. 

Villains and Paraſites Sacceſs wilt gain ; 

But in the Court of Wit, fhall Dulneſs Reign ? 

No : Let th angry 'Squire give his lambicks o're, 
Twirl Crevat-ſtrings, but write Lampoons »e more ; 
Rhymeſters get Wit, &er they pretend to ſhew it, 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe mates a Poet : 

Ele is owr Author hopeleſs of Succeſs, 

But then his Study ſhall be next time leſs : 

Hell find out Ways to your Applauſe, more eafre ; 
That is, write worſe and worſe, till he can pleaſe ye. 


—_ 


EPILOGUE by Mr. Duke of Cambridge. 
E is not long fince in the Noife Pit : as 


Tumultuous Faction ſate the Fudge of Wit ; 

There Knaves applauded what their Blockheads wrzr. 

At a Whig-Brother's Play, the Bawling Crowd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous, and as loud, = 
4: when ſome Member's ſtout Election-Beer | 
Gains the mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire. 

And yet, even then, our Poct's Truth was try'd, 
Tho 'twas a Dev'liſh pull to ſtem the Tyde ; 
And tho he ne'er did Line of Treaſon write, 
Nor made one Rocket an (Queen Beſle's Night, 
Such was his Fortune, or ſo good his C ” 
Even then he fail d not wholly of Applauſe. 
He that could then eſcape, now bolder grows - . 
Since the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows. 
Al You who lately here. preſum'd to bawl, | 
Tke warnin iro oar Brethren at Guitd-hall ; 
The Spirit of Rebelhon there is queld, 
And here your Poet's Aﬀts are all repeal'd : 
Impartial Juſtice has reſum'd agen | yy 

r awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain, ond 
The Stage ſhall laſh the Follies of the Times, - ge 
the Laws Vengeance overtake the Crimes. 


The Perjar'd Wretch fba# ne Proteftion gain 
From bis diſhonour'd Robe, avd Golden Chiain ; : 
But ſtand expos'd to all th' inſulting Town, Dog. 
While Rotten Eggs bepaw the Scarlet Gown. © 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never ſparing | 
To ſave the Land, aud dam' your felves, by Swearing, 

Shou'd the Wile City now, to caſe your Fears, 
Freft an Office to Inſure your Ears, 
Thither ſuch num rons Shoals of Witneſſes, 
A14 Juries, conſcious of their Guilt, wox'd preſs, 
That to the Chamber hence might more be gain'd, 
Than ever Mother Creſwell from it drain'd ; 
And Perjury to the Orphans Bank reſtore 


Whatever Whoredom robb'd it of before. 
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ATHEIST: 


Or, The Second Part of the 
SOLDIER's FORTUNE. 


THE FIRST. ACT. 


Beaugard and his Father. *% 


I R, I ſay, and ſay again, No Matrimony ; I'll not be noog'd, 
Why, 1 beſeech you, Sir, tell me Plainly and fairly, What 
have I done, that l deſerve to be married | 

Fath, Why, Sauce-box, I, your old Father, was married 
before you were born. 

Beans. Ay, Sir ; and 1 thank you, the next thing you did, was, you begot 
me ; the Conſequence of which was as follows : As ſoon as I was born, you 
ſent me to Nurſe, where I ſuckt two years at the dirty Dugs of a foul- 
feeding Witch, that liv*d in a thatcht Sty upon the neighb'ring Common; 
as ſoon as I was big enongh, that you might be rid of me, you ſent me to a 
Place call'd a School, to be laſt and box?t by a thick-fiſted Blockhead, 
that could not read himſelf ; where I learnt no Letters, nor got no Meat, 
but ſuch as the old Succubws his Wife bought at 2 ſtinking Price, ſo over-run 
with Vermin, that it us'd to crawl home after her. 

Fath. Sirrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made ſuch young, idle 
Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. 1 remember the young Dog at 
twelve years old had a broad, ſhining, pufit, Bacor-face, likea Cherubim ; 
and now he won't marry. 

Beauo, My next Removal was home again ; and then you did not know 
what to do with me farther, till after a Twelve-months Deliberation, ont 

of abundance of Fatherly AﬀeCtion and Care of your Polterity, you very 
avilly and fairly turn'd me out of your Doors. 

Fath, The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'd with too much 
Denty, and took up Arms againſt my Concubine. Turg'd you out of my 

S | 
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Beans. Yes, turn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 

Fath, Had | not reaſon, Maſter HeCtor ? 

Beaug. As I had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more Manners than tg 
diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. \ 

Fath. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the truth ort ; the Dg 
would be a very pretty Fellow, if I could but perſwade him to marry, 

Beaug. Turn'd out of Doors as | was, you may remember, Sir, you aye 
me not a Shilling, my Induſtry and my Vertue was all I kad to truſt to, 

Fath, 'Bleſs us all ! Induſtry and Vertue, quoth a ! Nay, I have a very 
vertuous Son and Heir of him, that*s the truth or. 

Beaug. Till at laſt a good Uncle, who now, Peace be with his Soul,ſleep; 
with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Portion of 'Lwo hundred pounds upon me, 
with which 1 took Shipping, and ſet Sail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 

Fath. That is to ſay, You went to the Wars, to learn the Liberal Arts 
of Murder, Whorcdom, Burning, Raviſhing, and a few other necellary 
Accompliſhments for a young Gentleman to ſet up a Livelihood withal, 
in this Civil Government, where, Heay*n be prais'd, none of thoſe Ver- 
tues necd grow ruſty. 

Beaug. Sir, I hope I have brought you no Diſhonour home with me. 

Fath, Nay, the Scarderbeg-Monkey has not behav'd himſgit unhand- 
ſomly, that's the truth of the Busneſs ; but the Varlet wort marry : the 
Dog has got Two thouſand pound a year left him by an old curmudgeonly 
moldy Uncle, and 1 can't perſwade him to marry. 

Beaug. Sir, that curmudgeonly moldy Uncle you ſpeak of, was your El- 
der Brother, and never married in all his Life : He, dying, bequeaths me 
Two thouſand pound a year : You, Sir, the younger Brother, and my ho- 
noured Father, have been married, and are not able, for.ought I can per- 
cetve, to leave me a bent Ninepence. So, Sir, I wiſh you a-great deal of 
Health, Long life, and merry as it has been hitherto ; but for Marriage, it 
tras thriyen fo very ill with my Family already, that Iam reſolved to have 
nothing to do with it, 

Eath, Here's a Rogue ! Heres a Villain ! Why, Sirrah, you have lo 
all Grace; you have no Duty left; you are a Rebel : 1 ſhall ſee you hang'd, 
Sirrah, Come, come, let me examine you a little, while I think on't : 
What Religion are you of ?—hah ? we 

Beaxg. Sir, I hope you took care, after I was born, to ſee me Chriſten C. 

Fatb. Oh Lord | Chriſten'd ! Heres an Atheiſtical Rogue, thinks be 
tas Religion enough, if he can but call himſelf a Chriſtian ! 

Reaug. W hy, Sir, would you have me diſown my Baptiſm ? F 

Fath. No, Sirrah: but 1. would have you own what ſort of Chriſti 
you are though 

Beavg. W hat ſort, Sir ?- 

Fath. Ay, fir ;, what ſort, Sir. 

Beaug. Why, of the honeſteſt ſort. 

Fath, As if therewere not Knaves of all ſorts! 

Reaus. Why then, Sir, if that will ſatisfie you; I am-of your ſort: 


Amb. Apd that, for ought you know, maybe of no ſort at — me 
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Bezug. But, Sir, to make ſhort of the matter, I am of the Religion of 
my Country, hate Perſecution and Penance, love Conformity, which is go- 
ing to Church once a Month, well enough ; reſolve to make this tranſitory 
Life as plezſant and delightful as I can ; and for ſome ſober Reaſons belt 
MNown to my ſelf, reſolve never to marry. 

Fath. Look me in the Face ; ſtand ſtil, and look me in the Face. So; 
you won't marry ? 

Beaug. No, Sr. 

Fath. Oh Lord 7 | 

Beaug. But I'M do ſomething that ſhall be more for your good, and per- 
haps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing Fortune of late has not been alto- 
geter ſo good-natur?d as ſhe might have been, and that your Revenues are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleasd, Sir, to go home as well ſatisf'd as yon 
can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet you at your Lodgings, with a 
Hundred ſmiling Smock-faCt Gmmea's, within this half-hour : Now who 
the Devil would marry ? 

Fath. No Body that has half an ounce of Brains in his Noddle : The 
ungodly good-natur®d Rogue is in the right ont ; damnably, damnably in 
the right ont, 

Beaxg. So, heres your Father for you now ! 

Fath. But look you Fack now, little Fack,, Two thouſand pounds a year! 
Why thou wilt be a damnable rich Rogue now, if thou doſt not marry ; 
thongh I know thou wilt live bravely and deliciouſly, eat and drink nobly, 
have always half a dozen honeſt, jolly. true-ſpirited, ſpritely Friends about 
thee, and ſo forth, hah / Then for Marriage, to ſpeak the truth on'r, 1t is 
at the beſt but a chargeable, vexations, uncalie ſort of Life; it ruiwd me, 
Jack, utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father, Jack. Thou wilt be ſure to re- 
member the Hundred pound, Jackse-boy, hah ? 

Beaug. Moſt punCtually, Sir. 

Fath. Thou ſhalt always, ever now and then, that is, lend thy old Fa- 
ther a Hundred pound, or ſo, upon a good occaſion, Fack, after this man- 
ner, in a Friendly way : You muſt make much of your old Daddy, Jack: 
But if thou haſt no mind to't, the truth on't is, I would never have thee 
marry. 

Beaug. Not marry, Sir ? 

Fath, No. 

Beaug. No ? 

Fath, No. A Hundred Pound, Fack, isa pretty little round Sum. 

Beaus, 111 not fail of ſending it. 

Fath, Then, Jack, it will do as well to let thy Man come to me to Harry 
the Eights Head in the Back Street, behind my Lodgings: There's a Cup 
of ſmart. Racy Canary, Fack, will make an old Fellow's Heart as light as a 
Feather, Ah, little Fackze-rogue, it Glorifies through the Glaſs, and the 

Nits dance about in*t like Attoms in the Sun-ſhine, you young Dog. 

Beaug. Do you intend to Dine there, Sir ? t 

Fath, Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny old Tilbury Royfterers, 
with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns, that have ebliged me to meet 
B 2 em 
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**m there; they helpt me to ſpend my Eſtate when I was young, and the 
Rogycs are grateful, and do not forſake me now I am grown pooriſh and 
old. - Almoſt Twclve a clock, Fact, 

Beam, VI be fure.to remember, Sir. 

Fath, And thou wilt never marry - 

Beang. Never, I hope, Str. 

F.,th, Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogre, I know what you will do then, 
that will be worſe, though, [| think, not much worſe ncither. Would | 
v.cre a young Fellow again, but to keep him Company for one Week or a 
Fortnight. A hundred Guine#s / ec ee! Db'uy Fack, Yowl remember ? 
Sce thee agen to morrow, Fark. Poor Fack,” Dainty Canary— ang 
2 delicate Black-ey'd Wench at the Bar ! Db*uy Jack. 

Leang. Adiea, ather. Fourbine, 

Fourb, Did your Honour call ? 

Beano. Take a hundred Guinea's out of the Cabinet, an carry %m af- 
tcr the Old Gentleman to his Place of Rendezvous. This Father of mine 
(Heazn be thanked) is a very ungodly Father : He was in his Youth juſt 
fuch anothcr wicked Fellow as his Son Fohn here ; but he had no Eſtate, 
there | have the better of him- for out of mcer Opinion of my Good- 
husbandry, my Uncle thought fit to diſinherit the extravagant Old Gentle- 
manu, and leave all to me. Then he was married, there I had the better of 
him again ; yet he married a Fortune of Ten thouſand pound, and before 
I was Seven years old, had broke my Mothers Heart, and ſpent three parts 
of her Portion : Afterwards he was pleavd to retain a certain Familiar 
Domecſtick, calld a Houſe-keeper, which I one day, to ſhew my Breeding, 
cal?d Whore, and was fairly tura*d a ſtarving for it. Now he has no 
way to ſqueeze me out of Contribution, but by taking up his Fatherly Au- 
thority, and offering to put the Penal Law calld Marriage in executor. 
t mult &en get him a Govcrnour, and ſend him with a Penſion unto the 
Country : Ay, it muſt beſo; For, Wedlock, 1 deny thee ; Father, I! 
ſupply thee; and, Pleaſure, I will have thee, Who's there ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Oh, Sir, the moſt fortunate Tidings ! 

Bean; What's the matter ? 

Srv, Captain Conrtine, your old Acquaintance, Friend, and Comrade, 
Þ jalt arrived out of the Country, ard deſires to ſee you, SIr. 
Beans. Courtine | Wait on him up, you Dog,with Reverence and Honour: 


Enter Courtinc. 


Court, Dear Beaugard / 
Beaug. Ah, Friend !———-from the very tendereſt part of my Heart | was 
juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou lookſt as like a Married-man alres- 
dy, with as grave a Fatherty Famelick Countepance, as ever I faw. 


Court, Ay, Beayzard, L am marricd, that's wy Comfort: But J9% | 
£2 
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heer, have had worſe Luck of late; an old Uncle dropt into the Grave, 
-n4 Two thouſand pound a year into your Pocket, Beanzard. | 

Beaug. A ſmall Convenicncy, Ned, to make my Happineſs hereafter a 
lictle more of a piece than it has been hitherto, 1n the Enjoyment of ſuch 
h-2rty, ſincere, honeſt Friends, and good-natur*d Fellows, as thou art. 

Court. Sincere, honeſt Friends ! Have a care there, Beaugard.——1 am, 
Cnce | ſaw thee, ina few words, grown an errant Raskal ; and for Good- 
11tare, it 13 the very thing I have ſolemaly forſworn: no, I am married, 
7zc&, 1n the DeviPs name, 1 am married. 
 Beanuz, Married ! That is, thou calP{t a Woman thou likeſt by the name 
of Wif: : Wife and rYother thing begin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with 
hzr when thy App=<ite calls thee, keepelt the Children thou begetreſt of her 
Body ; allowclt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit for her Quality, and 
thy Fortuze ; and when the grows heavy upon thy Hands, what a? Pox, 
tis but a Separate-maintenance, kiſs and part, and there is an end of the 
Buy nels. 

Court. Alas, Beazrard, thou art utterly miſtaken ; Heav'n knows it is 
quite on the coutrary : For I am forced to call a Woman I do not like, by 
the name of Wife; and lie with her, for the molt parr, with no Appetite 
at al; wult keep the Children that, for ought I know, any Body elſe may 
bezct of her Body ; and for Food and Raymentr, by her good will ſhe would 
tare them both Freſh three times a day : Then for Kils and part, I may 
kiſs and kiſs my Heart out, but the Devil a bit ſhall I ever get rid of her. 

Beaug. Alas, poor Huzband ! But art thou really in this mileraLle Con- 
Cition ? 

Curt, Ten times worſe, if poT.ble: By the vertue of Matrimony, and- 
long Cohabitation, we are grown ſo really One Fleſh, that I have no more 
Iaclination to hers, than to ca: a picce of my own. T hen her Ladiſhip 1s 
ſo Jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me Stalion-gencral to the 
whole Pariſh, from the Parſon's Importance in Paragon, to the Cobler?s 
ſcolding Wife, that drinks Brandy, and ſmoaks loathſom Tobacco. In 
ſhort, J.uck, ſhe has ſo order'd the Bugneſs, that I am half weary of the 
World, wiſh all Mankind hang'd, ard have not laugh'd theſe S x months. 

Beans, Ha, haz ha | 

Cart, Why, thou canſt laugh, I ſce, though. 

Beau, Ay, Ned, 1 have Two thouſand pound per AAnaum, Ned, old 
Rents, and well Tenantcd ; have no Wife, nor ever will have any, Ved 
reſolve to make my Days of Mortaliny all Joyful, and Nights Pleaturable, 
with {cme dear, loveſem, young, bzauriful, kind, generous She, that every 
Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride, and none of the Vext 
tons of a worn-out, inſipid, troubleſoin, jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. 

Court, But where lies this Treafure ? Where ts there ſuch a Jewel to bc 
found ? 

bearg, Ah, Rogue ! Noyeu deſpiſe your own Manna indeed, and Fong, 
after Quails ? Why, thou unconſcionable Hobnatl, thon Country Cowl- 
Raff, thou abſolute Piece of thy own dry'd Dirt, wouldit thou have the 

UGence, with that hidcous Beard, 2nd griſly Conntenance, to make tly 
AnrPearan? 


5 The ATHEIST: Or, 


Appear:nce before the Footitool of a B12 Robe that I delight in ? For 
ſhane g<t off that Smvrbfuld Bore.onriers Equipage ; Appear once more 
like Coutire the Gay, the Wit: 7, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face 
and Love in thy Blood, Moiey tu thy Pockets, and good Cloaths on thy 
Back; ard! then ll try to fire thee a Recipe that may purge away thoſe 
foul Humours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee to relliſh the Sin 
of thy Youth again. BI:ſs us ! What a Bear@*s there ? It puts me in 
mind of the Blazing Star. 

Court, Beard, Beauzard / Why, 1 wear it on purpoſe, Man ; I hays 
wiſt”t it a Furze-buſh &thouſard tunes, when I have been kiſſing mp. 

Beaur, Whom !--&—- 

Court, Witc. Let me never live to bury her, if the word Wife doex 
not ſtick in my 1 hroat. 

Beano. Then this Peruque ! Why, 1t makes thce ſhew like the Sign of 2 
Head looking out at a Barbers Window. 

Court, No more, no more ; all ſhall be reftihed : For, to deal with thee 
as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd Condition can do, e*cr I refoly'd ab- 
ſolutely to hang my ſelf, I thought there might be ſome Remedy left; 
and that was this dear T own, and thy dear Friendſhip : So thart, in ſhort, 
| am very fairly run away ; pretended a ſhort Journey to viſit a Friend, but 
came to London ;, and, it it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor 
Children agen theſe ſeven years. Therefore, prethee, for my better En- 
couragement, tell me a little what Sins are ſtirring in this Noble Metro- 
polis, that I may know my Bugngſs the better, and fall to it as faſt as l 
can. 

Beauz. Why, *faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the Danger of the 
Times, and ſome other Obſtruttions of Trade and Commerce, Iniquity 
in the gencral has-not loſt much Ground. There's Cheating and Hypocrt- 
ſie ſtili in the City, Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, Lying, 
Fawning, Flattery, and Falſe-promiling at Court ; Aſlignations at Covent- 
garden Church ; Cuckolds, Whores, Pimps, Panders, Bawds, and their 
Dijeaſes, all oyer the Town. | 

Carrt. But what Choice Spirits, what Extraordinary Raſcals may a Man 
oblige his Curioſity withal ? 

Beaug. [11 tell thee: Inthe firſt place, we are over-run with a Race of 
Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of [nſcfts that are always making ? 
Note, and buzzing about your Ears, concerning Poets, Rlays, Lampoons, 
Libels, Songs, Tunes, Sof! Scenes, Love, Ladies, Peruques and Crevat- 
ſtrings, Fre- ch Conqueſts, Duels, Religion, Snuff-boxes, Points, Garnt- 
tures, MilPd Stockings, Fouberr”s Academy, Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, 

and every thing elſe which they do not underſtand, or would have the 
World think they did. 

Coxrt. And are all theſe Wits ? 

Beaug. Yes, and be hang'd to *cm, theſe are the Wits. 

Cowrt. I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did not deſerve 
to be Pillory*d; twenty to one if half of ?em can read, and yet they will 
venture at Learning as familiarly, as if they had been bred in the # . 


the b:ſt Englfb Heroick Poem in the World. B-fides, they will rail, cavil, 
cenſure, and, what is worlt of all, make Jcſts; rhe dull Roguzs will Jeſt, 
though they do it as awkerdly as a_Tarpaylin would ride the Great Horſe. 
| Late a pcrt, dull, Jeſting Rogue from the bottom of n:y Heart. 

Be.u;z. But above all, the moſt abominable is your Witty Squire, your 
young Heir that 15 very Witty z who havivg newly bee: diſcharg*d from 
the Diſcretion of a Gouvernour, ard come to keep his own Money, gets 
i:t0a Cabal of Coxcombs of the Third Form, 4ho will be ſure to cry him 
up fcr a Fine Perſon, that he may think all them fo. | 

Ccurt, Oh, ycur Alles know one anothers Nature cxaCtly. and are always 
ready to nabble, becauſe It 1s the certain way to be nabbicd again : But 
above all the reſt, what think you of the Ath.ilt ? 

Beai7. By this good Light, thoa haſt prevented mc : I have one for thee 

of that Kind, the moſt unimiteble Varlet, and the moit inſufferable Stink- 
rd living ; one that has Doubts enow to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of none : In ſhort, a Cheat, that would have you 
of opinion that he believes neither Heav'n nor hell, ard yet never feels 
fo much as an Ague-fit, but he's afraid of being damn'd. 

Court. That muſt be a very Noble Champion, and certainly an Original. 

Be:ug. The Villain has lels Sincerity than a Bawd, leſs Courage than a 
Hettor, leſs Sood-nature than a Hangman, and leſt Charity than a Phana- 
tique; talks of Religion and Church-Worſhip as familiarly as a little 
Courtier does of the Maids of Honour, and ſwears the King deſcrves to 
be Chand cut of the City, for ſuffering Zealous Fools to build Pa#ts again, 
when iy would make ſo proper a Place for a Citadel, | 

Cert, A very worthy Member of a Chriſtian Commonwealth, that 13 
the truth owt. 

Beaug, 1 am intimately acquainted with him. 

Court, Thonour you-for®t, with all my Heart, Sir. | |: 

Bang. After-all, the Rogue has ſome. other little tiny Vaces, thzt arc 
rot very ungrateful. 

Court, Very probable. 

beaup, He makes a very good odd Man at Bllum-rancum, or ſo ;. that 15, 
when the reſt of the Company is coupled, will take care to ſee there's 
g00d Attendance paid ; and when we-havea mind to make a Ballum of it 
deed, there is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he. will not be very proud 
to have the Honour to be put upon. | I, 

Court. Avery neceſſary Inſtrument of- Damnation, truly, | 
Beavg, Beſides, to give the Devil his due, he is ſeldom Impertinent z 

) barring his Darling-Topick, Blaſphemy, a Companion pleaſant 
enough. Shall I recommend him to thy Service ? [ll enter into Bonds of 
Five hundred pounds, that he teaches thee as zo0d a way to get 1 :d of 

that Whip and a Bell, calPd thy W ife, as thy Heart wou with tor. 
Court, And that is no ſmall Tempyation,, I aſſure you. 
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One of *em told me one day, he thought P!rrarch well done would make” 
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Enter Boy, with a Letter, 


Beans, My Child ! 

Court, A Pimp, for a G«iny, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. 

Beaug. Tell her, ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the only way to er. 
fave me utterly; tell her, my Soul, my Life, my future Happineſs, and 
preſent Fortune, are only what ſhell make*em. 

Boy. At Seven, Sr. 

Beans. Moſt infallibly. 

Court. Ay, ay, *tis ſo: Now what a damn'd Country-Itch have I, to 
dive into the Secret ! Beangard, Beaugard, are all things in a readineſ;? 
the Husband out of the way, the Family diſpos'd of ? Come, come, come, 
no trifling; be free-hcarted and friendly. 

Beaug. You are married, Nea, you are married ; that's all I have to 
ſay : you are married. 

Court, Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once 1n his Life-time, and he ſhall 
always hear of it.—- Married, quoth *a / Prethee be patient : 1 was mar- 
ried about a Twelvyemonth ago, but that*s paſt and forgotten. Come, come, 
communicate, communicate, if thou art a Friend, communicate. 

Beang. Nota Title. I haye Conſcience, Nea, Conſcience, tho I muſt 
confeſs *tis not altogether ſo Gentleman-like a Companion : But what 2 
Scandal would it be upon a Man of my ſober Demeanour and Character, 
to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouſe roaring againſt 
me, for Debauching her Natural Husband ! k4 

Csurt. It has been otherwile, Sir, 

Beang. Ay, ay, the time has been, Comrtine, when thou wert in poſle{lioa 
of thy N.tural Freedom, and mighteſt be truſted with a Secret of this 
dear nature ; when I might have open*d this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this 
bewitching Name at the bottom : But wo and alas! O Matrimony, Ma- 
trimony ! what a Blot art thou in an honeſt Fellows Scutcheon ! | 

Court. No more to be ſaid ; Ill into the Countrv again, like any dil- 
contented Stateſman, get drunk every Night with an adjacent School- 
maſter, beat my Wife to a downright Houſekeeper, get all my Maic- 
ſervants every Year with Baſtards, till I can command a Seragl;o hve Miles 
round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man of Two thouſand pound 
a year for a Whore, when | want one. 

Beang. Good words, Ned, good words, let me adviſe you; none of your 
Mariage-qualities of Scolding and Railing, now you are got out of its 
turbulent Element. ' Come hither, come ; Be firſt let us capitulate : Wil 
you promiſe me, upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very governable, 2 
very civil ? ; 

Coxrt, As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur. 

Beaug. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes from a Woma 
who, when I was ſtrowling very penſively laſt Sanday to Church, watch" 
her Opportunity, and poach'd me up for the Service of Satan. 


The Soldrer s Fortune,  »9g 


Court. Is ſhe very handſom, Beaugard ? 

Beaug. Theſe Country Squires, when they get up to Town, are as ter- 
magant after a Wench, as a ty*d-up hungry Cur, got looſe from Kennel, 
;- after Cruſts. Very handſom, ſaid you? Ler me ſee : No, not very 
handſom neither; but ſhe?ll paſs, Ved, ſhell paſs. 

Court, Young ? 

Beanug. About Eighteen. 

Court. Oh Lord ! Es ; 

Beaug. Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Bluſh always ready in her 
Cheeks, that looks as Nature were watching every Opportunity to ſeize 
and run away with her. 

Court. Oh the Devil, the Devil ! This is intolerable. 

Beaug. Her Eyes black, ſparkling, ſpriteful, hot, and plercing, 

Court. The very Deſcription of her ſhoots me through my Liver. 

Beaug. Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, curling in huge 
Rings, and of a great Quantity. , 

Court, 50. 

Beaug. Her Forehead large, Majeſtick, and generous. 

Court, Very well. 

Beawug, Her Noſe neat, and well-faſhioned. 

Court. Good. 

Beaug. With a delicious, little, pretty, ſmiling Mouth. 

Court, Oh! 

Beaug. Plump, red, blub Lips. 

TR TID 

Beaug. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls; a bewitching Neck, 
and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſts. 

Cort. Ah h hh h-— 

Beaug. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Waſte—— 

Court, Hold : Go no lower, if thou Jovſt me. ; 
| Bear7, But, by your leave, Friend, I hope to go ſomething lower, if the 
oves me, 

Cort, But art thou certain, Beawgard, ſhc is all this thou haſt told me f 
So fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, ſobewitching ? 

Beau;, No; for, you muſt know, I never ſaw her Face in my Life : But 
| love my own Pleaſure ſo well, that Pll imagine all this, and ten times 
more, it 1: be poſſible. 

Cot, Whicre lives ſhe ? 

Beau, That! know not neicher ; bit my Orders are'to mect her fairly 
and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a certain Civil Perſons Shop 1n the 
Upper Walk, at the New Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very good 
natur?d, and let me know more of her Mind. | 
_ Com, Pl ecn go home; like a miſerable Blockhead as I am, to wy Lodg- 
Ing, and lleep. 

Beauz, No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Chances have always been 
Iuckie to thee : Who can tell but this Lady-errant that has ſeis'd upon my 


Perſon, may have a {tragling Cempanion, or ſo, not unworthy my Friend's 
C Court. ?T is 
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Court. *Tis impoſlible. 0 

Beang. Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in this Bufing{ 
tho 1 never ſaw her Face, or know who ſhe 1s, yet thus far I am farisfiea; 
ſhe is a Woman very witty, very well bred, of a pleafant Converſation, 
with a generous Diſpoſition, anc, what 1s betrer than all, if I'am not «x-. 
rremely milinform*d, of N oble Quality, and damnably Rich. Such a one 
cannot want good, pretty, little, Under-finners, Ned, that a Man may foo! 
away an Hour or two withal very comfortably. 

Court. Why then PII be a Man again. W ite, avaunt, and come not near 
my Memory ; Impotence attends the very Thoughts of thee. Ar Seven, 
you ſay, this Evening ? 

Beaug, Precilely. | 

Corrre, And ſhall I go along with thee, for a ſmall Venture in this Loye- 
Voyage ? 

Beauo. With all my Heart. 

Corr. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the burdenſom Time, till the happy 
Minute ſmile upon us ? 

Beaug. With Love's beſt-Friend, and our own honeſt old Acquaintance, 
edifying Champagn, Ned ; and for good Company, tho it be a Rarity, ['l 
carry thee to dine with the beft I can meet with, where we'll warm our 
Blood and Thoughts with generous Glaſſes, and free-hearted Converſe, 
till we forget the World, ns think of nothing but Immortal Beauties, and 
Eternal Loving. | 

Court, Then here I ſtrike the League with thee: And now 
Mertinks ware both upon the Wing together, 

Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure , 
Where Men were never yet enſlay*d by W _ 


But all their Cares are handſomly contriving 
1*umprove the Noble Arts of Pertc& Living. 


End of the Firſt Aft. 


THE SECOND ACT. 


Courtine aud Beaugard. 


Court. Ut was that thy Father ? "EY 

| Beaug. Yes, that civil, ſober, ol4 Gentteman, Co#rt-nt, by 
Father : And, to tell thee the truth, as Wicked and as Poor 345 aÞ , 

Son was. 1 ſent him a Cordial of a hundred Guinee's this Morning, m_ 
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he will be ſure to loſe all before to morrow Morning, and not have a Shil- 
liag to help himſelf. : | : 

Court. Mcthoughts, as I look'd into the Room, he ratled the Box with 
a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a dozen Rappers very youthfully. 

Reaupg. Prithee no more ont, tis an irreverent Theme ; and next to 
Atheiſm, I hate making merry with the Frailties of my Father. 

Court. But then as to the Lady, Beangara. 

Beaup. *Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the Shop we meet at; 
the Miſtreſs of it, Conrtzne, is a hearty Well-wiſher to the Mathematicks, 
2nd her Influence, I hope, may have no ill Effect o're my Adventure. 

Court. Methinks this Place looks as it were made for Loving : The 
Lights on each hand of the Walk look ſtately ; and then the Ruſling of 
Silk Petticoats, the Din and the Chatter of the pretty little party-co- 
lour?d Parrots, that hop and flutter from one {ide to YVother, puts every 
Senſe upon its proper Office, and ſets the Wheels of Nature finely moving. 

Beaug. Would the Lady of my Motion would make haſte, and be pun- 
Qual; the Wheels of my Nature move fo faſt elſe, that the Weight will 
be down before fhe comes. 

[Voman. Gloves or Ribbands, Sir? Very good Gloves or Ribbands, 
Choice of fine Eſſences. Captain Beaugard, ſhall I ſell you nothing to 
day ! 

ons Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſh, Il am come to lay out a Heart at your 
Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant-Adventurer dowt fail to meet 
me here. 

Won, What ſhe that ſpoild your Deyotion © Swnday laſt, Captain * 

Beaug. Doſt thou know her, my little Furniſh ? | 

Hom, There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that has done me the 
Honour to let me ſee her at my poor Shop ſometimes. 


Enter Porcia m45quwa, ard ſtands behind Beaugard. 


Beaug. And is ſhe very lovely ? 

Wom, What think you, Sir ? 

beaug. Faith, charitably enough. 

Wom. PII ſwear ſhe is obliged to you. 

Beauz. And I would very fain be obliged to her too, if ?rwere poſſible. 
Will ſhe be here to night ? 

Porcia. Yes marry will fhie, Captain. 

Beaug., Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon ? What, attaque a 
Man of War of my Burdca in the Stern, Pirate ! 

Porcia. Lord, how like a Soldier you are pleas'd to expreſs your ſelf 
now ! 1 warrant you, to carry on the Metaphor, you have forty more mer- 
ry things to ſay to me upon this Occaſion ; as, plying your Chaſe-guns, 
laying your ſelf athwart my Harſer, boarding me upon the Forecaltle, 
clapping all under Hatches, carrying of the Prize to the next Port of Sc- 
curity, and there rummaging and rifling her. Alas, poor Captain ! 

Court, Poor, Madam ! He has Two thouſand a year, and nothing but 
an 01d Father to provide for. C 2 * Porcia. Sr, 
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Porcia. Sir, is this fine, ſober, brown-bearded Gentleman to be your 
Steward, he underſtands your Affairs ſo well already ? 

Beaug. The truth ont is, Madam, he does wait for an Office under me, 
and may in time, if he behave himſelf handſomly, come te Preferment. 

Court. This I have got by my Beard already. If ſhe ſhould but know 
me.now. | 

Beaug. Well, Madam, are your Commands ready ? May I know the 
Task 1 am to undertake,before 1 lay claim to the Happineſs of ſeeing that 
handſom, homely, fair, black, young, ancient, tewpting or frightfu] Face, 
which you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, asI have deſcrycd long 
ago, if 1 know what to make of this extraordinary Proceeding of yours, 

Porcia. In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, be it what it will, 
if you behave your ſelf as you. ſhould do, ſhall never put you out of Coun- 
tenance. 
' Beaug. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly. 

Porcia. For I am young, Captain. 

Beaug. | am glad ont with all my Heart. 

Porcza. And, it the World ſpeaks truth, not very ugly. 

Beaug. So much the better ſtill. 

Porcia, Next, Pm no Hypocrite. 

Bearg, Hah ! 

Porcia, But love my Pleaſures, and will hold my Liberty. 

Beanz. Noble. 

Porcia. 1 am rich too. 

Beaug. Bettcr and better. 

Poreia. But what's worſt of all-—- 

Beaug. Out with't. 

Porcza, I doubt I am fillily in Love. 

Court. With whom, dear Miracle ? 

Porcia. Not with a Married-man, ſweet Monſieur Corrtine. | 

Court, Confound her, but ſhe knows me.—— Why, good Madam-— 

Beaug. Nay, Friend, no ruffling ; keep your Articles, and keep your 
Diſtance. 5 

Porcia. Have you then made your Eſcape, Sir, from your dear Wite, 
the Lady-Tyrant of your Enchanted Caſtle in the Country, to run a wan- 
_ after new Adventures berc ? Oh all the Windmills about Lonaw, 

ware | 

Coxnrt, Ay, and the Watermills too, Madam. In the Devils name, what 
will become of me ! bs 

Porcia. For the Quixot of the Country is abroad 3. Murder by his Sice, 
Enterpriſes in his Head, and Horrour in his Face. 

Coxrt, Oh Lord! 

Beaug. Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? 

Porcia. 1 have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very famous about two 
years ſince, for ſelling himſelf to a Plantation, the Country, for Five thou 
and pound : Was not that the Price, Sir ? 


Coure.. Your Ladiſkip is pleas'd to be yery free, Madam ; that's - 
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Porcia. So were you at that time, Sir, or you had fe*er parted with 
your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms ſurely. Bleſs us Had you 
byt lookt about you a little, what a Market might have been made of that 
tall, proper, promiſing Perſon of yours! that—— 

Court, Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 

Porcia. That Face, which now, o're-grown with ruful Beard, looks as 
you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a K«ſſian Embaſlie ! Fough ! I fancy 
a] Fellows that are married ſmell of 'Train-oyl and Garlick. 

Beang. And yet, twenty to one, that is a ſtinking Condition you'll have 
2 deſign to ſeduce ſome poor doating Monſter or another into, one day. 

Porcia. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. 

Beaug. How that dear Proteſtation has charnyd me ! 

Court, O* my Conſcience I my ſelf could be half reconciPd to her again 
t00. 
Porcia, In ſhort, to give you one infallible Argoment, that I never will 
marry, I have been married already, that is, ſold : for being the Daughter 
of a yery rich Merchant, who dying left me the onely Heireſs of an im- 
menſe Fortyne, it was my ill luck to fall into the Hands of Guardians, that, 
to ſpeak properly, were Raskals; for in a ſhort time they conſpired 
amongſt themſelyes, and for baſe Bribes, betray*d, ſold, and married me 
toa——Husband, that's all. 

Bearg. In troth, and that's enough of all conſcience : But where 1s this 
Husband ? 

Porcia. Heav®n be thanked, dead and buried, Captain. 

beang, Amen, with all my Hearr. 

Court. A Widow, by my Manhood, a downright Bawdy Widow, _ 

Poreia. What would your Cream-pot in the Country give for that Title, 
think you ? 

Court, Not more than I would, that thy Husband were alive agen, to re- 
renge my Quarrel on thee. 

Beaus, And what's to be done, thou dear One ? 

Porcia. Look upon me as a Lady in diſtreſs, Captain; and by the Ho- 
20ur of a Soldier conſider on ſome way for my Deliverance. 

beaug. From what ? Where is the Danger ? | 

Porcia. Every way it threatens me : For into the very Hands my ul] For- 
tune threw me before, has it betray*d me again, Friend. 

Beaug, Hah! 

Porcia, The Principal is an Uncle, o1d,jealous, tyrannical, and covetous 

beaug. Hell confound him for it. ; & 

Porcia, My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, obliged me upon my W1- 
dowhood to give up my ſelf again there too, where he has ſecurcd and con- 
hn'd me with more Tyranny, than if1 had been a Prigner for Murder 
guards me Day and Night with ill-lookt Rogues, that wear long, broad, 
terrible Swords, and ſtand Centinel up and down the Houſe with Muſque- 
toons and Blunderbuſles. 

Court, So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going forward, thas's one 
Comfort. 

Porcia, Murder 


b 
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Porcia, Murdft and Marriage are the two dreadfut things I ſeem to by 
threatned with : Now gueſs what pity 1t-15 that ever either of thoſe Mir. 
chiefs ſhould fall upon me. | 

Beauz. By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, I'll fairly be Gibetted firf 

Porcia. No necd of that, Captain, neither : for, to ſhew you l deſerye 
your ProteCtion, I have had the Courage to break Gaol, run away, and 
make my Eſcape hither, purely to keep my Word'with you. Deal like z 
Man of Honour by me z and when the Storm that will follow is a little 
blown over, here's a white Hand upom't, ll not be ungrateful. 

Beaug. And in token I belicve thee, Pll kiſs it moſt Religiouſly, 

Court, Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam, one word with you : Haye 
you never a married Lady of your Acquaintance, that's as gdod-natyr'd 
as you, and would fain be a Widow as you are, too. 

Porcia, Why do you ask, S1r * | 

Court, Becauſe | would cut her Husband's Throat, and make her one for 
my own Proper uſe. 

Porcia, PII ask your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion next time 1 ſee her, 
if you pleaſe 

Court, Why, doſt thou know her then-? 

Porcia. Yes. 

Court. Thenl may chance ſhortly to have a fine time on't: I haye mace 
a pretty Evenings Work of this, Heay®ns be praigd. 


Enter two Men diſgni”d. 


1 Man. Run away lewdly ! Damnation! 

2 Alan, Look! 

1 Jan, By Heawn, it muſt be ſhe. 

2 an, The Men are well Arnvd ? 

1 17an, No matter ; we muſt carry her, or all's loſt clſe. 

2 Man. I'll not ſhrinkfrom you. 

| fan, That's well ſaid. Sir, if you pleaſe, a Word with you. 

beau, With me, Sir ? 

1 17an, Yes. 

Beaug, Courtine, be civil a little. 

1 24ar. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned for the Honour of 3 
Lady that has not been altogether ſo careful of it her ſelf as ſhe ought t0 
have been. 

Beang. I am ſorry fort, Sir. 

1 Man. You being a Gentleman whoſe CharaQer 1 have had an advat- 
tagious Account of, I would make it my Petition to you, if ſhe be of your 
Acquaintance, not to engage your ſelf in any thing that may give me occ#” 
ſion to b2 your Enemy. os 

Beaxg. Sir, I ſhould be highly glad of any brave Man's Friendſhip, 2% 
ſhould be troubled if I appear concern'd in any thing thab may hazard tht 
loſs of yours. 


i an. That Lady, Sir, you talkt withal's—— Beaug. My 
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Zaug. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 

| Mar, Miſtreſs ! 

Zeaus. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir : I love her, doat on her, am damnably in love 
with her; ſhe is under my Protection too, and when ever there's occaſion, 
as far as this ſinful Body of mine will bear me out in it, I'll defend her. 

| Man, Do you know her * 

Beano, Not ſo well as I would do, Sir. 

Man. What's her Name ? 

Beaug, A Secret. 

1 Mar. She muſt along with me, Sir, 

Bearzz. No, that mult not be, Sir. 

2 Man, This Lady, Sir—— 

Court, You lie, Sir— Hah !-— Beaugard ! [ Draw, and fight. Porcia rr; 
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Beang. Stand faſt, Ned. away ſqueaking. Courting 
Court, Hold thy dead-doing Hand, - difarms his Adverſary,and 
Thou Son of Slaughter. comes up to Beaugard. 


i Man. Sir, there may come a time—— 

Fears, When you'l learn Manners. 

1 Man, And teach %em you too. 

Court. We are well known. 

1 Man. And ſhall not be forgotten. 
Come, Friend. FExeunt two Men. 

Brauz, Confound 'em ! This muſt be a Brother, a Kinſman, or a Rival, 
he ply*d me ſo warmly. 

C:urt, *Tis a hard caſe, that a Man cannot hold Civil Correſpondence 
with a good-natur?d Female, but preſently ſome hot-headed Fellow of the 
Family or other runs horn-mad with Jcaloulic, and tancies his Blood ſmarts 
25 often as the Womans itches. 

Beavg. This Heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwoman, his Miſtreſs, or what- 
er ſhe be, is like to get much Reputation by his HeCtoring and Quarrel- 
ling for her ; and he as much Honour, by being beaten for her. 

Court, Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers tight for the Reputation of a: 
back-ſliding Wife or Siſter, it is a very pretty Undertaking, doubtleſs. 
As for example ; I'am a Cuckold now. 

Beaug, All in good time, Ned; do not be too halty. 

Court. And being much troubled in Spirit, meeting with the Spark that 
has done me the Honour.with a great deal of reſpect I make my Addrefſs,--- 
a thus, — X7oft Nevte Sir, you have done me the Favour to tie with my Wife.. 

Beang, Very well. 

Corrt, All I beg of you, is, that you would do your beft endeavour to run mc: 
through the Guts t9 morrow moriuns, and it will be the greateſt Satisfaction mn: 
the World. ” 

Beaug, Which the good-natur'd Whoremaſter does very decently; i9 
Gown fatls the Cuckold at Barn-brs, and riſes again next- day at Holburn in. 
a B2llad. But all this while, what is become of the Widow, ed #7 
. Court, Faith ſhe has &en done very wiſely, think, 2s {co 25 life had: 
'& us together by the Ears; ih: very fairly ran fcz'r. 
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Beaug. A very noble Account of our firlt Evenings Enterpriſe ! gy; 
3 Pox at, take Courage ; and lince we have loſt this Quarry, let us &eg 
cat about a little, and ſee what other Game we can meet with. 


Enter Luctece Maſqud. 


Lucr. Sir, Sir ! Captain ! 

Court, With you again, Bearugard. Agare ho 

Beang, With me, my Miltreſs ? 

Lucr, Yes, with you, my Maſter. - 

Court. | wonder when, 0? the Devil's name, 1t will come to my turn. 

Lucr, Being, a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I am come to tel! 
you, the World begins to talk very ſcandalouſly of you, Captain. 

Beang. Look thee, Sweetheart, the World's an Aſs, and Common 
Fame a Common Strumpet : ſo long as ſuch pretty good-natur'd Crea- 
tures as thou ſeemeſt to be, think but well of me, let the World be 
hang'd, as it was once drown*d, if it will. 

Lucr, 1 muſt let you know too, Captain, that your Love-latrigues are 
not ſo cloſely managed, but that they will ſhortly grow the Subjett of all 
the Satyr and Contempt in Town : Your holding Converſation with a 
draggle-taild Maſque, in the Church-Cloyſters, on Swnday; your meeting 
with the very Scandal here again, this Evening; ſuffering your ſelf to be 
impovgd upon, and Jilted by her ; and ar laſt running the hazard of a 
damnable Beating, by a couple of plauſible HeCtors, that made you believe 
your Miſtreſs had Honour cnough to be concern'd for. 

Beang. Really, my little Wolf in a Sheeps Flecce, this ſounds like very 
good Doctrine; but what Uſe mult I make of it, Child ? 

Licr. Mcthinks, Captain, that ſhould not be ſo hard to find out z my 
ſetting upon you in a Maſque my ſelf, and railing at the laſt Woman that 
did ſo before me, might calily inform you, I have a certain Deſign of trying 
whoſe Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. , 

Court, Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter the Liſts upon 
unequal Terms, with that Black Armour upon your Face, that makes you 
look as dreadfully as the Black Knight in a Romance. | 

Lucr. Good Captain, what's that ſober Gcntleman's name ? For certain” 
ly I have ſcen him before now. 

Beaug. His name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Conrtine z a very honel: 
Fellow, good-natur'd, and wicked enough for thy purpoſe of all conſcience. 
Lucr, Courtine / Bleſs us for ever ! What, the Man thai's married: 

Court, The Man that's married! Yes, the Man that's married. "Sgeath, 
though I be weary on'c, I am not aſham'd of my Condition. Why the De- 
vil didſt thou tell her my name? I ſkall neyer thrive with any Woman 
that knows me. The Man that's married ! *Zounes, 1 am as ſcandalous 
the Man that's to be hang'd. | 

Eucr. But you'll nc'er be thorght ſo handſom. To make few words 
with you, Sir, | am one that mean you fairer play than ſuch an inconſt2nt, 

tickle, falſ&-hcarted Wanderer as you deſerve, | 
: Beaug. | ten 
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Beaug. Then why doſt thou conceal thy ſelf? Thoſe whoſe Deſigns are 
fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their Faces : Therefore give me leave to tell 
thee, Lady, if thou think*ſt to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jealou- 
Ge in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way manag*d ; no, I 
am conſtant, I—— but if thou loy*t me — 

Lucr. Have you any more Doubts that trouble you ? 

Beang. None, by this ſweet Body of thine. 

Lwcr. Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortune to watch you, haunt 
you, and dog you thele ſix Months ; being, to my eternal torment, jea'ous 
of that ravenous Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain : nay, lince [ 
have confelt my Weakneſs, know from this hour I" ll defeat all her Am- 
baſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to enſnare your Heart, Ml 1 obtain the Vi- 
tory of it my ſelf, much more my due,in that I'm not beneath her in Beau- 
ty, Birth, or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her years, Captain ; there- 
fore if you have that Merit the World reports of you, make the b<ſt uſe 
of this preſent Advice; and ſo firowell till you hear from me further. 

: [Exit Lucrece. 
 Beaug, Now may Ido by my Miſtreſles as the Boys do by their Farthings, 
huſtle *em in a Hat together, and go to Heads or Tails for *em.—— Hah ! 
Let me never ſee day again, if yonder be not coming towards us the very 
Raſcal I told thee of this Morning, our faux Atheiſt ; now will I ſhew 
thee as notable a =_ as ever paſk upon the ignorant World for a fine 
Perſon, and a Philoſopher. CEutey Daredevil. 
W hat, Daredevil, a good Evening to thee : Why, where haſt-thou been, 
old Blaſphemy, theſe Forty Hours ? I ſhall never be converted from Chr 
ſtianity, if thou doſt not mind thy Bugneſs better. | 

Dared. Been, quoth a! I have been where I have half loſt my honeſt 
Senſes, Man : Would any body that knows me, believe it ? Lef mebe bu- 
_ —_ if the Rogues of the Pariſh I live in have not Indicted me for 
a Papiſt, 

Beaug, The Devil ! a Papiſt ! 

Dared, Pox on %m, a Papiſt ! When the impudent Villains know, as 
well as I do, that I have no Religion at all. 

Court, No Religion, Sir ? Are you of no Religion ? 

Dared, Is he an honeſt Fellow, Beaugard ? 

Beaug. Oh, 2 very honeſt Fellow; thou mayſt truſt him with thy Dam- 
ation, ll warrant thee : Anſwer him, anſwer him. 

Dared. | never go to Church, Sir. 

Court, But what Religion are you of ? 

Dared. Of the Religion of the [-ncy-Temple, the Common-Law Religi- 
0n, I blieve in the Law, truſt in the Law,enjoy what I have by the Lavw : 
For if ſuch a Religious Gentleman as you are get Fifry pounds into my 
Debt, I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes, but the Law mult 
make you pay me at laſt. 

Court, ?Tis certainly the fear of Hell, and hopes of Happineſs, that 
makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and Union one towards another. : 
Dared, Fear of Hell! Heark thee, Beangard;, this Companion of thine, 
D 


as 
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as 1 apprehend, is but a ſort of a ſhallow Monſter. Fear of Hell ! Ng 
Sir, *ris fear of Hanging. Who would not ſteal, or do murder, every time 
his Fingers itcvt at it, were it not for fear of the Gallo:vs ? Do not you 
with all your Religion, ſcar almoſt as often as you ſpeak ? break ang 
prophane the Satvath ? lie with your Neighbours Wives ? and covet their 
Eſtates, if they be better than your own ? Yet thoſe things are forbid by 
Religion, as well as Stealing and Cutting of Throats are. No, had every 
Commandment but a Gibber belonging to it, I ſhould not have had Foyr 
Kings Evidenc-s to day ſwore impudently I was a Papiſt, when 1 was ne- 
ver at Maſs yet ſince 1 was born, nor indeed at any other Worſhip theſe 
Twenty years. - 

Court, Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are really of no 
Religion ? 

Dared. May be I am, Sir; may be I amnot, Sir : When you come to 
know me better, twenty to one but yowll be better ſatished. 

Court. Does your Honour think there may be a Devil ? 

Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 

Courr. Have you a mind to ſee him ? 

Darcd.” Pd go Fifty miles barefoot to ſce but a Fiend that belong'd to 
his Family. 

Beang. That's a damn*d Lie, to my Knowledge: For I ſaw the Rogue 
ſo ſcar'd, that his Hair ſtood upright, but at the fight of a poor Black 
Water-Spaniel, that mct him in the dark once. 

Court, What think yon of Conſcience ? 

Dared. I do not think of it at all, Sir ; it never troubles me. 

Court. Did you ever do a Murder ? 

Dared. 1 won't tell you: 

Court. Thou art the honeſter Fellow for it ; I love a friendly Rogue, 
that can keep ſuch a Secret at my Heart. 

Dared. Do you ? 

Court. Ay. 

Beang. So, that's well ſaid, now well to work with him preſently. 
Doſt thou hear, Daredevil, this honeft Friend of mine is ſomething trou- 
_ in Spirit, and wants a little of thy Ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Dit- 

culty. 

Dared. Well, and what ist ? I ſhall be civil, and do him all the good | 
can. 

Beang. In few words, hc*s marricd ; plagud, troubled, and Hag-ridden 
by the eteraally-tormenting Witchcraft of a vexatious, jealous Familiar, 
calPd a Wife. ; 

Dared. A Witc ! That ever any Fellow that has but two Grains of 
Brains in his Scull, ſhould give himſclf the trouble to complain of a Wie, 
ſo long as there is Arſenick in th: World ! : 

Beaug. Nay, it is a mecr ſhame, a ſcandalous ſhame, when it is ſo cheap 
00. 

Court, Would you have m2 potton her ? 


Dared. Poiſon her ! Ay, what would you With her elſe, if you are wes” 
ry of her ? Court. But 
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Court. But if I ſhould be call'd to a terrible account for ſuch a thing 
hereafter ! , 

Dared. Hereafter !—— Croſs my Hand with a piece of Silver, —tha#t 
is to ſay, —glve me I hree pence, Three pence, my Deareſt —— 

Court. Well, and what ther, * 

Dared. Why, for that conſiderable Sum P11 be ſecurity for thee, and 
bear thee harmleſs for Hereatter ; that's all. | 

Feang. *Faith, and cheap enough of all, Conſcience. 

Court, This is the honelteſt Acquatntance 1 ever met withal, Beaugard. 

Beans. Oh, a very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt. 

Court, Prethee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, fince we have fo 
happily met this Evening, let us grow more 1ntimate, and eat and drink 
together. 

"Dared. Faith and troth, with all my Heart : Pox on me, Boy, but I love 
Drinking mightily; and to tell ye the truth on't, I am never fo well 
ſatisfied in my qut-of-the-way Principles, as when 1 am drunk, very drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a great Quietter of the Mind, a great Soother of the 
Spirit. 

yet And ſhall we be very free, my little Atheiſtical disbelieving 
Dog ? Wilt thou open thy Heart, and ſpeak very frankly of Matters that 
ſhall be nameleſs ? 

Dared. Much may be done; I ſygldom hide my Talent, I am no Niggard 
of my Parts that way. 

Beaug. To tell thee a Secret, then, Daredevil, we two are this Night, 
tor ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give a Treat to the, People of the 
Dake”s Theatre, after the Play's done, upon their Stage ; we are to have the 
Muſick too, and the Ladies, *tis hoped, will not deny us the Favour of 
their fair Company. Now, my dear Iniquity, ſhall we not, thinkeſt thou, 
if wegiveour Minds to it, paſs an Evening pleaſantly enough ? 

Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart : Flora the ProjeCt of Treatin 
on the Stage extremely too. But will there, will there be none of the 
Poets there ? Some of the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows ; 
they are moſt of *em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now and then ſtand 
up for the Truth manfully. 

Beaug. Much may happen : But in the next place, after Supp# we have 
reſoly'd to ſtorm a certain Enchanted Caſtle, where I apprehend a fair 
op newly enter'd into League with an honeſt Friend of thine, calPd my 
elf, is kept a Prigner, by an old, ill-natur'd, ſnarling Dog in a Manger, 


oo uardian. Thou wilt make one at it, wilt thou not, my little Dare- 


you Dam? me, we'll burn the Houſe. 
ach thing, m* me, Sir ? Do you know what you ſay ? You believe no 
SG rs Words of courſe, Child, meer Words of courſe: We uſe a 
Ex +: of *em in Converſation, which are indeed but in the nature of 
==. vas. and ligntfie nothing : as, Dam? me, Sir ; Rot me, Sir; C 91 found 
 ©/7., which purport no more than So, Sir ; Ard, Sir; or Then, Sir, at 
D 2 the 
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ee worſt : For my part, 1 always ſpeak what I think; no Man can help 
thinking what he does think : So if 1 ſpeaknot well, the fault's not mine. 
Beauz. Diſtinguilc like a Learned School-Divine. 
Conrt. Whc: 'ncet we at the Play-houſe then ? 
Dared. Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. | 
Beaug, Where well have Muſick, Woinen, Mirth. 
Dared, And very much good Wine. 


End of the Second Af. 


THE THIRD ACT. 


Beaugard, Courtine, a»d Daredevil. 


Beau. F not this Living now ? Who that knew the Sweets of Liberty, 
the uncontrolPd Delights the Free-man taſtes of, Lord of his 
own Hours, King of his own Pleaſures, juſt as Nature meant him firſt ; 
Courted each Minute by all his Appetites, 
Which. he indulges, like a bounteous Maſter, 
That's ſtill ſupply*d with various full Enjoyments ; 
And no intruding Cares make one T hought bitter. 
Dared. Very well this; this is all but very well. 
Court. Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt the Couric 
Of a long, rolling, gay, and wanton Life. 
Methinks the Image of it is like a Laune 
In a rich flow*ry Vale, tts Meaſure long, 
Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End 
A ſhady pegceful Glade z where, when the pleaſant Race is over, 
We glide away, and are at reſt for ever. 
Beawg. Who, that knew this, would let himſelf be a Slave 
To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debaucht in ? 
Who'd interrupt his needful Hours of Reſt, to riſe and yawn. in a Shop 
upon Cornhill? Or, what's as bad ,, make a ſneaking Figure in a Great 
an*s Chamber, at his Riſing in a Morning ? W ho would play the Rogue, 
Cheat, Lic, Flatter, Bribe, or Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate for a Blockhead of 
his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall waſte it as ſcandalouſly 2s his 
Father got it ? Or who, Courtine, would marry, to beget ſuch a Blockhead ? 
Court, No body but ſuch a Blockhead as my ſelf, Beaugard, that's Cer- 
tain; but 1 will, if poſſible atone for that Sin of mine in the future Courk 
of my Life, and grow as zealous a Libertine. as thou wouldit. wiſh 
Friend t9 be. Dares. T 
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Dared. Theſe are Rogues that pretend to be a Religion now! Well, 
all that I fay is, Honeſt Atheiſm for my Money. 

Beaug. No, grant me while I live the eaſie Being I am at preſent poſ- 
oſt of ; a kind, fair Shee, to cool my Blood, and pamper my Imagination 
withal; an honeſt Friend or two, like thee, Courr:ne, that I dare truſt my 
Thoughts to 3 generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonour; and 
when | ask more of Fortune, let her een make a Beggar of me. What 
fayſt thou to this, Daredewil ? Is not this coming as near thy Doctrine as a 
young Sinner can conveniently ? 

Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's my Comfort. 

Court, But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 

Beaug. Oh, Conrtine, Reputation, Reputation / 1 ama young Spark, and 
maſt ſtand upon my Credit, Friend ; the Rogues that cheat all rhe Week, 
and go to Church in clean Bands o? Sunday, will advance no neceſſary Sums 
upon my Revenues elſe, when there may be an Occaſion : Belides, I have 
a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gentleman, calPd a Father. 

Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, W hore, and Gaine, aud is as full of 
Religion as his Worſhipful Son here. 

Beaug, Hah ! CEnter Father. 

Fath.. Very well, very noble, truly, Son! This is the Care you are 
pleaſed to take of my Family ! Sit up all Night, Drink, Whore, ſpend 
your Eſtate, and give your Soul to the Devil ! A very fine—Hickup----- 
This Aquamirabilss and the Old Hock does not agree with my Stomach. 

Beaug. Daredevil, ſtick tome now, and help me out at a dead lift, or I am: 
loſt for eyer.—— Sir, I hope my being here, has not done you, nor any 
Friend of yours, an Injury. 

Fath. Injury ! No, Sir, *tis no Injury for you to take your ſwill in Plen- 
ty and Voluptuouſneſs—— Hickup—— while your poor Father, Sirrah, 
muſt be contented to drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, old, batter'd 
Rogues, and be thankful. You muſt have your fine, jolly, young Fellows, 
and bonny, buxom, brawny-bum'd Whores, you Dog, to revel with, and 
be hang*d to you, muſt you? Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha? loſt all my Money. 

Beawg. 1 am ſorry for it, Sir, 

Fath. Sorry for it, Sir !—Hickup ——Is that all ? 

Dared. If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwinging Doſe of Ops- 
«n, and ſleep upon't ; ?tis the beſt thing in the World for old Gentlemen 
that have no Money. Or wilt thou be good Company ? wilt thou ſit down 
and crack a Bottle, old Boy ? Hah? 

Fath. Heh! crack a Bottle | 
_ Ay, crack a Bottle: What fayſt thou. to that comfortable Pro- 

ition { 

Corr. Come, Sir, here's your good Heglch, and to your better Fortune. 

Fat. A very honeſt Fellow, «ck: Theſe are very honeſt Fellows. 

C15 your name, Friend ? 
goed, My name is Daredevil, Friend ; of the ancient Family of ie 
argon 1n the North, that have not Ind a Church in their Pariſh, Chap- 
in 11 their Houſe, Prayers Publick or Private, or Graces at Mcaf,- ſince 
the Conqueſt. Fab. Sir, 
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Fath. Sir, | have heard much of your Family z it is a very ancient Hg- 
nourable Family : and I am glad to End my Son has made choice of fich 
Noble Acquaintance. ——SIr, my Service to you. - I proteſt, x Cup 
of pretty Clarrct, very pretty Clarret. ,_ | 

Court. And he has top”t it off as prettily, Pll ſay that for him, 

Fath. Tack,, 1h? loſt all my Money, Jack. 

Beau7. Have you been robb'd, Sir * 

Fath, Robb'd, Sir ! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I ha? not been robb%d, Sir ; byt 
[*ha? been nickt, Sir, and that's as bad, Sir. Youare a worthy Perſon, and 
Pill make you my Judge. 

Dared, Come along then. 

Fath. The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; I had juſt Thirty 
pound upon it, and my laſt Stake : The Calter threw, nothing came of it; 
| chang*d his Dice ; he threw again, to as little purpoſe as b<tore. 

Dared. Very ſtrange, truly. 

Fath, I chang'd his Dice again, he threw again: So he threw, and! 
chang*d ; and [ chang'd, and he threw, for at leaſt half an Hour; till at 
laſt——Do you mark me ?——the Dice powd'ring out of the Box—— 

Dared. That's plain. 

Fath. One of %em trips againſt the Foot of a Candleſtick, and up comes 
two Deuces, two Deuces, Sir, do you hear ? And fo I loſt my Money. No, 
Sir, | was not robb'd, Sir ; but L loſt it upon twa Deuces : and that was ſo 
hard Fortune, that I'll hold you, or any Man living, Fifty pound to Ten, 
that he does not throw two Deuces before Seven again. 

Dared. Two Deuces afore Seven ! Two Deuces are not to be thrown, 
Sir, not to be thrown. 

Beaug. I am glad to hear you are ſo rich, Sir. 

Fath, Rich, quoth *a / Prethee be quiet, I am not worth a Shilling, Man. 
But, Sir, here you area Lord at large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, 
lit upall Night in the fulneſs of Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Daredevil 
of the North here, with a Pox to you ; whilſt I muſt be kept without a 
Shilling in my Pocket. Burt, Sir, . 

Beaug. Sir, | ſent you a Hundred pound yefterday Morning. 

Fath, Well, Sirrah, and have had ill Luck, and loſt it all : What then? 

Beau. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Propoſition to you? 

Fath. Heh ! With all my Heart. Look you, Jackze-boy, I am not a 
gainſt thy taking thy moderate Diverſions, ſo long as I ſee thou keepeſt 
good Company, neither. But——-ſneak what Ready-money thou haſt in- 
to my Hand, and ſend me the reſt of other Hundred to my Lodging. 

Beaug. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two Deuces are 
thrown before Seven, | muſt advance a Hundred pound to make the Devil's 
Bones rattle, Sir ? 

Fath. Sirrah, you area Rebel ; and I could find in my Heart to cut your 
Throat. Sir, have you er a Father ? 

Dared. No, Sir, 

Fath. No, Sir? | 

Dared. No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before I came to be at per $ 
of Diſcretion: I hate all Fathers, and always did. Fath. Oh 
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Fath. Oh Lord! Heark you, Sir, What's that Fellow*s Profeſſion ? 
Court, Oh, an Atheiſt, Sir ; he believes neither God nor the Devil. 
FEth, *Sbud, Ill bruſtle up to him : Are you an Atheiſt, Fellow ? hoh ? 
Dared. Ycs, Sir, I am an Atheiſt. 

Fath, And what think you will become of you when you die ? hoh ? 

Dared. 1 ſhall be buried ſix Foot under Ground, to prevent ſtinking,and 
there grow rotten. 

Fath. Oh Lotd ! 

Dared, If I chance to be hang'd, being a luſty Sinewy Fellow, the Cor- 

ration of Barber-Chirurgeons, may be, beg me for an Anatomy, to ſet up 
in their Hall. I don't take much care of my ſelf while I am living; and 
when 1 am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. | 

Fath. No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful way to be damn'd, 
that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue ! You keep Company with the 
Devil's Reſident ! You converſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your 
Father a little dirty Money ! Fogh, Poltroon ! 

Beaug. This is very hard, Sir : But if Ten Ganea*s will do you any 
Service—— 

Fath, Ten Guinea"s ? Let me ſee 5 Ten Guimens are a pretty little pid- 
Ing Sum, that's the truth ont :* But what will it do, Fackze-boy ? Serve, 
may be, to play at Tick-tack in an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, 
or ſo; but when will that recover my Hundred agen ? Ten Ganea?s / Pox 
0' thy Ten Gurnea?s, Well, let mie ſee the Ten Cumen*s though, —— 
let me ſee *em a little, Fackie-boy, Jackie, Jack, You ha* drunk 
camnable hard to night, you rogue ; you are a drunken Dog, I believe— 
Han't you had a Whore too, Fackie ? ——e c e—— Yor'll get the Pox, Sir- 
rah, and then—— But if thou doſt, I know a very able Fellow, an old Ac- 
quaintance of mine Ten Guinea's, Jackie / 

Braug, There they arc, Sir ; and long may they laſt you. 

Fath, Make *&m Twenty, Fackze rogue ; ——=-you Plump-cheekt, Merry- 
ed Rogue, make **m Twenty, —— Make %em Fifteen then, — Jackie- 
boy, Fackze, Jack, ——Do faith. 

bag. Upon my Duty, you have ſtript me, Sir. 

Fath. Then do you hear, Friend, you Ath-iſt, that are ſo free of your - 
ul ? let us ſee if you dare venture a litte of your Money now - 


Come. [ Draws out a Bax and Dice. - 
Svers the Main : 1'i] hold you Ten pounds to T wo, two Deuces does not 
come before Seven. : 


| Beaug, At him, Daredevil ; Beggar him once more, and then we ſhall 
& rid of him. 

Dared. Done, Sir, done ; down with your Money. 

Fath, Here, you Blaſphemous Dog. _——Dolt thou love Hazard ? 

Darcd. Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 

Fath. | love thee the better for*t: Come along. —Seven.— 

Dared. Right. . 

Fath. Seven. | [Throws two Dewces, 


Dared, Two Deuces !— You ha? loſt, Sir. 
Fath. Dang? - 
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Fath. Dam? me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money ! 
Dared. Dam? me, Sir, *tis my Money 7 I won it fairly. 
Beaug. Now, Courtine, now 
Court. Now look tot, Athcilt. 
Fath. Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat I ſweep the yellow 
Scoundrels, and draw my Sword in witneſs th*are my own. 

Dared. Nay then Pll— : 

Cenrt. Hold, Sirs, no drawing Swords, no Quarrelling. 

Dared. I am glad ont, with all my Heart ; for though Iam not much 
afraid of the Devil, I hate a drawn Sword mortally. 

Beano. Good Sir 

Fath. Stand off. —Dogs, Atheiſts win my Money !——Raſal, ___ 
Good morrow. 

Beaug. Till next time two Deuces come before Seven, and then am ſure 
to ſce or hear from you again infallibly. . 

Court. How doit thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, extravagant, old 
Father of thine, Beaugard ? 6 

Beaug. | hope to find him run ſo far in Debt within this Fortnight, that 
to avoid the Calamity, he ſhall be forced to compound with me for his Free- 
dom, and be contented with a comfortable Annuity inthe Country; 
that's all my hopes of him. 

Court, Which hell fell in one Quarter of a Year, and return to old 
London again, for Yother Game at Hazard. 

Beaug. No, like a wiſe Guardian, I"1I take.care of the contrary, lay 
it too far out of his reach, and tie it too faſt for him. Why how now, 
Daredevil ? What in the dumps? ?Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet 
he has ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. 

Dared. Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. ?Tis well he was 
your Father, Sir. 

Court, Why? 

Dared. Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts [ would have ſaw'd his old 
Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. Rob me of my Right ! 

Court. Does he love Fighting ſo well then ? I thought moſt of your 
Atheiſts had not much car'd for that impertinent Exerciſe. 

Dared. *Tis a little impertinent, that P11 grant you, for honeſt Fellows 
to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one anothers Throats, to ſpoil good Com 
pany : -But when my Honour's injur'd-—- 

Beaug. Then, I know, thou art implacable. But for a fooliſh trifling 
Sum of Money 

Darea. Trafh, traſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſs ! I give it away to my 
\\ enches and my Servants; we part with it to every Body, upon all Occt 
4100s. He that values Money, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

Beaug. A very noble Fragment of Philoſophy. But, Courtme, the 
Morning Is new riſen again, and I have receiv*d Intelligence this Night, 
Dy a certain Minilter 1 keep for ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed 
W dow 1s held in Durance : If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes for 
thee upon the Coaſt I am bound for, let us embarque together, and 8 
Lack attend us. Court. No, 
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Court. No, I have other Projects o? foot : Marriage has crackt my Cre- 
dit ſo, that no body that knows my Condition cares to deal with me : 
Therefore | am reſolv?d to fet out for New Diſcoveries, and try how I 
can thrive where n:y Name's a Stranger. 

Beang. \\ hat, this Morning 

Court. This very Morning : Fortified with Burdeaux, as I am, will 1 iſe 
forth; and let all ſtragling Wives, Widows, and Virgins have a care of 
their Cargo's. 

Beanz. Nobly reſolv'd, and good Fortune guide thee. Thou, Dare- 
devil, wilt not part with me; thou art more a Friend than to leave thy 
Diſciple, when there is good ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward. May 
be we may do a Murder before we part ;. ſomething that is very wickee 
w£e11 not fail of. 

Dared. With all my Heart ; let us fire a Houſe or two, poiſon a Con- 
ſable and all his Watch, raviſh ſix Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle. 

Beaug. Shall we doall this ? 

Dared. Do't / PII do't my ſelf. 

Beau. Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity. "Enter Footmas, 

Footmn. Sir, Captain Beauzard. 

Braus., Wirh'me, Friend ? 

Foxm. Sir, there 1s a Maſqu'd Lady, ina Chair, at the Corner of the 
Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 

Beanug. Tell her, Pm her Vaſlal, and will wait on her this Moment. 
Courtive, good morrow. 

Court, Gone, already ? 

B-awg. Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my Calling, that's 
all. Allons, Daredevil, 

Dared. Fftend, farewell to thee ; if either of us are run through the 
Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet again, let us hear from one 
another out of the Lower World, how matters go there, and what En- 
tertainment they give us. 

Comt, You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondent, Sir. 

Dared. Farewell. 

Court, The ſame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now will out into the mid- 
dle of the Street, play at Blind-mans-buff by my ſelf, turn three times 
round, and catch whol can. 


Scene changes to the Street, Enter Beaugard and Daredevil, 


Beaus. This ſhould be the Place, and yet I fee no Chair. 
Dared. Then let us fall to Miſchief. g; 
Beauz, Prethee a little Patience, tho it be a Vertue, dear Temptation. 


Enter another Footmax. 


Foot, Sir, is your name Captain Beaugard? 
beang, Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy Man. 
E 


Form, Then 
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Footm. Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 

Beaug. Stay till I read it, Friend. 

Footm. Sir, it requires ne Anſwer. | 

Beano. W hat Jilts Trick now * Str, to meet us with your Sword; 
in your Hanas this Morning, behind the Corner Houſe of —— By my Stars, a 
Challenge from the termagant Sparks that fel] upon us laſt Night. Why, 
what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Hands now ? Darege:; [ 
thou canſt fight ? 

Dared. Why, is there any o<caſion ? 

Beauz. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all: See, there's a Breakfaſ 
for thec, if thou haſt any Stomach to'r. ; 

Dared. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, HeCtors ! Never mind %em ; hang 'em, 
theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that wart Dinners ; let us break the next 


Windows, and never think ont. 


Enter fix Ruffians, 
1 Xff. Theſe are our Quarry ; be ſure we ſeiſe?*ery both. Is the Coach 
OY Sg 


tCTaUy 5 
2 Ruff. At the next Corner. | 

i Ruff. Fall on then. Sir, you are our Priſoner. 

Beaug. Villains! Rogues ! Thieves ! Murder ! Thieves: Raſcals, yow!! 
n0t murder me ? 


1 Ruff. Nay, Sir, no noiſe, no ſtrugling, as you tender your Safety. 
Beang, Daredevil, Dog,, Coward, draw thy Sword and reſcue me. 
Dared. 1 am terrified, amaz*d ; ſome Judgment for my Sins4s fallen up- 
on me; alas, I am in Bonds too ! Have mercy on my Soul, .W don't ſlay 
me, Gentlemen. 
Beaug. Damnation ! Blinded ! Raſcals, Villains, Rufhans ! Murder ! 
| Dared, Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of thee ! 


Enter Theodore and Gratiai- 


Theod. This Generoſity makes good thy Charatter, 
That thou art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend. 
How ſhall 1 deſerve this from thee ? 

Gratr. 1 ſhould bz unjuſt, both to my {eIf,, and the dear Mecarry of thy 
Noble Brother, whoſe Friendſhip was ſo d:zr to me, ſhould my true Sword 
be idle in thy Cauſe. Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to Porcia, teils me 
a Rival muſt not tamely carry hgr. 

Theod. She is thy Right : My dying Broticr, ler ſoon-ſorgotten Husband, 
But thy remember*d Friend, with his laſt Breath thus told mc: 

[ have a Friend, Gratzar, the Man my Heart 

Has cheritht moſt; we from our Youth were Rivals 
For my dear Porcia : tell him, if I die, 

L left her to him, as the deareſt Legacy 

| could bequcath : Bid him be tender of her. 
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ror ſhe'll deſerve it from him. _— Would ſhe did. 
Grat, Heav*n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn, to love her even 
0 Madneſs ; nor ſhall this Man of War, this French-bred Hero, win hier 
with nothing but his Cap and Feather : I wonder he*s not come yet. 
Theod. 1 have heard the Man is Gallant ;, but in honeſty, 
As thou art-my Friend, I with thou wouldſt hear good Counlel. 
Grat, Thine muſt be Noble. 
Theod, I'd have thee think no more of this proud Woman 
Grat, | wiſh *twere poſlible. | 
Theod. Their Sex is one groſs Cheat ; their only Study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruine Man : 
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 
Which they improve each day, and grow more exqullite. 
Their Painting, Patching, all their Chamber-arts, 
And Publick Afectations, are but-T ricks 
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 
Grat, Would this could cure mine. 
Theod. When ware caught faſt, *tis then they ſhew their Natures, 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch tFave conquer'd z 
Tho the ſame Hour they glance abroad for new ones. 
Let but a Woman know yare once her Slave, | 
Give her once Teſtimony that you love her, 
She'H always be thy Torment, Jilt, deſign, ; 
And practice Ends upon thy honeſt Nature, 
So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. 
Grat, But let a Fool 
Theod, Oh give %em but a Fool, 
A ſenſeleſs, noiſie, gay, bold, briſtling Blockhead, 
A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring, 
No Brains in*s Head ; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prune, dance, liſp, or lie very much, 
Tare loſt for ever: They'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for em. 
Grat, But, my Friend, this granted, | 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as ſhe's the Relilt 
Of thy dear Brother, and my valw'd Friend, 
The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be flighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. 
Theod. There thou o'reconyſt me : Still our Men of Mettle 
Delay their Time ; the Day grows late ; let's walk 
Down by yon? Wall ; may be they have miſt the Place | 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we may be prevented. 
Methinks 1 would not loſe ſo fine a Morning, and do nothing, 
Grat. Nor 1. [ Excint, 


<& 


Enter 
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Enter Sylvia and Lucrece. 


Sylv. Oh Lucrece, *twas the Pangs of Jealouſie, curit Jealouſie, that 
brought me hither. 

Lucr. Whzre lodg'd you then laſt Night ? 

Sylv, Here, in this Houſe, my Coulin Porcta*'s Houſe : I met her late 
laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harralt wiki my Journzy, and the Cauſe of 
it : Had ſhe not took pity of me, Heav?n knows how my Perplexities 
would have diſpoſed me / 

Lucr, What, in this Houſe ? 

Sylv. Here, in this very Houle. | 

Lucr. I'm glad I know it; Pll take ſuch care, it ſhall not be long 3x 
Secret. . 

Sylv. The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me to take the 
Morning; air here ; for Slecp's a Guelt that ſtays but little with me. Why 
ſigheſt thou, Lucrece ? 

Lucr. I'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould chuſe this Reſidence, 

Sylv. Tis for a Lover, Lucrece ;, Beanzard courts her, a Friend: and 
lewd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 

Licr, | :now him but too well. 

Sylv, Why, Colt thou love him ? 

Lucr. So much, that 1 car neither eat, drink, nor ſleep in peace, for the 
tormenting Thoughts of him. 

Sylv. By Heav®ns, I pity thee. Oh have a care of Marriage, Lucrece, 
Marriage ; *twill be thy Bane, and ruine thee for eyer. Marriage ſpoils 

Faces; How I look with Marriage ' 

Lacr. 1 ſee no change. 

Sylv. No change ! I have not ſlept ſix Nights in peace fince the curl 
Day 1 wedded. 

Eucr, Will then a Husband ſpoil ones Sleep fo ſadly ? 

Sytv. A Husband's, LZucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes, 

Worn gay a Weck, but then he throws %em off, 

And with *em too the Lover : Then his Days 

Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home : 

He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side 

Heavy and uſcleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 
Turns him about, grunts, ſnores : and that's a Husband. 

Lucr. Is Courtine ſaxch a one ? 

Sylv. * Is pain to tell thee the Life 1 1:ad with him. 

He's colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him looſe amongſt My 
Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never was ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer : hc 
loves a naſty, foul-fed, fulſom Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my Arms 
invite him to. To be deſpis'd at that rate, ſo diſhonour?d, makes me eve! 
curſe the Chance thatrmade me Woman : Would I had been any Creature 
eNe.———Sec yonder, yonder he comes : Thy Maſque, thy Maſque, dear 


Lawwreee. is 
,ral 
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Lacy. Farewel ; Pll away, and leave ye fairly both together. [Exir. Lucr. 
Enter Courtine. 

Court, What, fly thy ground, faint Soldier ! How, another! Nay then 

"was nobly done, two tg, one had been odds elſe: Had it not pretty / 


one ? | 

Sylv. Why, who are you, SIr. 

Court, Een a wandring Knight, that have forſaken my Caſtle in the 
Country, and am come up to Town for Preferment truly. 

Sytv. And one would think fo proper, luſty, a well-made Fellow as you 
are ſhould not be long out of Employment. 

Court. Doſt thou know me, my Wearelt ? 

Sylv. No. 

Gat Then I am ſure thou canſt have no Exception againſt me. 

Sylv. But ſuppoſe I had a mind to a little farther Acquaintance with 
you; what then, Sir ? 

Court, Why, then thou may*ſt reaſonably ſuppoſe that Ill make no evil 
Uſe of thy oood Inclinations Faith there are very pretty Gardens here- 
abouts, let us commit a Treſpaſs for once, break into one of %em, and 
roll a Camomile-walk together this Morning. 


Sylv. Oh Lord, Sir ! ' 

Court. She's coming, already. a 

Sy. If I ſhould let you make advantage of my Weakneſs now, you by. 
would be falſe afrerwards, forſake me, and break my heart. 

Court. Pretty fool ! What innocent ſcruples ſhe makes ! 

Sylv, Have you no other Miſtreſs already ? have you no Engagements 
that will return hereafter upon your heart to my prejudice ? 

Cort, Shall I ſwear ? 

Sylv. But han't you truly ? 
' Court, If 1 have, may that blew Mountain over our heads there, fall 
cown and cruſh me like a pclted Toad. 

Syl, Toſhew you then that I deſere your Faith—— 

Court, W hat wilt thou ſhew me 7 

Sylv. A Face which I am not atam'd of, though you'l Rrhaps be ſcan- 
dalizd when you lee It. 

Court, The Devil take me if I am though, {o it prove not very horri- 
ble indeed. 

Sy, What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you lookt for ? 

OY own Wife ! 

yv, Yes, thy unhappy Wife 
Thou falſe, PaBereny 1. kr ſhamlefs Wretch : 
Have I deſerv*d this from thee ? 

Cert, Pox confound her. - LT akes ont a Bock, and falls to reading, 

"er Is this the recompenſe of all my love ? | 
Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants, 
Humble my ſelf to be thy Dove-like Wife ? 
And is this all Pm worth ?— 

Core, Wealth is a great 


' 


— 


Provocative 
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Provocative to amrous heat 

For what is worth in any thing, 
But {o much Money as *rwill bring *. 
Hugdtbras, Part the 24. Carto the Firſt. 

Sylv. Patience direct me ! have | wrought my Nature 

Lo utmoſt ſufferance, and molt low contentmenr, 

Set my Poor heart to cares ! have | been bleſ} 

\Vith Children by thee, to be left with ſcorn, 

Caſt off, neglefted, and abondon'd vilely * 

Speak, is rot this hard uſage ? 

Court. Umph 

Sylv. Umph! what's Umpn - | 

Court, Umph, that's I, Child z Umph 1s 1, I, 1, my Dear. 

Sylv. Death ! death and torments! Cut my wretched Throat, don't 
treat me thus : By Heaven Vle bear*t no longer. 

Court. No more. 

Sylv. I have done, Sir. 

C'eurt, What do you at Lowdon ! 

Sylv. Is it a fault to follow what Pm fond of ! 

Court. Camwt I enjoy my pleaſures, take my freedoms, but you muſt 
come, and ſpoil the high ſeaſon'd diſh with your inſipid whining ſetſe- 
leſs Jealoulic ? 

Sylv. Prethee forgive me.— 

Court, Where did you lodge laſt Nght 7 

Sylv. Here with a Kinſwoman, 

May be you know her not, her name 1s Porcia. 

Coxrt. Death! Beaugard's Widow ! now 1 am finely fitted. 
What at this Houſe ? 

Sylv. This very Houſe, that Door 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there, 

\Won't you go with me Courtine ?. 
Court. No. 
Sylv., Prethee do, Love. 

Don't be thus cruel to me. 

Court, Then promiſe one thing, 

And may be my good nature ſhall be wrought upon. 

Sylv. Ple grant thee any thing ; ſpeak, try m*Obedience, 

Coxrt, then promiſe me, that during our abode 
In this ſweet Town, which I love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what courſe I will, 
Keep what late hours, and as | pleaſe employ ery, 
That yowl be ſtill, an humble, civil Doxy, 
And pry into no ſecret to diſturb me. 
Sylv, Well, *tis all granted. 
Court, On then, Þle bedutiful. 
Sylv. Enter you firſt. 
Court, No. —— 


[ Reads 
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lv. Oh, then yow! forſake me z 
voi ſeek but. opportunity again to leave me. 
Court, Well, fince I am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Bealt that wanted better paſture, 
There is no Replevin, andI mult to Pound. [Excnm. 
Enter 1 heod. Grat., and Lucr. 
Theod, W hat in this Houſe ? 
Lucr, Here in this very Houſe, 
iv Couſin Sylv1a, Comrtines Jealous Wite, 
Coming to Town, Lodg'd with her here laſt Night. 
Theod, No more, I gueſs the cauſe ware diſappointed. 
Do thou go Gratian, Muſter what Friends ?tis poſlible ; 
le try my Intereſt too; well ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Gyant guard it. 


Scene changes to the inſide of a very fair Houſe , adorned with rich Furnz- 
ture and Lights, 


Enter Ruff. with Beaug. and Dared. 


E447. By Heav*n here's a Paradiſe ; harx Daredevil Muſick too 

Dd. Ile be hang'd if *ris not a bawdy Dancing-School, ſome b<tter 
\Vores than ordinary deſigning a private Ballum rancum, have pitcht up 
 0ur two proper perſons for the bugnels; we are like to have a fwing- 
12 time on't, Beanzard. 

3azz, A plague o' your Cowardiſe / you were whining and praying Jolt 
9, 2rd be hang'd to you. ; S 

Varea. 1 praying! prithee be quiet Man, I never pray'd in my lite, nor 
&er will pray : Praying quotha ! that's a merry jeſt with all my Heart. 

Pays, Impudent Peltroon ! he ſaid two dozen of Pater-Nofters with- 
1s half hour, and cvcry jolt the Coach gave was afraid the Devil 
$1 have torn him to pieces. 

Uared, Odd 1 like this contrivance very well : Look, Beanoard, wit 
"Mes yonder ? *%heart two Devils in Petticoats, how my Suts ſhrink to- 
ecther ! [ Enter two Black Wome. 
Faw. Heyday! Lady Blackemores ! nay then we are certainly enchant- 
& What are Cu two, Maids of Hogour to the Queen of Pomerkey? and is 
501e of her Palaces? Not a Word | 
 Dared, How 1 long now to be familiar with one of thoſe Sooty-fac*d 
7!ots. 1 would beget a chopping Black Son of a Whore upon her, ia 3 
**2ICE tO the Prince of Darkneſs. of” 
Enter. 
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Enter 1 Dwarf. . 
B:auz. What another too of the jame Complexion ? this muſt h- hoy 
Majelties Page. | 
D-rcd. A Pimp, Vle warrant him he's ſ0 very little, pert, and dapner, 
the iTogue looks as if he could 1niinuate himſelt through a Ney-hole. | 
1:4 ft, Welcome thou bclt-lov?d Mai of the fair World. 
Brans. \Vell, Sir, and what's the Servicc you- have 1n order to Cor. 
inand me 7 | : 

Dwarf. My Orders are to lead you to repoſe in a Rich Bed prepare? 

for Relt and Love. 

D.red. 1 faid it was a Pimp, what a ſmooth-tongu'd little Raſcal 'tis? 

Beaug. A very pretty ſort of an Amuſement this : But prithec yo1nz 
Dorine, why to Bed ? *is but now Day, and the Sun newly riſen; for | 
have not been a Bed all Night, my little Monſter z, I know howthe time 
goes, Child. 

Dw-rf. Such are the Orders of the Power l ſerve. 

For you arc come a long, unmeaſurable Journey. 

Dared. Hah ' 

Dwarf. Drawn by wing*d Horſes through the untraCt Air. 

Beaug. A Pox upon thee for a little black lying well-inſtruCted Raſal, 
but lince It is the Cuſtom of the place, and my laſt Night Fatigue requires 
It, Vle accept of the offer, and diſpenſe with an hour or two of ileep to 
at me for better exerciſe when i wake again. 

[Sits down in the Chair to be undrilt. 

D-red. Drawn by Wing'd Horſes through the Air, faid he! if this 
ſhould be true now, what would become of us | Methought indeed the 
Coach whew?d It away a little faſter than ordinary. 

While Beaug. 1s undreſſing the two Black Women danct 

Beaug, A very notable Entertainment truly, and your little Black Lt 
dy-[hips have tript it molt featly. [ The Wo. advance towards bun. 
W har, and mult you take charge of me now ! — With all my heart. Dar- 
devil farewcl to thee ; but that I am in hopes of a better, I'de invite thee 
tor a Bedfcllow. [Homen lead in Beal 

D.red. Bedfellow, quotha ! would I were a Bed with any Bedfellow tidt 
| was ſure had but fleſh and bones about him. 

Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are my charge. IE 

Dared. | hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me : pray, wx 
place 1s this ? 

Dwarf. A Chryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a Land unknom® 
any but the fair one that Commands it : The Spirits of the Air KP 
gaard about it, and all obey her Charms. 

Dared. Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady off ?: 

J wart. That's a ſecret, youll know more hereafter. | 

D.red. Lad on then : Now in the lower World whence I come 13 
cre this but known, 

How would the f.te in Ballad be lawented, 
O/ Darcdeyil tie Arne;ſt thars Enchanted. 
End of the Third A. THE 
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Exter Gratian aud Theodoret, 


roaring, {waſhing Spark, that, at the bottom, was good for 
any thing, 

Theod. Your faux Braves always put on a ſhew of more Courage than or- 
dinary 3 as your beggarly half-Gentlemen always wear tawdry finer Cloaths 
than than Fortune will afford *em. 

Grat. But, to lye conceal'd in private in the Houſe with her ! 

Theod. Dam' her, fhe's a Proſtitute 3 has given her ſelf already to his Arms, 

Grat, Yet, I'll warrant you, ſhe has an excuſe for that too, if it be 1o 3 as, 
Alas! you know, Woman ts but a weak Veſſel. 

Thead, A Pox of the weaknels of her Veſſel ! Dam? her ! Would my Sword 
were in her Throat ! But will our Fricnds be ready ? 

Grat, Moſt puncGtually. It was an odd old Fellow, that, which we met 
with. Was he certainly Beaxgard's Father ? 

Theod. No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was a Woman 3 but that 
merry conceited old Gentleman has the honour of it ; he has the Titley but 
whoſe was the Property, that I dare not determine. 

Grat. | hope he'll be as good as his word with us. 

Theod. It will not be amils if it prove ſo. See, here he comes too. 


Enter Fathcr ond Fowrbine, ® 


Grat. T = are your Men of Honour now : I never knew a btuftering, 


F:th, You lic, you Dog 3 you Scanderbeg Varlet, you lie. Do not | know 
that he fate up all Night with a Conſort of Whore-maſters and Hatlots 5 and 
have you the impudence to tell me he is not at home ? Do not 1 know, you Vil- 
hin, that, after a Debauch, he will out-ſnore a Fleet-ſtreet-Conſiable and all 
his _ for fix hours 3 and dare you tell me, he is not at home, you Ca- 
terpillar ? ” . ; 

Foxrh. Upon the word of a true Valet de Chambre, Sir, I deal fancercly and 


honeſily with you. 


Fath. No more to be ſaid : But, Sirrah, do you take notice in his bchalf, 
and tell him, he hall pay for this; pay for it, do you hear you Mongril ? 
Fob me off with ten ſtinking Guinnies, when I had loſt a hundred ! Ficnds 
and Furies, tl not bear it. Good morrow my little Thunder-bolts ! Whar 
lay you, my tiny brace of Blunderbiffſes ? can 1 be ferviccable ? ſhall we about 
the buſineſs while it is practicable ? hah ? — 

Theed, Have you conſidered of it throughly, Sir ? 

Fath. Trouble thy head no farther 3 111 do's, my Datligg. T 

Theod, Have you conlidered, Sir, that ſhe is your Son's Miſtrefs * Bo 

G 
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Fath. So much the better till ; 11 ſwinge her the ſtoutlier, for alienating 
his AﬀeRions from his natural Father. ; 
' Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him tooxtheperin her defence, A > 

Fath, Still better and better, and better for that very reaſon ; for 1 would 
ſwinge him too with much fatherly Diſcipline, and teach him the duty which 
a Son, with a great deal of Money, ows an honeſt old Daddy, that has none. 

Theed. Very piouſly reſolved, this; 'that's«the truth on't. But , Sir, 1 
would have you ſatisfied, into the bargain, that this will be no trifling matter, 
No Boys Play, old Tilbury. , TBE 1, ay 

Fath. Boys Play, Sir 3 Sir, I can fight, Sis ; though I am an old feltow, 1 
hive a Fox by my fide here, that will {narl upon occalion. Boys Play ! ] don't 
underſtand your Boys Play, Sir — ES 

Theod. | would not have you take my plainveſs 11], Sir t only hinted it, to 
deal with you according to an old taſhion of fincerity which L profeſs, Sir, 1 
hope you arc not offcnded at it- | 

Fatb. Then, to re&ifie all miſtakes, let us fairly have a Breakfaſt, hoe Ay. 
wents, 1 have a ſort of gnawing Courage, that when it 1s provok'd, always 
gives me a Stomack to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerkul Bottle. I hate to be r1n 
through the Guts, with-nothing in 'em. to keep the Wind out. | 

Grat. Very wcll propos'd, | think 3 for we, have more Fiends toimeet us 
at a Tavcin hard by here, where we intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a 
bonny Bottle or two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can. 

Fath. Very well ſaid, that : This is a pretty fellow, FI warrant him. Now, 
if my Rebc] be run through the Midriff in this buſineſs, I am the nxt Heiras 
Faw, and the two thouſand Pounds a year is my own,.declara, Come along 
wy little Spit- f11CS, 1 


Nous alons. 
hf ſtrippons. 
«' i , 
- Sans ſgavoir ou Now allons, 


Six Bumpcrs in a iba to him' that drills the. firſt Whore-Maſer through the 
{mall Guts, / EN 

Grat, We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. | 

Fath. Yeware both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children : march along then, 
bravely and boldly. I muſt borrow Money of theſe Fellows before | park 


with 'cn:. | Nyus allons, Brave /trippons, [ Exennt. 


Enter Courtine, 


Corert, Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an unſavoury, plegwatics, 
co!d, iuſipid Wife ! By this good day, ſhe has kiſs'd me till I am downright 
fick ; | have had ſo much of hb, chat I hall have-no ſtomach to the Sex again 
this fortnight. +a | 

Enter Sylvia, 


Sylv. My Dcarc, pray n y Deareſt, don't thus leave me : by this kind kiſs 
I beg K g Comte 
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Court. Oh, the Devil ! 

Sylv. Look kindly on me 3 ſpeak to me. 
Comrt. Plague intollerable ! —— | 

$ylv. Indeed, my Dear, | love you with ſuch fondneſs ! Pray ſpeak. 

Court, | cannot. 

Sylv. Why ? an't you well ? 

Court, Oh, there's a ſudden faintneſs comes o'er ; my Spirits! Ok, Pm. ve- 
ry fick ! Leave me, it thou lov'ſt me Fr] ltand off, and give me Air 3 1-dic cl(c. 


Sylv, ['1] kiſs thee then to life again. 

Court, Stand off, I ay 3 Ill not be (tifled ! Murder ! Help! Murder! hclp! 
Sylv, 11] natur 'd Tyrant! 

Court, Good natur'd Devils ! Kiſs, 2ch* Devil's name !- 
Sylv. Come near Mme, Husband. 

x Core not neat me, Wite. How am I tortur's 1 
Sylv. Yo: mult be kind 3, indeed, my dear, you muſt, 
Court. laced, my Dear, by your good leave, I ſha* not, —Damnation | 
$ylv, You long to be rid 'of mc again. 

Court, That 1 do-mott mightily 3 but how to bring it about, if | know, 1 
ma Raſcal, Oh! Oh! 

Sylv. What's the matter, Dearee ? 

Court, Oh, I am lick again of the ſudden ! Give me the Chair there : Oh' 
my Heart beats, and my Head ſwims! Oh! oh! 

Sylv, Alag, I. fear y are very ſick indeed: it.my poor Lovee ſhould dic, what 
would become of me ! 

Goert, A Plague of your whiping* Would I were well out of the Houſe 
once 

Syle. Shall I ferch thee ſome Cordial, my deareh Love, my Joy ? Speak to | 
mez (hall ]? —— 

Court. Ay if thou wilt, .my Jewel. Jewel quotha !—what a plagu's this : 
Huſh, is (he gone ?— Now for a convenient Balconc to-ycature the breaking ot 
aNeck at.—— (V: 2&4 5 U E TH . + j( | 

Enter Page 


# 


Page. Sir, Sir, 4 wotd with you, ; 
Court, With me, Sweetheart 3 thy buſineſs ? 
Page, A Lady, Sir, that dog'd you hither this i | 
Court. A Lady | ——o—-2 1} war A&I 
Page. Yes, a Lady, Sir. | 
Cert, Hitt ; Getiyou ing. you little Monkey +5 Skip, Fg Or you'll po all 
elle —— Flere 5 the blefled _—_ of a Wife again now : ——Ob, ch !—— 
| {71 83 us! 131 .; aids hoy Vp 2 b ls fi-2 1 
* "Ls Sylviddbels 1 11346; 087 41s MoS 03 GO 
| mw + ao d{+4, | 
. Hiwis's, my Blefling ? Heres takethisi- Heaven -0 guard thee. ! | 
Cor, From wm eng ys troublctome DAPI it it be poſſible. - 
224 cbr and, 472 6 day 4 


fel * Lo calGag td Sd i: Y - S3bve- 


her within a moment : tcl} hes 
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$ylv. How is't, my Dearee ? 

Court. If Þ had a little imoze on't, Dearge, 
Sylv. Fll fee what's left, my Joy: Þ 
Conrt, Do, prithee do, my Joy then. Joy in the Devil's name. & Ky, Syyy, 
Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come hither. 


Enter Page. 


Page. Is your Lady gone, Sir ? 

Court. Yes : But what News of the otheFEady, my truſty Mercury 2 
Page. She's now below, Sir 3 and delires to fee you. 

Comrt, 1s (he young ? handfom ? 

Page. I can't tell that, Sir 3 but (he's rare and tine. 

Court. Axe her Cloaths rich ? | 

Page. Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver ; with- a deep Point Thingum Th 
over her Shoulders: atid then ſhe fracls as (weet as wy Ladies Drefſing-Box, 
Court. Ely little Spright, and tcll her, I'm impatient : tell her, Py wait on 


F:ge. But Sir ——— 
Caurt. Be gone, be gonc, you Knave, or you'll'be caught cle. Oh ! 


Enter Sylvia. 


Sytv, Here's all that's left, my Heart. 

Copyt. |. am forry for it, it is very comfortable. | Drinks. } Oh, oh, oh? 
Sylu. What ails my. Lite ? 

Court. Oh, L have @ horrid tremor upon my Heart ! *ris the old Palpitation 
Lus'd to be troubl'd with, return'd again. Oh, if I were but ——— 
Sylv. Where, Love ? 

Cazert. Oh ! but ina condition to go abroad, there is an able Fellow of my 
Acgquaintance, that always us'd to relieve me it this extremity.” 

$ytu. Where dbes he live * Pll take a. Coach my ſelf, and go to him. 
Court, The Devil take me if 1 know. — Oh! *tis a vaſt way off, Oh! 
now 1t kills me again. 

Syv. I (hall not thiok it ſo, when it is my duty. 

Conrt. That's but too kind, my. Swceteſt 3 though, if I had but one Bottle 
of his Elixir. — | 

Sylv. How is it ea} d # 

Court. Specimen Vite. 

Sytv. Specimen Vite ? | 

Court, Ay, Specimen Vite : "tis a damn'd hatd name; but it is: very good. 
Sylv. Where is't he lives then ? Prithee let me go thither. : 
Coxrt, Oh, *tis a horrid way off ! Beſides, it would trouble me now, in this 
condition, to be ſo long, without thee. ; 

Sylv. Prithce let me go.. 

Court, Why, "tis as far as Grebb-ftrees. Child, as. Grubb-Rreet ? 

$ylo. TTiee back. again inftantly. 

Court. | had rather, indeed, thou ſhould gothy (clf,.than ſend a Mciſenger, 
keaul the bulinels will be done more caxctully. Sylv. 
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Jytv. How's the DireQion then ? 

Court. In Grubb-ſtireet Child, at the Sign of the S»n and Phenix, I think it 
js, there lives a Chymilt 3 ask fos him, and in my name deſire a Bottle of his 
Specimen Vie. Oh! 

Sylv. Specimen Vrite ? | 

Conrt. Ay, Specimen Vite—T' try in the mean time if I can walk about the 
Room, and divert the tesrour of my Fits. 

Sylv. Heavens bleſs my deareſt Dearce. 

Comrt. Thank you, my only Joy. Would in the Devil's Name (he were 

once, and had her Guts full of that Quack's Specimen Vite. 

Sylv. You'll be carcful of your ſelf, Child ? 

Court, As caxcful as | can, Child. 

Sylv. Gud b'w'y Comrtee. 

Comrt, B'w'y my Sylvee.—Oh, oh ! [ Exis Sylvia, Enter Page. 
}s (he gone ? 

Page. Yes, Sir. 

Comrt. Where's the Lady ? 

Page. Here 3 juſt cntring up the back Stairs. [ Lady apptars at the Door. 

Court. Madam, this Honour done your worthleſs Servant 


Enter Sy Ivia« 


Sylv, Oh, my dear Hrart, I had forgot my Wages. Pray Courtee, kiſs me 
before 1 go. | 

Cove, Confound her, Come again! Oh, my Love ! I have made hard ſhife 
tocrawl to the Door here. 

$ylv. Who's that behind you ? 

Conrt, Nothing but a Page, come to know if | wanted any thing. APlague 
of her Hawks eyes !—— 

Sylv, Gud b*w'y my deareſt Love. 

Court, Gud bw'y my Foy. 

Sylv. Nay, give me another. B'w'y Courtee- 
| Cort, B'w'y Sylvee— So, is ſhe gone again ?— The Devil take me, if thou 
wterrupteſt me any more. f Locks the Door after her. 

Enter Lady. 


Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir ? 

Court, Yes 3 but I hope you'll not think. the worſe of me, pretty One, for 
iceping a Wife Company now and then, for want of better. 

Lady. Can you be fo kind, Sir, not to forget me > Do you remember me 
{t1]l, Captain ? 

Court, Remember thee, Child !' Is it poſſible for that Face to be ever blotted 
out of my Memory ! — Though, the Devil cat me, if ever 1 ſaw it before, to 
the beſt of my knowledge. ITY | 

Lady, Where is your Lady gone Sir ? 

Court. To Grabb-ftreet, Jewel, for ſorne Specimen Fites 

Lady, Specimen Vite, Six ® Oh dear, what's thax ? X 
Courts 


46 The ATHEIST ; or, 


Court. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and [ will ſkew thee whit 
Specimen vite is preizntly. E 
Lady You may, perhaps think nrange of this freedom I take with you, Sir, 
Court. Not in the leatt, Child 3 it ſhes thy Generolity,— I love her now, 
for underſtanding her bulineſs, and coming cloſe to the matter quickly, 
- Lady. Bur, Sir, preſuming on your Quomdam Favours to me, I am come to 
beg your Advicc in a matter of Law, which I am at preſent involv'd in ; and if 
you pleate- 
Court. To retire a little in private ?—— Oh, thou couldft not have pick'g 
out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe : 1 am, may be, the beli Lawyer in the 
\World tor Chambcr-practice, And if I do not tind out the Merits of thy Cauſe 
as {oon as 
Lady. Really, you are ſo good natur'd 

Court. Grubb-ſtreet and Specimen Vite, quotha! He that has the Palpitation 
of the Heart, and an Armful of this won't cure him, let him dic upon a Dung- 

hill, and be buricd in a Ditch, I ſay, —— This is the rarclt Adventure, 
" | Exeunt Courtine and the Lady, 


The SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Beaugard in, 4s Dreſſing himſelf. 


Reaug. Heigho! Heigho ! Boy, Imp, where art thou ? 

Dwarf. Here : Your pleaſure ? What's your pleaſure, Sir ? 

Bexug. What is't o' Clock, Boy ? 

Dwarf. Sir, in your World, by Computation, I gueſs it may be Afternoon, 

Beaug.” A very pretty little Raſcal, this; and a very extraordinary way of 
Proceeding, I at treated withal here : I have been abed, *tis true, but the De- 
vil a wink of ſound Relt came near my Senſes all the whiles but, broken Slum- 
bers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from one fide to the other, in hopes the 
fair Unknowp that Keeps this Caltle might have been ſo good natur'd to have 
given a Stranger a Viſit. This can be no leſs than ſome Romantick deſign of 
the little Fairy, that threatned ſhe would cheat the Widow of me:— Now will 
I, for once, it {he does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vertus, called Selt- 
denial, and be damnably conſiant. What, Mulick again ! This 1s a merry 
Region, 11! {uy that forit, where ever it be, Boy ! | 

Drearf. Did you call, Sir ? 

Beaug. My Cloaths, Monſter; my Veſtments : I hate a Diſ-babiliee mortal- 
ly : I long to be rigg'd, that I may be tit for Action, if Occaſion ſhofld pre- 


ſent it (clt. | [ Dwart dreſſes bum. 
Re A SONG. ” 
I. [. | "EAR 
IWelcom Mortal to this place, Floods of Foy about thee roul, 
Where ſmiling Fate did ſend thee : And flow in endleſs meaſure. 
Snatch thy bappy Minutes, 4s #bey paſs 3 | Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul, 
IV i2 knows bow few attend tbce ! ? With Draughts of every Pleaſure. 


c 


/ 
. 
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$n-:z =4 = 4: © 
. Feaft thy Hears with Love's Defire, | For, fince Life's a ſlippery Gueſt, 
Thy Eyes with Beauties Charms : Whoſe Flight can't be prevented , 
With Imaginations fan the Fire, Treat it, whilſt it ftays bere, with the bf. 
Then ſtifle it in tby Army, | + And then "twill go contented, 
Come you that attend on our Goddc(ſes Will, 
And fprinkle the Ground 
With Perfumes around 1 


Shew him your Duty, and ſhew us your Shyl, 


Enter forr Black Women, that dance to the ſame Meaſure of the Song, © 
and fprinkje Sweets. 


Circle bim with Charms, 
And raiſe in hy Heart 
Such Alarms, 
As Cupid ze*er wrought by the Pow'r of bis Dart. 


They dance round him. 


Fill all bs Veins with a tender defire, 

And then ew a Beauty to ſet *em a fire; 

Till kind panting Breaſts to his Wound ſhe apply, 

Then on thoſe white Pillows of Live let him die, 
| w- [ The Dance endre 


Beaug, Faith, and with all my heart 3 for T am weary of the lingring Dif- 
eaſe, and Jopg to taſte my Mortality molt mightily. Hah A Banquet too, 
uſher'd in by a couple of Crpids.! Pretty innocent Gontri- $ Two Cupids run tf 
rance | Well, here's n6 fcax of ſtarving, that's one comfort. þ 4. 7 able furniſfl. 
Now, my dear Muficians, would ye be:but as good as your word, and ſhew 
nie the Beauty . you have ſo peepared me for ! — But then, my Widow my 
Dear, Generous, Noble-heartcd Widow: ! She that loves Liberty as l do. She 
that dehcs Matrimony as I do too. Shall 1 turn Recxcang, and be falle roher? 
Ah Durd-ull, -Dardezill !. How 1 want thee to help:me out in this Caſe of 
Conſcience a little ! | Havel 

| Enter Dardevill, 


Dar. Beaugard, \Vhere art thou ? fy 

Bearg. Ak dear Damnation ! 1 was juſt now heartily wiſhing for thee. 

Dard. S::ch News! Such Tidings ! Such a Diſcovery | | 

Beawg, Hah! What's the matter, Man ? | - 

Dard, Only fix ard hfty Virgins apiece-for-us, that's all; pretty little bluſh- 
inp operiitig Buds, you Rogue, that never had ſo much as a blaſt of Maſculine 
Breath upon them yer. What's here, ? A Banquet ready ? Nay, thentam 
litisticd, Neves were Heroes ſo inchanted as we ates Tr 


Beauge 
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Beawg. But whereare the'Virgins, Dardevill ? the Virging ! 

Dard. There's only one of 'cm, Child 3 only one; — but (uch a one, wy 
Souldier.— 

Beawg. 1s there but one then? . 

Dard. That's no matter, Man 3 I'll be contented till thou haſt done with 
her : 1 hate a new Conveniency that was never practiſed upon 3 *tis like a new 
Shooe that was never wern, wrings and hurts ones Foot baſcly and (curvily, 
I love my caſe, I. 

Beaug. But is ſhe very Lovely ? 

Deard. Such a Swinger, you Dog ! ſhe'll make thy Heart bound like a Ten- 
nis Ball, at the ſight of her : with a Majeltick ſtately Shape and Motion, 

Beang., Well. ; 

Dard. A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Face. 

Beaug. By Heavens. 

Dard. With two Triumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, that ſwear at you 
ev*ry time you look upon her. | 

Fe ing. Stand off, ſtand off, 1 ay 3 ſhe's mine this Minute. But then again, 
my Widow !— Hah!— Mask'd too; when the Devil (hall I ſee a Woman with 
hcr own natural Face again ? Madam— 

Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repoſe your ſelf alittle 3 there is a ſmall Account, 
Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and I, Where are my Servants? Whois it 
waits there ? | Several Men Vizarded, and Arm'd, appear at the Doors, 

Beang. What the Devil can be the mcaning of this now ? I am not to be 
murdered, I hope, attcr all this Ceremony and Preparation. 

Dard. Murder'd, in the Devil's Name? Here. is great tear of being mur- 
der'd, truly. 

Lady. Come Sir. fit down Sir. 

Beavg. Madam, Tl obey you. 

Lady. I doubt not, Sir, but, fince your coming hither, 

You are much ſurpris'd, and wonder at your Treatmenr. 

Dard. So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſee what is in it. 

Beaug. Madam, *t has been fo very highly generous. 

Lady. That you are prepar'd with Complements to pay me for it. 

But, Sir, ſuch Covn's Adulterate and Baſe : 
I mult have honeſt Dcaling from your Heart. 

Dard. Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man 3 pour out a Buſhel of Oaths 
upon her inftantly : Swear, ſwear, if thou wilt do any good upon her. 

L ady. 1 know my Rival. 

Byaug. Ay, *tis ſo, jult fe, juſt as I thought, my poor widow will run 2 
damnable hazard of loſing this ſweet Perſon of mine, if I do not take abur- 
dance of care in the buſineſs. Here are Rogues on cach hand, with Blunder- 
buſſes too : I ſhall be raviſt'd. 

Lady. She, by her Arts, 

And the good fortune to have hiſt attempted it, 
I know, *s poſſe [5 d alrcady of your Hearr. 

But know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal. 
Scoraful Refuſal - 


' The Souldier's Fortune, FA 
Nard. Swear to her, I tell thee : That ever a Fellow ſhould loſe all this 


time tor an infignifcant Oath or two! 
] z1y, Or, it my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
An Argument to tell you I deſerve you 3 
Yet 1 have this to boalt, I neer conceal'd my (elf, 
Either for Shame or Ends 3 but rather choſe 
To rn the Riſque of bing deny'd your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artihce and Practices. 
What think you, Sir ? 
beaug- Hah! + 
That, Madam, I'm moſt miſcrable, 
Unlcſls—— 
Lady. Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow, 
Beaug, Madam, 1 mult confels—— 
Lady. Well: 
Beaug. That I love her, and will for ever, — 
Lady. Death ! Do you contels it too ? 
Ge you not here your {elt within my power, 
And dare you ſtill confeſs you love that Creature ? 
Thus far Pve kept my Word, I've crols'd her Stratagems. 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, 
You ought to think me capable of more. 
Dard. If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this might be reCtin'd, 
Madam, tomy own knowledge 
Braug. Fool, ſtand off. 
I'm (entible that you are the lovelieft Creature 
My Eyes &er gaz'd on 3 but 
Lady. But what? 
Beaug, I'm (ure 
You'ld your ſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithle(s, could I be unconſtant. 
Pity me, fair One 3 yet, methinks this Hand— 
Lady. Should ſend a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart, 
By Reav'n, P11 never bear it 
Beaug, Madam ! 
Dard, Madam, 
Could you but throw ſome favour on \ on Servant. 
Lady. By all the fury in a Woman's Heart, 
I'll be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do ycur Office 
Dard. Madam—— 
beaug. Look you, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your plcaſure ; you may 
command half a dozen of Bullets through my Pericranium, it you have a mind 
to have your Beauty ſpoke well of by the Criticks of Holborn, that once a 
Month {warm at their Windows to (py handſom Faces : Upon that conlidc- 
ration you may murder a poor conſtant Monſter it you pleaſe, Madam. 


Lad), 
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Lady. Still am 1 ſcorn'd then. 

Beaxg. Would you kill me barbarouſly ? 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not ſee ſuch a Sight. 

Lady. No, take your Life, and with't this ſatisfaQion 3 
Porcia ſcorns you, as much as you do me : 
And, till thou ſueſt upon thy humble Ences 
To ine for Pity, Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thce. 

Beaug. Madam, I (wear ' 

Lady. No more. 

Beaug. By all thoſe Bcautics. 

Lady. Be gon, for cver fly this. Ahh Pn—_ [ Squeaky. 


Enter Courtin. 


Court, Death, Damnation, Devils! How came 1 hither ? Beawgard ! 
Beaug. Fricnd Courtine ! Speak Man : What's the matter ? 
Court, Damnation ! Jilted, chous'd, betrayed: 


Enter Woman. 


4] em. A Vidwife! Run for a Midwife, run for ſome good Woman. 
O! Madam. an Accident. | 
Beaug. A Midwitc ! 
Lady. H:avcns | a Midwife ! [ Exit Lady. 
Court. Ycs, Friend, a Midwife, IT am ſweetly manag'd, I — | thought 1 
had been in private here, in this Houſe, with a civil Perſon of good Reputati- 
on, and it proves a dainn'd trappanning Strumpet. Jult in the middle of all 
our good Undceritanding together, ſhe tetches a great Shreik, and roars out for 
a Midwife : The Drab is full gone with Baſtard, and ſwears I am the Father 
of if. 
Beang. A very great happineſs, take my Word for't, Friend 3 Children 
' bring a great Honour with them, Conrtine : It may grow up to be a Comfort 
to thee in thy old Age, Man. 
Dar. Oh, Your Olive Branches are unſpeakable Blflings, the Gift of Hea- 
_ L love to fee Poltcrity go torward, and Families increaſe, with ail my 
carl, 
Court, Let me be hang'd and quartcr'd, Gentlemen, if ever I ſet Eyeson the 
Harlot in my lite before, My ſweet Wife, with a Pox to her brought me hither. 
Bearg. Why, Is thy Witc in London ? | 
Court. Yes, Hell confound Her ! the has hunted me full Cry up to Town 3 
({c1z'd upon me this Morning, and brought me hither, where it ſcems ſhe lay 
all the la(t night, f 
Dard. Why then, for ought I know, we may be ſtill enchanted. 
b:aug. lam glad to h:ar thar, with all my heart. Is ſhe in the Houſe ? 
Court, No 1 was torced to counterfeit fickneſs, *till 1 was cen lick indeed, 
fo get rid of hcr, upon pretence of going to my Phyſitian, in the Devil's narze, 
that this comounded Butker, with her Guts full of Baltard, and I ought c . 
ic 
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(ole together for half an hour; and I am ſweetly fitted with a Concubin.» 
that's the truth on f. : 

Beaxg. This comes of your Whoring, Courtine 3 if you had kept me compa- 
ny} and liv'd vertuouſly, none of this had happened to you now. But you mult 
be wandring : No reaſonable iniquity will ſerve your turn. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. Ha,ha,ha! Well,IIl ſwear, Captain Corrtine, you are the happieſt Gen- 
tleman! Yonder's the fineſt chopping Boy for you. Why,it will be able to carry 
a Muſquet in your Company within this Fortnight. And then, I am ſo obli- 
ped to you for bringing the Lady tolye in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will 
4o me the honour, I'll take it for a favour to ſtand for Godmother with her. 

Court. And, Madamn, to return your Coniplement, 1 wiſh with all my heart 
you were pregnant with a Litter of nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon condition 
chatl were bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel. Confound your 
being witty, with a Plague toyou. [ Afede. 

Beaug, That's ſomething courſe though, Friend, to a Lady that's ſo civil to 


YOU. 


Enter ſeveral Maids of the Family, one with the Child. 


1, Maid. Sce Fenny, Yon's the Man 3 that, that's the Father. 

2, Maid. I'll ſwear it is a proper perſon. 

3. Maid. Oh Sir, Heavens bleſs you, you're the happieſt Man ! Here is my 
young Maſter, as like you as if you had bore it your (clt. 

1, Maid, What a pretty little Noſe it has ! 

2, Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the weld. 

1. Maid, It would never grieve a Body to have a Chile by ſuch a handfom 
Gentleman. 

Court,” Ye Whores ! ye Drabs ! ye fulſom, ſtinking Whores ! Cluſters of 
Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pity ye !— Confound ye, leave me. 

Beaug. Fye upon it, Courtine ; fye for ſhame : give ſomething to the Nutle, 
Man 3 that's but civil. 

Enter Sylvia. 


Sylv. A Baſtard ! Death, a Baſtard ! Under my Noſe too ! Where's the vile 
hateful Monſter ? 

Beaug. Haye patience, Lady. 

Sylv. Falſe, loathſom Traytor. 

Court, Now my Joy's compleated. 

Sylv. Let me come at him, let me go. 

Court, Hold her faſt, Friend, if thou loveſt me. _ 

Sylv. Thou Devil!— Thou treach'rous, faithlefs, perjur'd Wretch! Thou 
Husband ! Look in my Face. 

Court, Well, _— 

Sylv. Did I &er deſerve this ? 


Degenerate Brute ! Thou, only in Falſhood, Man. 
H 2 Thou 
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Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. 

Court. ( Sings ) Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c. 

Sylv. Thou perfe&t Yoke-tellow ! Thou heavy Ox, 
That want*(t a Goad to make thee know thy tirength ! 
Death, Ficads and Torments ! I could dig thoſe Eyes out ! 
[ll bear't no longer : Bedlam ! Bedlam ! Bedlam ! ppm and 

: : dances a Tizp, 

Sylz. No more ! Fll ſtay no more to be his Triumph, 

Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that arc bleſt 

With your hrſt native Freedom 3 let no Oaths 

Of perjur'sd Mankind wooe ye to your Ruin, 

Bur when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 

Moans at your #cet, remember then my Fall : 

And when tor pity molt his Tcars implorc, 

Like mo, your Vegtue to your Hearts recall ; 

Reſolve to 10020, and never fee him more. [ Exit Sylvia, 
Corrt.” With all my heart, thou dear, dear Wife and Plague. | 
Beaug. Mothinks a very pitital Caſe, this, Madam. 

Lzdy. It your Widow were but here, Sir, now, (he might fairly ſee what 
mc is like te trult to, | Hrre the Sham Scene, 


Enter a Woman and Dardevil. 


IVzmix, Oh Madam, Madam ! What will become of us all ? 
Lady. Bccomeot us, Woman! Prithcc, what's the matter ? are we in any 
dangcr ? 
Dard, Only your Brother in Law, Madam, and his Fricnd, with about a do- 
zen Armed Mcn morc, Madam ; that's all the matter, Madam. 
Ladv. My Brother in Law ! 
Dard. Ycs, your Brother in Law, Lady, if your Name be Porcia : fuch a 
one they ask tor. 
Brazug, Porcia / 
Cerrt, Yes. Porcia : T could have told you ſhe was Porcia before. 
Porctz. Tis but too truc, Sir 3; my unhappy Name is Porciz. 
Beaug. Parcia, my Widow! my dear lovely Widow ! What an ul natur'd 
trick was this Conccalment ! 
Porcia, Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
Tt now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Proteft mie 3 tor | dread my Brother's Fury, 
Ev*n worſe than Matrimony, Here, Sir, I yield my (elf 
Up yours for cvcr, 
Beaxg.. And tha!ll claim thee * 
Porcia, From this Hour, for ever. 
Beaug. And, by this happy Hour, I'1! keep thee mine thene 
Secure thy ſelf im the next private Cloſer. | | 
eacc to thy Heart, poor Widow, | Ext Porcla. 
Give us but Arns'—. 
Dars. 
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Dard. Thoſe Pve provided for you. 

1 fourd our Swords in a certain private Corner that (hall be namcleſs, where [ 
was propoling ſome civil Familiarities to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, 
1} as the Blulterers centred. 

Be-aug. Arc they in the Houſe, then ? 

Dard. Ycs, and have bound the Servants tco 3 the hungry Rogues were all 
{:;rpris'd at Dinner 3 you'll hear more of them preſently, Ill warrant YOU. 

Court. Stand to your Arms, Beawgard ; the Enemy's upon us. 

Darl, We have had a Succcilion of very pretty Adventures here z firſt we 
are enchanted, then we are hddled to ſleep, then we are hiddled up again; 
Then here's a Diſcovery of a very fair Lady tollowed by anothcr, of a bouun- 
cine brown Baſtard 3 and when we might have thought all Fortuncs Tricks had 
been over, We are ina very fair way at laſt of having our Throats cut : But I'll 
{:curc one lite that ſhall be my care, —— [ Ir ſtealing off, 

Bearg. Dog, ſtay and hght, or, by Heaven, I'll rip your Heart our. | 

Pard, Well then, it I mult tight 1 mutt: What a Pox, I have two good Se- 
ends o' my tide3 and that has ſav'd many a Cowards Credit before now, 

| Noiſe within, 

Theod, Break open the Door there, force the Paſſage, down with it. 


Enter Thcodorct, Gratian and Father. 


Beaug. Well Gentlemen, what farther ? What mcans this Violence here ? 

Theod, 1 hope, Sir, that's no Secret, when you {ee who we arc. 

Fath. We come, Sir, todemand a Lady, Sir 3 one Porcta, 

Beaug. How's that, my Fathcr ! 

Fath. Father me no Fathers : I am none of thy Father, Fcllow 3 but I am 
theſe Gentlemens Fricnd here. — Now, Athcitt, will I murder thee, 

Dard, Oh Law'd ! 

Fath, Fack, Fack, Fack! Come hither Facks a word with thee, Fack- 
Give mea hundred Pieces now, and I'll be o' thy tide Fack; and help thee to 
beat off theſe impudent Fellows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you that 
this is my Son, — 

Beaug. Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not part with a ſingle 
dhilling, Sir. 

Fath. Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, in ſuch a Caule as 
fours, I'd draw my Sword againtt him, Draws. 

Beaug, You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge, 

Grat, Which you forgot, Sir. 

Court, Hah! A Challenge, Beazgard ? 

beaug, I'll tell thee more hercatter. To ſhow you-l ha' not forgot it, the 
Lady you thus perſecute is now under my Protc&ion, and with my Sword [11 
K2ep-her (0. [ Draws, 

Court, It we don't, may my Wife gct the better of me, and wear mine tor a 
Bodkin. 

Theod, Come on then, Sir. 

b-aug. For the Lady. 


eY 
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Gras, For my Honour. 

Conrt. And tor my Friend, Sir, | 

Dard. Old Brimſtone-Beard, have at thee. Us ight. The reſt of The- 

Court. Baſe Traytors ! Odds ! odore's Party fall in, 

B-aug. Confound *em, thruſt. [ Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 

Dard. Oh, 1 am ſlain ! My Maw runs out : What will become of me | Oh! 
[Gratian and Dardevil fl. 


Enter Theodoret. 


Theod. Secure that Paſſage now :— How fares my Friend ? 

Grat. Pm wounded : ſend for a Chyrurgion quickly, for I bleed much, 

Theod. Look to your Maſter, Sirrah 3 and you, Fellow, be careful of this 
Bealt here. 

Dard. Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon ! dear Sir, a Parſon ' Some pious good Di- 
vine, it you have any Charity. 


Enter Father with Porcia. 


Fath. Here, here ſhe is : I ha? got her for you 3 let me alone for ferreting a 
Femalc's Quarters out. 
Theed. V'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security : There's miſchief 
done, Sir. | 
Fath. The more miſchief the better 3 thou ſhalt find me no Flincher, Boy: 
here, here 3 make ſure of her. 
Porcia. Inhumane Tyrant ! Why am abus'd thus ? Help! Murder ! Hclp! 
Theod. None of your Tricks 3 no Cries, no Shricks for duccour : 
By Hell, here's that ſhall filence you for ever. 
Thou Woman ! Thou young, itching, wanton Devil ! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt ! Give up thy Vertue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev*n in Infamy. 
On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 
That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh hands. 


Y 


End of the Fourth ACT. 
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ACH V 


Exter Lucrece in Mars Cloaths, and Chioris. 


Lace. Rom this gay minute farewell Love and Doating : I have ſhook the - 
lazy, ſtretching, wiſhing Folly out of my Blood, and now my wan- 
dring Heart is at home again. Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a hundred 
times wiſh'd my (elf a Man; and now, in outward appearance, I am a very 
Fellow 3 nay, a very pretty Fellow : for, methinks Foppery, Impertinence, 
Self-conceit» and other Maſculine Qualities grow upon me ſtrangely. Oh, 
Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſchief! thou art a very ſweet Employment :— But Op- 
portunity ! Bewitching, Lovely, Omnipotene Opportunity ! How ſhall I come 
at thee ? Chloris ! 

Chlors. Madam, 

Laucr, Give me my Sword, 

Chlor. Here Madam : Blefs us, What will your Ladyſbip do with your (elf 
in this Equipage ! F 

Lacr, Lady(hip, Huzzy ! take notice from this important Moment, 1 am no 
more your Miſtreſs 3 but that Imperial Creature, your Maſter : and therefore 
know too, I will have my Faeminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, and an Ope- 
rator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. | will learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, 
and make Fortifications in Dirt-Pyes : Nay, it the humour hold, I'll go Vo- | 
lunticr into Germany againſt the Twrk, 

Cblor, But what will be the end of all this, Madam ? 

Lucr. Why, if I go into the War, 1 ſhall have the privilege, when I return 
home, to talk of Marches, Battels and Sieges, which I never was ats nor un- 
derſtand any more than the Fools I tell my Gory to. If I ſtay at home, with 
the privilege of good Cloaths, Pertnefs and much Simplicity, will I fer uptor 
2 Spark, grow familiar at White-Hall, and impudent with fone great Man 
there or another 3 run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in cating Houtes, 
and noiſy all over the Town. 

Chlor, A very hopeful Reſolution. 

Lucr. As thus : When | and another Spark meet 3 Dam me, Fack, ſays T, 
What Times are there ſtirring ? What ready to be had ? What Caravans have 
you met with, or what Looſe lately managed ? You Rogue, you look very 
high upon the Huckle. . 

Chlor, Well Madam 3 But what will all this Gibberiſh ftgnihe ? 

Lucr, Signifie, you Fool! why what it lignities alrcady 3 Wit, Courage, 
Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pretence to Preferment, Free Quarters 
In my Lodgings, and Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who (hall truſt me 
9painli his palpable knowledge, that 'm not worth a Groat 3 and never have 
the Impudence to hope to be paid. 

C»lor, And muti your Honour have a Miſtxcſs too ? 
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Lucr, Yes Hurry, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in the matter : P11 hays 
a Poxy this very Nizhr I have fingled her cut already 3 Conrtin's Wife, thae 
Kcalous, raging, trztiable Help-mcet of the Captains (hall be my Dacinez 2:1 
1 oboſo. She's i Love with me already, that's ny confort : as I paſſed throy 
thc Hall | tt NOW, the cor ng into thc Houle [0 pay a Vitit to the Widow | SY 
cis, (who, by the way. i3 as wicked 6 my {clt, and my great Counccllor in 
this noble 1 _ £t} we met : 1, you rinutt know, bow'd very reſpetully » the 
taiting me for a Stratiger, Curtly'd as low 3 and viewing me ſtriQly lcer'd at 
te. as it that Mitutc the tous Aim at my Heart, and dcehigned me for ha 
(Garry. 

Chlor. Pit, Malam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. 

Lat, Thou art a tool: thenever ſaw me till yclierday in her life-time, then 
too diſguiſed : So that it I do not praRtiſe on her trailty, and by that means 
tind a way to revenge my tclt on that Vizard-monger Beaugard, way I be con- 
denin'd to wear Breeches as long as I live, and never know more than the Prc= 
{ent uſe I mzke of them. 

Chlor. Rilt Madam, lhc's rettnning, 


Y 


Entcr Sy Iviae 


Lucr. Huſh then : now my Cauſe is coming on, and have at her. 

Syl». Swceet-heart, pray oblige me fo tar to ſhcw me the way to the Gar- 
dens 3 I come to pay a Vilit to Madam Porcia, and am informed ſhe's gone there 
tor the Air.— A vcry handiom Youth | Aſide, 

Chlor. Madam, this young Gcntleman here is come hither on the ſame kind 
Eriand with your Ladyſhip, and waits till her Return. 

Lucr. But, Madam, the good fortune of ſeeing you is a happineſs would re- 
compence the being diſappointed of all the Converſation of your Sex belides. 

Sylv. Indced, Sir ! 

Lrcr. Yes indecd, Madam, 

Sylv. Are you a Rclation to this Family, Sir ? 

Lrcr, Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the Family is, henceforth 
to have oftncr the Honour of kifling your fair Hands here : It is an Opportunity 
I ihould make no Ungentlemanly uſe ot. 

Sylv, Opportunity, Sir? 

Lucr. Yes, Opportunity Madam : J} am not aſhamed to mention ſo honeſt a 
Friend as Opportunity, to one that, by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, me- 

thinks, be a mortal Foc to Opportunity, 

Sylv. Do you know- me, Sir ? 

Lucr. Why, Madam 3 do I treat you like a Stranger ? Know you, by this 
good Hour, there has not been a Day or Night ſince I firlt ſaw you, that 1 
have thought or dreamt of any thing elſe. Are not you the Wite of a certan 
lwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls himfelt Captain Courtine £ 

Sylv. Yes Sir 3 ſuch a Fricnd in a Corncr I have, Sir; and what have you fo 

ſay to him, Sir ? I'Il (wear, a very handſom Youth tiill. 


I zcr. What; Madam! what I have to ſay to you, rather than loſe you, I would 


lay to him : which is, that I xe you, love you, languiſh tor you 3 and w_ 
I) Mg 


wita all my Hcart, Blood, Spirit and Flcth, 1— 
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$1, 1!l ſwear. Sir, I am mightily obliged to you, and ſo is Mr. Courtine 
\ WY 
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: Ln:r. Mr. Conrtine ! Take notice, Madam, Ireceive that Exprefſicn as kind- 
bs a9 f YOU had called him what | wilh him - Or, Pretty one; it ny Intcllj- 
cc bs true, he lives with your Ladythip as much like Mr. Comrtine, as much 
like a Goantl man—— 

Colt! Sir | 

Lycr, Madan ! 

$:/z, Oh Gaud ! he's very handſom. 

Lucr. Sha!l we walk in cheſe Gardens,anon, for 1 have the privilege of a 
Key that op<ns into the Ficlds : The Moon ſhines too. 

$1, Bur®ccn Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine ? 

Lacr, As bright as any thing but your (clf, 

Sylv. But you'll tell, young Gentleman, 

Lacr, Only you how I love you. 

S$\ilr, Elcven's a late Hour: 

Lucr, Not too late. 

$ylv. Indecd ! 

Take this, and my Word for it. | Kiſſes ber, 

Sylv, Fye, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget mc. 4 

Lycr, Huſh, no more 3 Company's coming. Eleven, 

Sylv. Tcn if you are Kind enough. 

Lucr. Well ſaid, my chalt Scx. 


Enter Porcia. 


Porcia, Oh Couſin, art thou come ! Thou art the welcomeſt Creature on 
the Earth 3 1 have expected thee almoſt to deſpair for theſe three Hours. Oh, 
Sir ! your Servant, | 

Lucr, 1am here, Madam, in order to your Commands. 

Sylv. Her Commands ! 

Porcia, Oh, Coulin, the prettieſt beſt natur'd Youth ! He is ſomething re- 
lated to us a great way off 3 and by that means has the privilege of Vilicing, 
without offence to my jealous Brother in Law, and Tyrannical Guardian. Have 
you contriv'd that buſineſs ? 

Lucr, Madam, it is done- 

Sylv. Busneſs ! What Bus'neſs, Couſin ? 

Lord, Coulin, you ſcem concern'd at it. + A 

Porcia,. 11 tell thee ; Seeing my (elf here contin'd to the Rules and Limits 
of a very Priſon,l have rcſolv'd to put as good a face upon the matter as it will 
bear, and make my misfortune as calie as I can. Wheretore, for a littlc preſent 
divcrlion.l have contrived a Letter in an unknown name,by this young Agent 
here, and convey'd it to thy lewd Husband, with another in my own to Beau- 

gard 3 and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſhare in the pleaſure of the Conſequence. 
Sylv. Ha, ha ha ! But what will be this Conſequence, Coulin ? 
Porcia. Twenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alarm, and Divertiſcment 


to my Jayloursz who are ſo very capricious, they would fancy a Rat —_— 
i the 
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the Hangings for a concealed Lover. It may too, by chance, produce me ſome 
lucky opportunity once more to make my Eſcape out of their mercileſs Power. 
Nay, they arc alrcady half diſpoſcd to run away themlelves for by my Wo. 
mans intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has care of the ſwearing Atheiltical Fel. 
low, yelierday hurt in the fcattle, and afterwards conveyed hither, he giyeg jr 
out. that hc fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my Lover Gr. 
tian lighs, and turns up his Eyes like a Godly Brother at Exerciſe. My Bro. 
ther Theodoret putts, ſwells, grinds his Teeth, and ſtamps as it he would brain 
himiſclf againſt the next Wall 3 while poor Beawgard's necr be good Father 
has, with pure fcar, loſt a red Noſe that has been his fat Friend tor theſe 49 
vears 3 and evcry time he (ces his Face in a Glaſs, fancics every Wrinkle ther: 
has the ſhape of a Gibbct, 
Enter Phillis. 


Phill. Oh, my dcar, dcar Lady, what will become of us * the moſt unhap- 
py Accident ? 

Porcia, Hah | 

Phill. Indced Madam, 4 could not poſſibly help it : I ha' loſt it, 

P-rciz, Loſt it, loſt what ? What haſt thou loſt ? Would thou hadlt loſt thy 
ſclt; lotia Leg or an Arm, or any thing, rather than have put mc in this tright, 

Speak, what is the matter ? 
'__ Pill. Oh, Madam, the Billet 3 Magam, the Billet, 

SF How's this ? 

P:rcia. What, the Notel (cnt to Beaugard ? 

P/i!'. As I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as faſt here betweentheſe 
two poor naked Brealts here, as ever it could ttick, fo | did, when, juſt as 
was going torth, who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, roaring 
Genticman that lics hid here tor fear of hanging, would he had been well hang'd 
a I welvcmonth fince 3 ard there he fell a towzing, and a mow2ing, and 2 
meddling with me 3 I wasncever ſo afraid of being raviſh'd in my lite, Gad he 
knows : So in the ſtruggle.I gueſs the Note was lott trulyzthough,in my heart.l 
wiſh I had bcen raviſh'd tix times over, rather than ſuch a misfortune had haf- 
pened. Neverthele's, I ha* done your busnefs for you, ſol have. 

Porciz, Bas'ncls | what Bus'neſs ? Uglineſsand ill Reputation light on thee, 
Thou ha!t undone and ruin'd me for cver, 

Phil, Why, I have met with the Captain, and told him the whole matter, 
as wcll as it he had read it in the Letter himſelf. He's but too kind a Man to 
you, and I too taithful a Servant,ſo-1 am,to be thus reviled and curſed by you. 
for all this, ; 

Porcia. What then did he ſay ? Fool, Bcaſt and Blockhcad 3 tell me. 

Phil. Why, ke ſaid, hed dic a thouſand and a thouſand timcs for you, were 
it polſible,(o hc did 3 and that that he will not cat,drink or fleepitill he has {ct 
you at liberty, ſo he wo? not 3 and that he will be in the Garden before Ten. 

Lucr, What's in this Cafe to be done, Madam ? : 

Porcia, O) dearc!t Conlin, rctire it you love me 3 for, ſhould the Lords of ny 
Liberty get any notice of this Billet, and tind a Man here, notwithſtanding 
your 
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cour Relation, who knows what ill uſage it nay aggravate ! To thy 

Chamber, dear Lecrece, Ecr the Storm comes upon us, Afide, 
Lu:r, Iam all Obcatence, Sweet Creature, you'll remember ! [ To Sylvia, 
$y(z, It is not potlible to torget you, ſurcly, 


Laucr, Bleflings on you tx this Goodneſs, [ Kiſſes ber Hand, and Exit, 


Enter Theodoret in a R age. 


Th-1d, Double Bar up all the Doors and Windows : Load all the Arms in 
the Houſe, and be ready tor Execution inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils 
that dance in your gogling Eyes, Madam, TI! try it you have given your (elf 
over to Hell fo tar, that you can out at a Key-hole. 

P-rcia, What means the great He Brute ? 

Theo4, To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make thee, e'er I have done, 
to curſe thy Father and Mother, that let thee learn to write. Sect thou this ! 
thou irreclamable profligate Wretch ! Fogh ! Send you the draggle-taild Mi- 
riſtcr of thy lewd Afﬀairs a-hunting, full cry about the Town, upon the rank 
Scent of a Brawny- back'd Hector ! By Heavens! the thought ot it makes me 
loath the Fioule, and fancy it ſtinks of the foul Sins thou haſt imagincd in it. 

Prciz, Thou barbarous, 11] manner'd, worſe than Beaſt ! Why am I abus'd 
thus? Why made a Priſoner too, at your ſawcy Will ? Fetter'd up, and barr'd 
all Liberty and Converſe ? 

Theod, For the fame reaſon other too hot blooded Females are 3 becauſe, it 
poſſible, I would not have a good Breed (poil'd. 

Porcia. What a Load of Dirt is the Thick-Skull cram'd withall, it the Tongue 
were able to throw it out ! 

Theod. Filthy,tilthy, fulſom filthy ! What, be a Doll-Common , follow the 
Camp ! How lovelily would your tair Ladyſhip look, mounted upon a Bag- 
gage-Cart, prcliding over the rett of the Captain's dirty Equipage ! 

Sylv, If any thing in the World would make me tollow a Camp, it would 
be a very ſtrong fancy I have, that I ſhould never ſee you in one, Sir. 

Theod, Your Ladythip has reaſon to defend the Souldicrs Cauſe : You have 
marricd one, as I take it, Madam. Ha, ha, ha. 

Porcia, He in a Camp! He has not Courage enough to animate half a Tay- 
lor, nor good Nature enough to make a Spanicl of, or Scnce enough, it he 
were that Animal, to learn to fetch and carry. 

Theod, This will open no Locks, Lady. 

. Porcia, But there are Inſtruments to be had, that will break open Locks, 

Ir, 


Theod, Will you pleaſe to rctire, and - conſider farther of that in your 
Chamber. 

Porcia, No, Þ ll not tir, Sir. 

Theod, Nay, by Heaven, but you ſhall, Madam. 

Sylv. Nay, by Heavcn, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. { Father at the Door. 

Theod. How |! 


Fath. By Jove, and that's wcll ſaid, I'll Gand fiill a little, and (ce what's 
the matter, 
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Theo4. Do not drive me to uſe V olence. 

Fath. How ! Violence to a faie Lidy ! That's not ſo well, neither. 

Porciz, Heark you, Sir 3 my Jaylor, or my Hang-men 3 for which of the 
two your Ofircc wil cnd in, by your proceedings | cannot Ima2ine ; do but 
couch me, or cffer the leaft force. to compel me to a cloſcr Connnerrent; by 
this inurd Hearr, I'll tne the Houſe about your Affes Ears : II fooner burn 
with you, to bz reveng'd, than endure ſuch Infolence and Torment any longer, 

Theod. Very well, 

Fath, 1 Gad, a brave Girl, a dclicate Wench! How my Fingers itch tg 
take her part now ! I have a Months mind to e{pouſe her Quarrel, and make 
Friends with poor Jy again, Honeſt F2&y / *tis the belt natur'd Boy in 
the World, though I was ſuch a Bcalt to tail out with him. 

Porcia. Inhumanc, cruel Theodoret ! Why do you attlict me thus? Why do 
you force the Tears trom my voor Eyes, and wrack a tender Heart that never 
vwrorg'd you C— : | [ IWeeps, 

Theod. For yur Souls Health, Lady 3 and the Weltare of your waſting Re- 
putation. A Pux Oo your Whiainy,! Come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer- 
Boc' and Repentance : Faſting and Humiliation will be good for you. To 


your Chanider. 
Porcia, lo my Grave firſt. : 
Theod, Nay thcen— Wha, hoa ! | Offers to lay bold of ber, 


Porcia. Stand oft ! Murder! Cramps, Rheums and Palhcs, wither thy 
unmanly Hands. 

Theod. By Hcav'n |! 

Porcia. You darc not do't. 

Theod. Hah ! 

Sylvia. No Sir,you darc not do't, you dare not. 

Th:od. Avannt Paſs ! Confound me, but I ſhall be ſcratch'd here preſently 
for my paticncc, 

Sylv. What an ill bred Camel *tis ! 

Fath. Nay, and what's more 3 you ſhall not do't, you ſhall not, Sir. Hoh! 
Is this the Iflue of your honourable Pretentions ? 

Theol. Et tx Brute 

Fath. Brutc, Brute! Brute me no Brutes Friend : Oonds I am a Man, Fcl- 
!'ow.z Battoons and Bilboes! Brute ! a Gentleman | 

Theod. Your Pardon, Sir 

Sylv. Don't pardon him, Sir. 


Enter Gratian leaning on a Staff. 


Grat, Oh, Friend ' 

Theod. Poor Gratian, 

Grat, It ever we ought to doany thing for our Safety, let us-now prepare; 
and lock about us : | have made hard ſhift to hobble hither, my Wound's 
grown very troublcſom. We arc all |}. 


Theo. | can fear ncthing when my Friend's ſo near me. 
Sy, Now. Coulin rebcl, and force your Freedom nobly. 


Fath. 


2 Ye Mw 8 Ye... 
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Fath. Jacky, I hope. © Facky at the Head of Mirmidons, and declaring for 
his Property» Look you, Gentlemen ; I muſt contcls, 1 hive Remcrle of 
Conſcience, and am ſcnlible I have been a Rebel : wherctore, it ror 1 icgc Son 
and Hcir have recruited his Power, and be once more up in Arms, Loyalty and 
Natural Aﬀection, Friends, will work, I mult pronounce tor Prince Jacky 3 
and here | reſolve to defend his Territories. | Draws a broad Sword, 

Grat. Ir Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your Pardon for Murder, 
Gr. it will be your belt way to cloſe with him 3 for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Dar- 
{x.il, your Antagoniſt, is dead Sir, 

Theod, Hah ! Dead ! 

Fath, Dead : 

Gratian. Yes dead, Sir. 

Sylv, So much the better. Porcia, let us run up to the Leads, and cry out 
Murder to the Streets this Moment. 

Fath, Then I find that I am but a ſhort liv'd Sinner z farewell for ever old 
Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar, Seven and Eleven 3 Sink-Tray, and the 
Doubles ! Never comes better of rebleting againſt one's natural born Children. 
| (hall be hanged one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, and a Ballad come out in 
the Atternoon to a lamentable Eighty eight Tune of the carctul Son, and pro- 
digal Father. Dead ſaid you, Sir. 

Grat, Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour 3 therefore it is my Opinion 
that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, and provide all tor our Satcty. 

Theod. Confuſion, Devils ! 

Porcia, Nay, Sir, ſtand faſt ! dare but to open a Door, Sir 3 by Heav'n, that 
Moment I'll alarm the Town : you ſhall not think to cſcape, recking with a 
poor Man's Blood, ſhcd in defence of mic. 

Theod. Lady, no tooling. 

Porcia, No Sir, no fooling : but now, Sir, do you to your Chamber, Sir, to 
your Chamber 3 to your Prayer-Book and Repentance 3 Faſting and Humilia- 
tion will be good for you: To your Chamber, Sir 3 as you tcnder your 
Neck, Sir. 

Theed, Damnation ! Unhand me ! 

Porcia, II dye &*er Fll unhold you. Think you ſo barb'rouſly to leave me 
here in the Houſe with a dead Wretch, and have the Punithment of his horrid 
Murder lizht on my innocent Head. 

Theed. What do you reſolve to do, Sir ? 

Fath, Do, Sir! What can I rcſolve to do, Sir ? I have no means to hope to 
elcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, I have no Money 3 and a Man that kills 
anothcr, without Money in his pocket, is in a very hopetul condition, I»the 
next place, for a diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but thele you {ce on my Back 
with this Tripe-Butf Belt here, which there is not a Conttable in the whole 
City but knows, and has had in his Cufiody, Sword and all. Look you, Gentle- 
men, I have civilly kill'd a Man for your Service 3 it you will rcfolve, tatrly 
ard ſquarely, to hang like Frieads together, ſo : If not, I mutiny 3 and the 
word is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muli impcach. 


= 
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Enter Roſard, 


Rof. Oh. Sir! where are you ? 

Grat. Well, Ro(:rd; what's the News now ? 

Roſe The Gentleman, Heav'n be thanked, 1s reviv'd 8gain, Sir 3 though the 
DoGors ſay, ſuch another Fit will certainly carry him off. The poor Crea- 
ture is very weak, but very penitent. 

Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill Symptom 3 therefore my Opinion is 
ſtill— 1 am tor hanging all togcther. ; 

Theod. Heark you, old Ruli 3 you ſay you have no Money, wherefore, dy. 
ring the preſent Interval, in the hirit place, becaule 1 will have no Mutiny Uup- 
on this occaſion 5 in ordcr to your Eſcape, there's Money for you : in the next 
place, as you want Change of Rayment, here 1s the Key of a (mall Wardrobe, 
at the lower cnd of the Gallery above, you'll ind the Door to it : Equipyour 
ſelf, and provide for your Sccurity, as your bit Diſcretion thall direct you, 

Fath. Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better 3 tor, to tell you the truth, 
el{c I ſhall make but a {curvy niatter of it at Tyburn Croſs 3 with a whining, 
ſnivling Account of breaking thc Sabbath, and keeping 11] Company, Where- 
fore, not bcing good at making Specches, 1 will Icave the Opportunity to 
you, of ſhewing your politer Rhetorick, and ſave a Member of the Common- 
wealth. — Therc's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man 
Money. [ Aſide, and Exit, 

Porciz. And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand on even Terms. 

Theod, No, Lady, not yet : There's Lite return'd, and theretore hopes (till, 
though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure to comply with you, and caſe your Ap- 
prehcnfions, within the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your Li- 
berty, but no farther this Night : And, for your ampler fatisfaction , it 
have any Midnight Alarms from your Correſpondent abroad,there's Entertain- 
ment ready tor him, which he may not be very tond of 3 fo Good Night, it is 
almoit Ten. Who waits ? What hoa, be ready there. Come Gratian, Ill 
1 cc you to your Repoſle, and then to my Poſt of Guard. 

Porciz, Ten | That was the Hour, Phillis, Beaugard mentioned 3 wasit not? 

Phill, Tt was, Madam. 

Pore, Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that ſmile on faithful Love3 
Wait, like kind Angels, on him 3 Eſtabliſh Conqueſt in his able Hand;” and 
Kinanels in his Hcart, Oh, Sylzia ! 

*$;lv. You are tranſported. Coulin ! 

Porc. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed : it is an Engliſh Woman's natu- 
ral Right. Do not our Fathers, Brothers and Kinſmcn often, upon pretence 
of it, bid fair for Rebellion againſt their Soveraign; And why ought not We, 
by their Example, to rebcl as plauſibly againſt them ? 

Sylpv, Molt edifying DoGtrine this is, truly. { 4 Whiſtle without. 

Porcta, The Sign! Heark, the Sign! Phill;s, heard you nothing ? | Whiſtle aga 
"Tis there again 3 he's true, and 1 am happy. Sylziz, let us retire our fclves) 
you know your old Apartmicnt, for pretious miſchicf will be ſoon on foot 3 


and Action worthy Love's great Cauſe» Thy Husband too, may _e— 
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ve his ſhare in the bug'neſs; and, as I have order'd Matters, meet ſome- 
thing in the Adventure, to mortife his roving Humour, and reconcile him 
to his Duty and Allegiance, ——— Heark : [ VV biftle again. 
There, *tis once more a Summons to the Citadel to ſurrender, This ſhall, in 
after Story, be call'd, Captain Beangard's belieging of the Widow. 
Which, as *tis laid ſure, with Succeſs muſt end, 
Since Juſtice docs his Enterprize attend © 
Without, and powertul Love within's his Friend. 


SCENE changed to Fields on the Back-ſide of a Garden. 


Enter Beaugard, with a Party. 


Beaug. Hold, ſtand faſt; I have juſt now receiv*d Intelligence over the Gar- 
J:n-Wall, that our deſign has taken air, and there will be nocalic Entrance. 

1. Min, Ah Captain 3 the time has been, when, undcr your Command, 
we (hould have had no need of a Council ot War tor the attackipg ſuch. a For- 
tification as this 1s. 

Beaug, Peace Plunder, Peace you Rogue 3 no Moroding now : we'll burn, 
rb, demoliſh and murder another time together : This is a Bus'ncls mult be 
done with Decency, Heark, 

2, Man. Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street Ward. 

Beaug, Hold then; Plwnder : Do you, with your flying Party, hover at a 
ciſtance about the Fields 3 while I, with the rett of the Body, poli my felt as 
advantagiouſly as I can, to watch the Enemics Motions, — | Exeunt, 


Enter T heodoret and bis Party. 


Theod, This way the noiſe was : Bc ſure keep ſate the Garden Gate, and 
follow me carefully. [Exit Theod, 


Enter Courtinc, 


Court,So,here I amzand now for my Inſtrutions. Let me ſce.[ Reads the Billet, 
Pray come diſguiſed, that if the Deſign ſhould miſcarry, your Retreat may be the ea- 
fier, Tour unknown bluſhing Scroaut Humph ! Bluſhing Servant ! Pallingly 
modctt, Il warrant you ! Pray come diſzuiſed ! So 1 am, or the Devil's in't 3 
"r 1 look more like a Cut-throat, than any thing c}ſc. Let me {ce Upon 
this very Spot, the laſt time I was here, did 1 mect my damn'd Wite : Avert 
tn? Omen, ſweet Heaven, I beſeech thee. And now, as k am conſidering, 
**0c1e can wy Friend Beaugard be at preſent tco? With a Whore, There's 
"1at Queltion anſwer'd. Wheretore, would but my unknown bluſhing Scr- 
_ 3ppcar, or give me a kind Sign 3 would but my little Partridge call, mc- 
If] l could fo (huckle, and run, and Bull, and clap my VV ings about her. 

att. | Turns about, 


E nter 
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Enter T heodoret. 


Theod. Stand : Who goes there ? 

Court, What's the mattcr now ? 

1 Serv, Srand, Sir : What arc you, Sir ? 

Court, What am I, Sir ! A Man, Sir. 

Th-od. A Min, Sir, we (cc you are : But what Man are you, Friend? 

Court, A Gentleman, Fricnd 3 and you had bcli uſe me fo.— By Heaven 
Theodoret z and if 1 am but diſcover'd ! : 

Theod, Hinds of, unlooſe him. You arc not kim we look for, Sir. 

Conrt, | am; g'ad of that withall my Heart. 

Theod. And therctore I ask your Pardon. But, it you are a Gentleman, 
you will affilt one in me, that have bcen injured. I have reaſon to believe, my 
Houſe is now bcfcr by Villains, who have batc dcligns upon the Honour of wy 
Family, Wherctorec, if you arc what you pretend, you'll draw your Sword 
to do a good Caule Juſtice, 

Court, Sir, I wear it for noother end 3 and you {hall command it, — Ay, 
tis ſo Beargard , upon new Exploits for tne Recovery of his Widow. No- 
thing but Knight-Errantry ſtirring this Moon. 

Theod. Plcaic you thcn, Sir, to tiay hzre with my Servants, while I walk to 
the Corner of yoa Wall, and try what I candiſcover. [ Exit Theod, 

Court, You may truli me, Sir. Now will I ſhew my felt a truc Renegad ; 
take Entcrtainmcnt in Chriſtian Service, to betray *'em to my Brother Turk, 
upon the tir{t opportunity. And ſo, my. biulhing Unknown, you ay &cn 
{tay your Stomach with your Sheets tor this Night. 


Re-enter T heodoret. 
Th:od, T hey arc here, ſtand faſt 3 be reſolute, and be rewarded. 
Enter Lucrcce, 


 Lucr. Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do a miſchief : Beaugard, | 
hnd, is come, and my kind Miltreſs punctual to Appointment in the Garden. 
Now, could I but order the Afﬀair ſo, as to flur Beaugard upon her, inltead of 
my {clt; and her upon him, inſtead of Porcia, my Conſcience would be latil- 
= ; and hc, Mr. Comrtine, my Rival Widow, and the Wite ſerv'd all in their 
ind, 
Theod. Hold, Sir z What arc you ? [ To Beaugard at the Entrance. 
Court. Ay ; Now, now. 
Beawg. No matter, Sir 3 this is not a time of Night to anſwer Queltions. 
Theod. Nay. then. 
Beaug. Nay, now Sir 3 and when <«lſe you think fitting, Sir: I am the 
Man you look for 3 and you are him I wiſht to meet here. 
Coxrt. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty Hang me like a Dog if 
I can imagine, 
Beaug. Conc on there. Theo, 
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Theod. You paſs upon your death. 
Beaugs | have lcarnt to ſcorn death more lince firſt you threatned it ; 
| {ce your Numbers too, and come prepar 'd, 
go ret s mM) Claim, 2nd here I'll win or loſe her. 
/ Then takc thy due 3 and dye Iikc a midiiight Thief, Fall on. 
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[ Bca UP. and Theo d. C747, and ther Partics. Beaug. and Theod. 
quit each other, Beaug.. fals wpon Courtine, and Theod, pon 
Beaug, Party : ; who retire from him, 4s Gout, doer five Beaug, 
off from the Stage. 


Th:14, He runs, he runs 3 the Half-bred Hc&tor runs. Falſe Cards and Dice, 
i 'Q zrt-POt Brothel- Brawles, were fittor for his Management, than honou- 
rablc Littercnce : Heark, Claſhing « t Swords (ill, by Heaven I miſs our Friend 
the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took oun CIP it it be him, let's 
out, and give him {uccor. 


F1;t-r Bcaugard driving in Courtine, who retires beyond the reach of his Sword, 


Beawg, Baſc Raſcal ! Coward flic! 
Court, No, Sir, I ttand ſtock (till, and won't (tir an T6ch : s but ſince you are 

ſo uncivil, rcfulve not to tight a rok more : So thcre's my Sword,and here's 
your hum ble Servant. 

Bear. Courtine ! 

Court, The fame, | 

bezur, And thou my Enemy too! | | 

Cazrt. No, Sir, your Fricnd, had you beeri wiſc ennph fo have found! it; 1 
cane hither diſguis d, for a Reaſon you ſhall know hereafter ; Bur fzViny into 

hc hands of the Encmy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for fear of bc- 
hs bca:en for you: Yet with a deligh of revolting would you have piven me 
ave; but you, whcn you ſhould have kept at the head ot your Frignds, took 
4 particular tancy to be tickling my ny guts) pong now you kc what y9a have 
pot by If. 

b:aug. Then farewel for ever poor Widew:L—-Bat ſtay, tt were bafe and 
UN: 3n ly to givcit over fo—— Let me ſce— Lend me thy Dilguiſe, Quickly, 


Quick] \. Quick! y, my Imagination's. warm. 
: ur. wh with all ruy bcart; and glad iP Fe beidpt y (p—{ Dl: roles Beau 
;. Take this, nl rally my (carter d Forces, [ Gives bim b,s T hikt, 


hey «row the lign 3, and cannot be far off under the condi, F of Plunder that 
Ws my Scrjeant abroad, thou know'ſt himy\ mike what trafts is pothibie, 1 
F 
i: abouts, and be ncax me, if any new Diſaticr ſhould happen. 
By W ell, with all my heart for once,here is a new dctipn in Emvrio now 
ue h | fahcy whes we have got her; welhatt fever rake of this Widty 


what ſhe has cot tas 39 J 6 311 
b:azeg, No wore ; hear Compirty: Vaniſh. —[ Ba Gore, FE»: Theod, 
© 4, This wavy I think I heard it ; Look, Is not that he ! Ol my dear ge- 


N1CTIIKNG, let gs CMbracc you : p | hope you arc Conc Cti Wc 
k _—_ 
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Beaug, Very well, Sir,l thank you , if I were but well off from this place, 
I fear the man I had to deal withall is fallen, for | lett him ſtagg*ring, Secy. 
rity were bcit for us all, Sir. 


Theed. My houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and I'Il dye with-you but P11 Pro- 
tet yous 


Beaug. I gad, and that's kindly ſaid, as things ſtand between us , and if þy 
knew all, [ Aids, 

Theod.. Open the Garden-gate there: You ſhall reſt your ſelf in an Arbor 
while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my Family, and prepare an- Apartment % 
your Privacy. 

Beawg. If 1 had dy'd in your Quarre), Sir, a Generofity like this had over. 
rewarded it. [-Courtine at the Entrance, 

Conrt.. Stand ſtill ye beaten (catter'd Scoundrels, 1 think that's he, follow 
me but at a diltance. 

Theod. Opcn the Gate I ſay there, come Six— ——| They enter the Garden, 

Cort, The Stratagem ſucceeds, and Troy at laſt is taken. 


Enter Laicrece.. 


Lucr. Oh dear Sir, are not you Captain Beaugard ? 

Court, The ſame, my dear Child, the ſame 3 Haſt thou any good tydings 
for me ? 

Lucr. The private door of the Garden on the other fide is opened, and you 
may enter Sir. My poor Lady is dying almoſt with deſpair,that ſhe (hall never 
{ee you more : Could younow tell me news of Captain Coprtine ? 

Court, Hah ! Does then my Bluſhing unknown belong to theſe Territories ? 
It muſt be fo, Captain Cowrtine is juſt gone in before Swcet- heart, theretore it 
thou art a true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me. 

Lwcr.. VII ſhew you, Sir, into the door where you may conceal your {clf in 
ane of the Arbors till L go through the Houſe, and bring you farther intelli- 
ence. . 

Cort. Aud if my Adventure happen really to be at the end of this buſinels, 


my Friend and I ſhall not, 1 fancy, paſs our time very uncomfortably. | Exwn. 
Rogues follow me, follow me Rogues... 


SCENE, The Garden.. 
Beaugard. looking out of an Arbor. 


 Beaxg.. So, {o, thus far I am undiſcovered; it- is as dark,as if the Devil him- 
felt were abroad a ſolacing amongſt a Company of Northern Witches to 
Night : if. Covrtine be but: enter'd with my. Mermidons,the Widow's iafallibly 
allmy own.. Hig! Who comes hexc * 


Enter 
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Enter Lucrece., 


Lacr. Sir, Sir, where are you ? 

Beang. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 

Lucr. Friend! Is not your Name ?— 

Beaug, My Name, what! what can this mcan? { Afide. 

Lucr. Beaugard, Come, come, I know you: You need not diſtruſt your ſelf, 
my deſign is to do you ſervice your Porciz knows you are here, and expets 
you with her Arms open, follow me. 

Beaug. Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm of that name I muſt 
follow thee, though thou lead me to Perdition. 

Lacr. Softly, no noiſe, this way, give me your hand. [ Exennt. 


Enter Courtine. 


Court. Hold, let me ſee ; Ay, there I think is an Arbor where I will creep 
in, and lic as cloſe, as a Coward in the Hold at a Scea-fight. 


Enter Theodoret. 


Theod. Hereabouts it was T left him, it is wonderfully dark : Friend ! Friend! 
Where are you ? 
Court. Hah! that's another ſort of Voice then the Youngſters I depend 


on : By Heav*®n, Theodoret ! [ Aſide. 
Theod, Friend, Friend, I ſay, where arc you ? 
Court, Ay, but the Devil a word you get of me. | Afides 
Theod. Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me ? 


Court, No. [ Aſide. 
Theod, 1 am ſure this muſt be the Arbor 3 I'll run and call a Flambcaux. 
Court, That may not be ſo well neither, my affairs will not agree with the 


light as I take it. | Aſide. 
Theod. May be he's fgllen aſleep,let me ſee.| Gropes #nto the Arbor,and feels bim, 
Tis even ſo: What hoa, Sir !————— [ Courtine ſnoress 


Friend, Friend, awake, your Chamber's ready, and I ſtay tor you. 
Court, Who's there ? What are you? [ Aloud, 4s if frighted ſuddenly. 
Theod, Huſh, make no noiſe 3 but come away- 
Court, Is it you, Sir ? —He miſtakes me tor Beawgard, I hope. 
Theed, The ſame : 1 wait uponyou, follow me. 
Court, Tf he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd 3 but Darkneſs, I hope, and 
Im-pudence, will befriend a good Cauſe. 
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S CE NE, Dardevill's Chamber, 


With ozuly one ſnall Lamp barning, and Dargevill oz the Bed, 


Dard. Oh! oh ! oh! my Wounds and my Sins ! Confcience, Conſcience, 
Conſcicnce, how ſhall I quiet thee ! | Beaug. Father at the dwy, 

Eath. This cowardly Chicken-hcartcd Raſcal ay and be damn'd at lat. 
How do you do Sir ? How do you hnd your iclt ? 

Dard. Oh very ill, Hcav*n knows! within tew hours of a Grave, and with- 
out great inercy of adccper place + Who cycr you are, it you have any.Chari- 
ty, procure me {ome Conſcienticus Godly Divinc to unburden my {clt of my 
iniquity tO. 

F:th. This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within theſe two days was 
blalpheming : Ought 1 to be hang'd now tor (uch a Varlet! Shall I fend you 
a Divine, laid you Sir ? 

Dard. It would be a grcat Favour, and a Comiort to me, Sir. 

Fath. Vil try what 1 can dv for,you, fince I ſec your condition {o dangeross, 
3 Pox or Qucaly Conſcience : There is no ſafcty tor me in ſtaying here.that's 
NC 2rd Houlc being ccrtainly b.{<t tor the apprchending fome body : For 
Woking out at the War: Irobe Window as 1 was drethng my ſelf, I obſerved fix 
9x 4c veu arnu ug) is with hangimanly Faces, ſneaking and ſculkin 1 about 
the Garden, that's anvther thing 3 wheretore 1 will hatien, and thnith my aif- 
guilc. and it there come an Alarum, take the tairclt opportunity to get off in 
it, aud that tor mc will be the bclt thing, | Exit Father, 


Enter Courtine. 


Court, To what an ihgoiticant p urpoſe bavel taken all this pains tone 
herc have I becn put into a Room with a Bed in it, with pray, *ir, will you 
2c plcaicd to take 1 ; OUT re{t in the Devil's Name 3 when my dctign has vw! 
becn to take my rcit, but my Recreation: 1 tancy I heard a kind, foal com- 
Plaining, Voice this w ay t00, and muli at prefent confeſs my (elf in a very good 
natur'd humor, v cry much jnclincd to {uccor any dittrefed Daniſcl that wants 
pI nto pals away a tcdious Night withall. 

Dard. - ON: W ould but this dear Man come now ! : 

Covert, Hah ! heark! That mutt certainly be mc the means 3 nay, 1 am 147% 
on't : I'll on a lit the tarthcr, 

D:zrd. Oh hh 

Conrt. \\hcerc art thou, thou poor Creature? I am, come to cont. 

Dard.- I with you had come a Ni tic ſcencr, lam v.ry ill, 

Court, Als, kind Soul, fac's {lick with pathiunatc expectation : 
my bluſhing, unxznown Scrvant at the 1ali. 

Dard, \\ NCxcabol uts are you ? Give m2 your han? hither, will) 

Conrt, Het: _— crc It IS, and onuy heart OO, tliou Qall C41} both: 


The Souldier*s Fortune, 69 


we has a well grown palm, by the Rule of proportion I'll warrant her a Swin- 
mA no matter *tis in the dark. | Aſide. 
/ Heart, faid you Sir ? Alas! my poor heart's breaking, 
2 urt, Breaking, dear Sou]: No, no, never fear it, I'll give thee a Reap? ! 
pit whole I'll warrant thec : I his is the moti Ronan Adventure. 
| Falls to wndr. ſing himſcl?. 


—_ 


I\ » 


Porcia and Pinillis at the door. 


Porcia, Has*then B:augard gotten entrance art thou ſure ? 

Court, Hah 

Phils, Madam fo ſure 3 that his Val Fourbine is here in the Houſe . and 
«£14 me fo himlclt. 

Court, What's that ? 

Porciz, Then now my part begins : Was there ever ſuch inhumane Cruclty 
committed, a VV retch barbarcuſly murder'd and cxpos'd, without comfort or 
ſuccor * 

C:rt, Murder, (aid they ? What. Manſlaying! when all my thoughts were 
upon nothing but Manmaking. I gad then *tis time that 1 take care tor one, 
and til] a better conveniency oftcr it {clf, here's my — murdcr in the 
Devil's name. What do they (ay now ? | Creeps under the Bed. 

Por, No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I mutt proclaim it to the 
World : What hoa there, Murder, Murder, Murder. 

Court, Oh Lord, here's a con; fortable Condition that I am 2.0 into. 

Porcia, But Joes the Chyrurgeon lay there is certainly no danger ? 

Phillis. Only a thin skin Wound on the outlide of his Belly z but that the 
torce of Far in the Cu ardly-hearted Fellow, will Ict him thiak ot nothing 
out a Crave and Damnation. 

P-r:iz. The preſent advantage of it then muſt be improv'd : wherctore I ſay 

ac ſtinging of my Conſcience will not let me rcit, | dare not conceal this 

Wander: Varder, Murder, Murder | Cry Murder you \Wicch, and alarm thc 
mo 

Pl1l's, Here is fomebody coming already, Madam. 

Porcii, S:and fill, and obſerve then. 


; Enter Beaugazd. 


beawg, Tthink it was this way, but no mattcr, for | am ſure I tpn Lord 


Fepuene ant « _ this Caltle now : The angry jealous Brot cr is gone to Bud, Ay 4 
a. 1118 2 Fami! y, where nc 11Cs as a X and (norcts 3nd ,47%5 {> w! 
mos my IRS ical the Widow out of his mouth it the were ©! orc No £04 F} 
OUt 15 124 way tO ner Lagil nip 's Chamiver, while Plan 5 anon ding, to Ur 

re, W:th 1:5 Crew bing nNg ! thc dre PORT R ogucs of the F 211.1;v in ther Þ | 
Rat :n opportunity a that be! Fur ctheic is out one We" Of nenitng a 
WIDDC1 Widow [ure (oO VOUu, 

Prrciz, Nomateer, happcn how i: will, (Oy again It is a Cryin 2 S:n, it 15 
a 8A90nation, "tis a——Ah! | Secong Beaug, 5:59; s 'd, is frig”tex,und runs vat. 


Beau. 
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Beang. Hah! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time o'Night, and in Petti. 
coats t003 Nay, then have atyou : Ye Airy Forms. | Going out, is met by by 
Father, disgnis'd like a Phanatique Preacher, 

Fath. Yes, verily. and indeed it is an Abomination, a burning Shame, and ; 
lewd Abomination. 

Beaug. Hcll and the Devil ! My Spirit in Petticoats that ſqueak'd Aboming- 
tion in ELz, converted to the ficſhly timilitude of a Holy Brother, that Cant 
it in Gamut ———Hoh! Speak, what art thou ? 

Fath. A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſfciences, 1 come here by 7 
pointment with an Olive Branch in my mouth, to viltt a mortal Ark toſs'd 
and floating, in flonds of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 

Beang. Ard arcyou really, Sir, a Man? Really the Godly Implement you ap- 
pcar to be, for the ſcowring of foul Conſciences. 

Dard. Ha! ha ! ha ! Godly Implement,it has almoſt made me laugh; that's 
a merry Gentleman, I'll warrant/him: Oh hh! 

Fath. Iam, Friend, 1 tell chee, an inſtructer of the Choſen : Thou (avour's 
of the old Man, ſtand off, and donot pollute me with too near communicati- 
on : I come to convert a Sinner to the Truth, it was I that converted——x; 
ſome ſay no body; and cxpounded the groans of the Proteſtant Board, How 
far:th our Brother ? WM 

Dard. Alas, Sir, very weak upon the point of Diſſolution, and tormented 
with the ſtings of a territy'd be 

Fath, Lay then one hand upon thy heart. 

Dard. 1 do (o. 

Faith. Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy ſins, thy right hand 
may not know what thy left hand doth. 

Beaug. A very matcrial Point that is truly. 

Fath. T hou haſt lived in Wickedneſs long, 

Dard. From Sixtcen to Eight and Forty, without the leaſt Repentance, or a 

| thought of it. 


Fath. A very dangerous ſtate 3 but for thy darling Sins, Imprim,, what? 

Dard. Drunkenneſs. 

Fath, A very pernicious ſin, and of the Devil's own inſtitution 3 for it ſets 
our Souls a fire : Nay, it ſets our Noſes o? tire, and ſets Houſes o'firxe. Drut 
kennefs ! Did you ever burn any Houſes ? | 

Dard. Never but three, and they Houſes of pollution too : Bawdy-houſesvit: 

Fath. So much the worſe: For if Bawdy-houſes be burnt, what Civil Fa 
mily in this City ſleeps ſafe ? 1 never burnt a Bawdy-houſe in my life, that 5 
my comfort. Item. 

Dard. Whoredom, Adultery ! 

, Fath. For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other mens Wives, let me tell 
you it is a crying Sin, and a very loud one to0z but do you repent ? 

Dord. From the Bottom of my heart. 

Beaug, So, Heav'n be thanked, there's no harm in plain Whoredom. 

F.th, No more to be ſaid then; be comforted, and I'll abſolve thee : But 
with whom was this Wickednc(s committed laſt ? 

Dard, With my Boſom: Friend's Wite, and one that deſerv'd muc? ber'er of 
TAG | 
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Beang. And that was very friendly dune of thee truly, 

Fath, Impudent Rogue ! But was ſhe very young ? 

Beaug, Ay, now the fecling, circumſtantial Quettions arc ſtarting, 
Dard. About Eighteen; and not yet wedded a full year, 

Fxth. Voluptuous Dog ! But handſom too ? Was ſhe very handſom ? 
Dard. Too beautiful, to have had ſo little Virtue. 

Fath, Her Name, her Name! Telt me her Name. Quickly, I ſay unto 
thee, let me know her Name, 

Beaug, Well fatd, well {aid there, old Fornication ' 

Dard. That I have promiſcd ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir. 

Fath, Then thou art damn'd, and 1 do not abſolve thee. I muſt know this 
precious young Harlot. [ Aſide, ] Once more I ſay her Name! 

Dard. But I have ſworn, Sir 3 you'd not have me be forſworn ? 

F.th. A mortal Sin in it ſelf: Swearing is another Sin. Farewel, I'll have 
no more to do with thee: Thy Sins are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon 
thee, a damn'd Rogue not.to tell me her Name. 

Dard. Oh ! oh! dearSir, come back again, and leave menot in this deſpe- 


rate, deſponding, ſad condition. | [ Exit Father. 
If he has any mercy in this Caſe but upon his own conditions, he's no Father of 
mine 1 am ſure on't, | [ Aſide. 


Enter Lucrece. 


Lucr. Oh, Sir, Tam glad I have met with you, a word with you in private, 
turn, turn this way into the next Room quickly, Porcia, Porcta, your Widow 
Porcia, Sir. 

Beaug, Hah! ſpeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling Mercury ! 
Lacr. 1 am to bring her to you this moment : No more words,but in Sir,in, 
if you'll be happy. | 

Conrt.. Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then. 1 am ſure it muſt be-Beawgerd, a pretty 
Pimp that 1 11 warrant him. [._ Aſide. 
Beaug. And ſhall I truſt thee? 

Lzer.. Why ſhould-1 deceive you ? - 

Beang. Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou loveſt the welfare of this ſoft, tender 
outhde z adicu for a minute. [_ Exit. 
Lucy, That minute gives her to your. poſſeſſion, Sir Hiſt, Madam, 
fiſt! The Coalt is now clear. 

Sylvis. Where are you ill nature ? 
Lucr, Here, tortur'd with my Longings : Where are you? come, come. 
Sylvia. Why do you make me do this ? 

Lucr, Is that a Queſtion now? Turn, tuen into the-dark Chamber: I! but 
ſecure this Door, and then the Night's our. own. - 

Sylva Don't {tay too Jong, 

Court, How afraid ihe is, left he ſhould come again too ſoon ! | Aſide, 
Lucr, Bc ſatist'd, I'll fly————that is from you as falt as I can,for l hope 


have titted yo 
mY { Exit Sylvia. . 


Court. . 
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Court, Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Houſe, VII lutk here og 
longer: The Devil again! 


Re-enter Fathcr. 


Fath. Trouble me no more, 1 {ay I will not be perſuaded, I will know the 
Adultreſſes Name, that I may admonith her 3 tor it has been of ancicnt pra- 
ice in theſe our pious Ofhces, to make our Converts contels not only al! they 
know, but all-that we hage a mind to know. 

Dard. Not Sir, I hope, it it be improper. 

Fath. No matter for that, proper or improper, right or wrong, true or falf. 
if it be for our uſe, it mult be confeſſed. Therefore I ſay, and lay again, 1 & 
not abſolve thee , thou art in the fiate of Perdition ti11l; rcll me her Name.gr 
tor thy Drunkenneſs, and burning ot Houfes z Thy Whoredoms, and Adulte- 
ries; Blaſphzmy, and Protaneſs ; Thy Swearing, and Forlwearing; Thy rub. 
biag out Milk-ſcores, ard lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Garden ; Thy 
breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, 
Backncy-Coachmen aud Link-Boys: for all theſe 


| Noiſes of ſqueaking from each ſide of the Stage, one from Sylvia, 
Heark there the ſcreaming Fiends are at thy door already. Heark 
ſereame again« 


Cawrt. Nay, Madam, it you (qucak, and think to alarum the Houſe, Idonot 
behave my fclt like a true Friend to Love, i am miltaken, and fo here I am 
pclied, and thus will maintain the Paſs, | Goes to the door where Beaug,”and hs 

' wife are, and draws bis ſword to defend it, 


Lacr. at the door. Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friendly Cuckold. 
Enter T heodorct and Porcia crying. 


Theod, Come forth thou Strumpet. 

Porciz, Nay, cracl Theodoret, do not, do not kill me : thcre on my knees. 

Co:#t. How's this ? Porcia taken there, and my Friend here in private with 
Porcia too ! 

Theod. By Heav'n thou dy'ſt this moment. 

Court, By H.ll though but the ſhall not, Sir. 


4 


Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard purſuing her. 


Beawp, Nay, Madam. thin! how's this ? My Widow ſplit in twain! My 


I eta ies ant Pirier ing too? Contound me Corrtene's \\ ite | | have done 
Iiite:\ 
1hents Vo! 1th) ufage? 
Cots Y v1, 4 ponlible. | lonps Foo 5.3119» 
Drug By a hor, ox—N 7, look Sir well, via or an YH 
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Porcis. My faithful Souldier ! 

Beang. My victorious Widow ! | She runs into bis. Arms. 

Theod. Call up my Servants there , raiſe all the Houſhold. 

Beauge V1 do't Sir—————{ Ges the Sign, Plander and bis Party appear. 

See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if you have any (cryice to® 
command them. 

Theod. And I will fhnd *erm ſervice that ſhall warm em. [ Exit, 

Conrt. Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing her ſelf, ſhe may be a diſco- 
very worth the making. Madam, you ſee here my Friend is unconſtant, buc 
eruly nothing could ever wean him from this Widow here —— Sylvia! My 
Wife ! my rigid vertuous Wife ! my damn'd, confounded, jealous Wife! 

Beaug. Now here are very hopeful. matters towards. 

Court. It was very courteouſly done of mc, Beaxgard, was it not, to keep the 
door for you, with my own Wife, Sir ? 

Beaug. Nay, let us not quarrel Ned : I'll give thee a friendly account of this 
matter to morrow between our ſelves, in the mean time be ſatish'd, 1 have 
not wrong'd thee. 

Porciz. Will you never leave this Foraging into other Fulks Quarters, 
Captain ? X 

| $62 I am afraid, Widow of mine, you had a finger in the Plot,though— 

Sylvia. Indeed, my deareſt. 

Court. Your humble Servant, my Deareſt ! 1 am only glad of this fair op- 
portunity, to be rid of you, my Deareſt : henceforth, my Deareſt, I (hall drink a 
my drink, my Deareſt, I ſhall whore my Dearci 3 and fo long as l can pimp 
ſo handſomly for you, my Deareſt, I hope if cver we rcturn into the Coun- 
erey, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and then with the Dairy- Wench , or 
Chamber-Maid, my Deareſt. | : 

Sylv, 1 always was a Burden to your Gght, and you ſhall be this me cas'd 
on't, Exit. 

Court. With all my heart! Heav'n grant it would laft for ever. 


Enter Theodorct. 


Theod, My Doors lockt up ! My Servants gag'd and bound ! Iam betray'd, 
undone, and 111 not live to bear it. 

Beaug. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither : This Deſign was not laid for 
a Tragedy. 

Theod. How do you intend to deal with me ? 

Beang, Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deſerve it of me: In 
ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now, and you in my power, and by her Au- 
thority, this being her own Houſe, I have made thus bold with it, and will 
fake care to diſpoſe hereafter out of thereach of your mercileſs Tyranny, nay, 
if this reverend perſon will do us the friendly Office, though I have often re- 
nounc't it, am ready to do it one way this moment. Dardevil, wilt thou lend 
me thy Chaplain ? ” 

Dard, Heh ! 
L Porciae 
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Porciz. Riſe, Sir ! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and I meke match 
on't, 1 hope you'll be ſo kind to-dance at the Wedding, . 

Da-d. Dance, Madam ' I am dying. 

Phils. That's falſe, to my knowledge, Madam: for the Surgeon told me 
laſt drcfſing> it was ſo Night a Wound, he had much ado to keep it from heal- 
ing, 

ard Yes, by the ſame token when he had done with me, he began with 
you, forſooth, and (aid he would ſhew you a little of his operation, tor hand- 
ling and tampering with his B x of Inſtruments, and there's the truth out 
Now. ; 

Al. Ha ! ha! ha! ha! 

Dard. Why Gentlemen, Tadics, Friends, Acquaintance, Am not I dying? 
Am not 1 wounded? Is not thcre a Hole in my belly, that you may tur a 
Coach and ix in? 

Beaug. No, no : Prithce leave raving, and get up for ſhame, man. Thou an 
Athciſt, thou believe neither a God nor a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no 
bigger than aPin-hole ! Courtine, lend. us thy hand to raiſe up our old Friend 
here : Well, how is't now ? [ Set him on bis Legs, 

Dard. Hah ! Faith and Troth, 1 fancy, not ſo bad as | thought it was. 
Mcthinks 1 begin to tind my ſelf pretty hearty 3 1 can ftand, I can walk too, 
t have no pain at all. How doſi thou do, F Strikes him on the Showlder, which 
old Oxththodox ? ſhakes the Diſguiſe from his Face, 

Coxrt. Ah! but you repented, Dardevill 3 thou didſt repent, Friend : I am 
forry to hcar of it withall my heart, it will be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon; 
But thou didſt repent. 

Fath. A Pox on the Block-head, now T (hall be known { Fumbling to fix bis 

Diſgniſe ag ain, 

Dard. Repent ! Prithee be quiet, Man : Repent, quotha ! Why, doſt thou 
think I did not know my old Cuſtomer for two Deuces here, old Anti-Abra 
bam, the Father of Unbelievers ? 

Fath. My Facky ! my little Rogue * my dainty Boy ! Thou Son of thy nown 
Father, I can hold no longer 3 and I mult kiſs thee, and 1 will kiſs thee, 6&8 
you Dog, you Dog, you Dog, you little dear damn'd Dog. | Sing 01d Simon. 
Huzza, the Widow's our own : There lic Divinity. 

Beaug. A vcry Cutter, as | live, had he but a Tabitha, a perfect Cutter. 

Fath. Now, Facky Boy Jacky, you Rogue, ſhall not I have a little ſpill 
out of this Portion naw, hah ? The jolly Worms that have fatten'd ſolong m 
this Malmſcy Noſe of mine with the Fumes of Sack will dic, and drop ont of 
their Sockets elſe. Could(t thou have the Heart to ſee this illuminated Noſe 
of mine look like anempty Honey-Comb; Couldſt thou be ſo hard hearted ? 

Porcia. Faith, Captain, be mollify'd ; the old Gentleman, methinks, pro- 

{cs very moderately, 

Fath. It ſhall be ſo: She ſhall be my Daughter in. Law, though I invert the 
Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing, 

Beang. Look you, Sir : Though you have been a very ungratious Father, 
upon condition that you'll promiſe to leave off Gaming, and ſitck to your 
Who.ing and Driuking, I will treat with you. _ 
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Fath. The truth on't is, I have been too blame, Fack! But thou ſhalt find 
me hereafeer very obedient 3, that is, provided 1 have my Terms : which arc 
theſe. 

Beaug. Come on, then. 

Fath. Thrze ,Bottles of Sack, Fack, per diem, without DeduQtion, or falſe 
Meaſure: Two Pound of Tcbacco per Month 3 and that of the belt too. 

Court. Truly this is but reaſonable. : 

Fath. Burtock-Beef and Mizrob-Bcer at Dinner , you Rogue : A young 
Wench of my own chuling, to wait on no body but me always : Money in 
ny Pocket : An old Pacing Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. 

Bang. Agreed. You (ce, Sir, already, lam beginning to ſettle-my Fami- 
3 and all this comes by the Dominion Chance has over us. By Chance you 
took the Charge of an old Father off from my Hands. and made a Chaplain of 
him. By the ſame ſort of Chance 1 have taken this Lady off trom your Hands, 
2nd intend to make her another ſort of Domeſtick. What ſay you, Sir ? Arc 
you contented ? 

Theod, I cannot tell whether T am or no. 

Beawg. Then you are not fo wiſe a Man as I took you for. In the mean 
time 3 tor your Liberty, you muſt diſpenſe with the want of ir. till I have this 
Night ſecured the Safety of my Widow, Your Friend Gratian, becauſe of his 
Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, and may take his Relt as otherwiſe. 
For the other part of the Family, 1 care not to make Excuſes. 


Thus ſtill, with Power in hand, we treat of Peace ; 
But when *tis ratify'd, Suſpicions ceaſe : 
The Conquer'd to recruiting Labours move. 
Like me, the ViGor, Crowns his Eaſe with Love. 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE 
fFOHN Eaxt of 


ROCHESTER. 


One of the Gentlemen of his Majeſties 
Bed-Chamber, ec. 


My Lord, 


Edications are grown things of ſo nice 
a Nature , T hat it is almost ampoſſe - 
ble for me to pay your Lordſhip theſe 
Ac eb ents | owe you, And not 

' from thoſe ” cannot t Tudge of the Sentiments 
I bave of your Loraſhips Favours) incurre the 
Cenſure either of a fawner or a flatterer. Both 
which ought 10 be as hateful to an Ingennons Spi- 
it as Ingratitude. None of theſe woul] I be gnilty 
of, and yet in letting the Vorld know how Good 
and how Generous -a Patron I bave, (in rep! of 
alice) I am ſure I am boneſt. 

1.9 MI Y 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
My Lord, 


Newer was Poetry under ſo great an oppre(; ; ſl 
as now, as full of Phanaticiſm's as Religin I - 
where every one pretends to the Spurit of H] % 1 
ſets up a Dottrine of his own, and hates q PM 
worſe then a Quaker does a Prieſt. 

To examine how much goes to the making w Ml / 
one of thoſe dreadful-things that reſolve our diſh. Ml * 
lution It is for the most part,a very little French 
breeding much aſſurance, with a great deal of uk Wl | 
and no ſence. | 

T bus he comes to a New Play, Enquires the ll ' 
Anmthor of it, and (if be can find any \*®nakerÞu Wl ' 
perſonal misfortunes the ſubje& of his malice 0 Wl ' 
ſome of his Companions, who have as litile Wit Ill © 
and as much ill Nature as himſelf; aud fo to: il * 
ſure (as far as he can) the Play is damn'd. ſ 

At night he never fails to Appear in tve | 
With-drawing room, where be picks out ſome 164 I * 
have as little to do there as himſelf, who muſtrmg 
up all their puny Forces damn as poſitively, as it ſl " 
like Muggleton it were their gift, when indeed I / 
they have as little right to Wit, as a Fourney mai f 
T aylor can have to Prophecy. 7; 

it, 
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Wit, which was the miftreſs of former Ages, is 
become the Scandal of onrs ; Either the Old Satyr 
to let ns underſtand what he has known Damns 
and decryes all Poetry, but the old ; or elſe the 
young feed Fool that is impudent beyond Cor- 
reftion, and ignorant above inſtrution, will be 
Cenſuring the preſent ; tho he misplace his wit as 
he generally does his Courage, and ever makes uſe 
if it on the wrong occaſzon. 

How great a HazFard then does your Lord- 
ſip run in ſo ſtedfa5tly protecting a poor Exild 
thing that has ſo many Enemies! But that your 
Wit is more Eminent than all their Folly or Ig- 
norance, and your Goodneſs greater than any Ma- 
lice or I! Nature can be. 1 amſure (and I muſt 
own it with gratitude) I have taſted of it much 
above my Merit , or what even Vanity might 
prompt ime to expect ; Though in doing this, IT ſhall 
a beſt but appear an humble debtor, who acknow- 
eges honesily what he owes, though to keep up 
br Credit be muſt be forcd to borrow more ; For 
my Genius alwayes led me to ſeek_ an intereſt in 
your Lordſhip ; and I never ſee you, but I am 
fird with an Ambition of being in your Þ avour : 
for 
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for all I bave receiud, the higheſt return ] ,y 
able to make, is my acknowledgment, in whit 
i can hardly diſtinguiſh whether my Thankf,| 
* neſs or my Pride be the greater, when I ſubſcri) 


my ſelf 


Your Lordſhips 


Moſt Obliged and moſt 


Devoted Servant, 


Tao. Orwar. 
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OA SLE ELELL! 
PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Underbill 


(Jai our Author met me here to day, 


And beg d that 7d ſay ſomething for his Play, 
Tou Haggs that Judge by Roat, and damn by Rule, 
Taking your meaſures from ſome MWeighbonr fool, c 
Il ho has Impudence a Coxtombs uſeful 7 ool ; 
That always are ſevere you know not why, 
And would be thought great Criticks by the By : 
With very much ill Nature, and no Hit, 
uſt as you are, we humbly beg you'd Sit, © 
Ard with your Silly ſelves divert the Pitt. 
Tou Men of Sence, who heretofore allow'd, 
Our Author's Follies ; make him once more proua; 
But for the Youths, that newt are come from France, 
Who's Heads want Sence, though heels abound with dance . 
Our Authour to their Judgment won't ſubmit, 
But ſears that they who ſo infeſt the Pit, c 
Ih their onn Follies, ne're 6an Judge of Wit. 
[ts thence he C hiefly favour would Hmplore, {to the Boxes. 
Ana Fair Ones pray oblige him on my Score. 4 
Confine his Foes, the Fops within their Rules, 
vr Ladies you know how to manage Fools. 


Perſons 


Perſons Repreſented in the Tragedy By 


Titus Veſpatian, Emperour of Rome - - Mr. Bettertqy 
Antiochus, King of Comment —— ———— Mr. Smith, 
Paulinus, The Emperors Confident — Mr. Aecdboury 
Arſaces, Antiochus his Conhdent ————— 
Rutilizs, A Tribune ————- ———=—Mr. Gil 


Berenice, Queen of Paleſtine-- Mrs. Zee. 
Phenice, Her Conkident- ——Mr Lp. 


The SCENE ROME. 


— —————— — CG _ 


Perlons Repreſented in the Farce. By 
Thrifty "® Sanafard, 


' Two old Merchants, 


Gr Ihe. Mr. WVoake:, 
Oftavian, NY Mr. Norris, 
c Their Sons —_— 

Leanaer, Mr, Percival. 
: Scapim, A Cheat —__ X —— Mr. fzth. Liigh, 


Shift Mr. Richards, 
>. 'Scapins lumens ——— 


Sty, — Mr,—— 
Lucia, Co s Daughter,- 3, ——-Mrs. Barry. 
Clara, Oripe's Daughter. — - EY -..Mrs. Grbb:, 


The SCENE DOVER, 


TITUS 


 BERENICE. 


ACHF.I SOCEMNEL 
A Palace. 


lt. 


Enter Artiochus and Arlaccs. \ 


> 


Antiochus. 


Hou my Arſaces art a Stranger here, 
This is th' Apartment of the Charming Fair, 
That Berenice, whom Titus ſo adorcs, 
The Univerſe is his, and he is hers : 

Here from the Court himſelf he of't conceals, 

And in her Ears his charming ſtory tells, 

Whiltt 1 a Vaſlal for admittance wait, 

And am at beſt but thought importunate. 

Arſac. You want admittance ! who with generous care 
Have tfollow'd all her Fortunes every-where, 

Whoſe Fame throughout the,World fo loudly rings, 
One of the greateſt of our Eaſtern-Kings. 

AS once you ſecm'd the Monarch of hcr Breaſt, 
Too firmly ſeated to be diſpoſſeſt, 

Nor can the pride ſhe doth in Titus take, 
Already ſo ſevere a diſtance make. 

Antio. Yes! ſtill that wretch Antiochus I am. 
Pur L.gve ! oh how I tremble at the name; 
And my diſtracted Soul at that doth ſtarr, 
Which once was all the pleaſure of my hcarr, 
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Since Berenice has all my hopes deſtroid, 
And an Erernal filence on me laid. 
Arſac. That you reſent her pride, I ſee with Joy, 
'Tis that which does her gratitude dcftroy 3 
But Friendſhip wrong'd (hold into hatred turn, 
And you methinks might le.rn her Art to ſcorn. 
Anti. Arſaces, how falſe Meaſures doft thou take, 
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sxn go back: 
Invert all Natures Orders, Fates Decrees, 
Then bid me hate the Charming Beremice. 
Arſac. Well, love her (tfll, but let her know Fyour pain, 
Reſolve it you ſhall ſee, and ſpeak again 3 
Urge to her face your rightful Claim aloud, 
And court her haughtily, as ſhe is proud. 
Artio. Arſaces, No, ſhe's gentle as a Dove, 
Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Soul's all Love, 
And owes lo little for the Vowes I ve made, 
That if ſhe pr'y me, I'm more than paid. [_ Enter Rutilius, 
But ſee the man I ſent, at laſt returns 
Oh how my heart with ExpeCtation burns. 
Rutilins, have you Berenice (cen? 
Rut. | have. 
Artio. Oh ſpeak ! what ſays the Charming Queen ? 
Ant. | preſt with difficulty, through the Croud, 
A throng of Court-Attendants round her ſtood. 
The time now paſt of his ſervere retreat, 
Titzs laments no more his Fathers fate. 
Love takes up all his thoughts, and all his cares, 
Whilit he to meet theſe mighty Joys prepares : 
Which may 1n Berenices arms be found, 
Fer ſhe this day will be Romes Emprels crown'd. 
Anti. hat do hear? Confuſion on thy tongue ! 
To tell me this) why was thy ſpeech ſo long ? 
Why didlt not Ruine with more fpeed afford ? 
Thou mightſ{t have ſpoke and kill'd me in a word. 
But may I not one Moment with her ſpeak, 
And my poor heart diſcloſe. before it break ? 
Rnt. You ſhall 5 for when I told her-what you delign'd, 
She (weetly ſmil'd, and her fair head inclin'd : 


Titus ne'r trom her. had a look more kind. r 
Enter 
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[Enter Berenice and Phenicia. 
She's here. 

Ferenice, At laſt from the rude Joy I'm freed, 
Of thoſe new Friends whom my new fortunes breed. 
The tedious form of their reſpe& 1] ſhun, 

To find out him whoſe words.and heart are one. 
Antiochus, for I'll no flattery uſe 

Since your neglect I juſtly may accuſe, 

How great your Cares for Berenice have been, 

Ey'n all the Eaſt, and Rome it ſelf have ſeen, 

In my worſt fate I did your friendſhip find, 

- But nov I grow more Great, you grow leſs kind. 

Antio. Now durſt I hope, I would forget my ſmart, 
$9 well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my heart. 

But, Madam, its a truth by Rumour ſpread, 
That Titus ſhall this night poſſeſs your bed. 

Ber. Sir, All my Conflicts I'll to you reveal, 
Though half the Fears I've had, I cannot tell 3 
So much did Titxs for his Father mourn, 

I almoſt doubted Love would ne'r return ; 

He had not for me that Aſliduous heat 

As when whole days fixt on my Eyes, he fate. 
Griet in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; 
Oft came and lookt, ſaid nothing but farewell. 

Ant. But now his kindneſs he renews again, 

Ber, Oh! he will doubly recompence his pain 
For that, if any Faith may be allow'd, 

Two thouſand Oaths, two thouſand times renew'd 
Or any Juſtice in the Powers Drvine, 
Antiochus, He'l be for ever mine. 

Antio. How ſhe inſults and triumphs in my 111, 
Sh'as with long practice learnt to ſmile and kill. 

Oh Berenice, Eterna!ly farewel. k;- 


'Ber, Farewel ! good Heav'n! what Languagedo I hear; 


4 Stay ! I conjure you Sir--- by all's that dear. 
Antiochus, What is it I havedone? 
Why don't you ſpeak ? 
Antio. Madam I muſt be gone. . © ; 
Ber. How Cruelly you ufe me! f'implore 
The Reaſon 


Ant, I muſt never ſee you more. B 2 


Ber. 
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Fer, For Heay'as ſake tell, you wound me with delay, 
Ant. At leaſt remember I your Laws obey. 

Why ſhould I here wretched and hopeleſs ſtay ? 

If the remembrance be'nt Extinguiſht quite, 

Of that bleſt place where firſt you ſaw the light 3 

'T was there, oh there began my Endleſs ſmart, 

When thoſe dear Eyes prevail'd upon my heart, 

Then Berenice too, my Vowes approv'd, 

Till happy Titzs came and was belov'd. 

He did with Triumph and with Terror come, . 

And in his hands bore the Revenge of Rome. 

Jndea trembled, but 'twas I alone 

Firſt felt his weight, and found my ſelf wndone. 

Ber. Hah! 
Antio. You too, then t'encreaſe the pains I bore, 

Coummanded me to ſpeak of Love no more. 

So ©n your hand I ſwore at laſt t'obey 3 

And for that taſte of Bliſs gave all away. 

Ber. Why do you ſtudy ways t'afflict my mind, 

Yeu believe Sir, I am not unkind. 

Alas I'm ſenſible how well y'have ſerv'd, 

And have been kinder much than I deſerv'd. 

Antio.. Why inthis Empire ſhould I longer (tay, 

My Paſiton and its weakneſs to. betray: 

Others, though T retire, will bring their Joys, 

Fo Crown that Happineſs which mine- deſtroys. 

Ber. You triumph thus, becauſe your pow'r you know, 

Or if you did not, you'd not uſe me fo. 

Though Crown'd Romes Empreſs, I the Throne aſcend ? 


What pleaſure in my Greatneſs can T find, 
When I ſhall want.my beſt and trueſt Friend. 
Ant. I reach your purpoſe, you would have me there, 
That you might ſee the worſt of my deſpair. 
I know. it, the Ambition of your Soul 3. 
Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fcol. 
Yet came this time but to new freight my heart, 
And with more Love poſleſt than ever part. 
Ber. Though it could never enter in my mind, 
Since Ceſar's Fortunes muſt with mine be join'd. 
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That any Mortal durſt ſo hardy prove, 

T'invade his Right, and ta'k to me of Love. 

I bear th' unpleaſing Narrative of yuurs, 

And Friendſhip, what my Honour ſhuns, endures, 

Nay morez Your parting, I with trouble hear, 

For vou next him, are to mv Soul muſt} dear. 
Antio. Ia Juſtice to my Memury and Fame. 

1 fly form Titus, that unlucky Name. 

A name which eviry Moment you repeat, 

Whilſt my poor heart lies bleeding at your feet. 

Farzwel: Oh be not at my Raving+ erf&v'd. : 


When of my death the news ſhall be receiy* 4. 
Remember why I di'd, and what I liv'd-------- 
[ Ex. Antioch, 

Pen. I grieve for him,.a Love ſo true as this, 
Deſerv'd , methinks, more fortunate ſuccelc. 
Are you not troubled Madam---- 

Ber. Yes, I feel 
$;mething within me difficult to que. 

Phen, You ſhould have ſtaid him. 

Bey. Who, I ſtay him? no, 
From my Remembrance rather let him go. 
His Fancy does with wild Diſtraction rove; 
Which thy raw ignorance, interprets Love. 

Phen. Titus his thoughts, yet to unfold, denies, 
And Rome beholds you but with jealous eyes. 
Its rigorous Laws, create my fears for you 3 
Romans no-Forrain Marriages allow 
To Kingly Power ſtill enemies th*ave been, 
Nor will, I fear, admit of you a Queen. 

Ber. Phenicia, no, my time of fear 1s palt, 
Me Titxs loves, and that includes the reſt. 
The: ſplendor of this night thou haſt beheld, 
tre not thy Eyes with his bright Grandeur fill : 
Theſe Eagles faſces, marching all in ſtate : 
And crowds of Kings that with their Tributcs wait: 
Triumphs below, and Bleſlings from Above; 
Seem all at ſtrife to grace this Man of Love. 
Away Phenicia, let's go meet him ſtrait, 
L can no longer for his coming wait, 


_ 
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My Eager wiſhes drive me wildly on; 
Nor will be temper'd till my Joy's begun. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Titus Paulinus, Attendants. 


Titus. SF OOtl Syrian King, did yon my Meſſage bear? 
And does he know that I expect him here ? 
Pal. Sir, in the Queens appartment, He alone 
Was ſcen, but &r I there arrived, was gone. 
Tit. 'Tis well Paulinus for theſe ten days paſt. 
Tit. | have to Berenice a ſtranger been : 
Put you can tel! me a!l---- how does the Q.1cen? 
Paul. She does, what fpeaks, how much ſhe values you; 
When you mourn*'d for your Father, ſhe mourivd too. 
$ Juſt a Sorrow in her face was ſhown , 
It ſeem'd as if the Loſs had been her own. 
Tit. Oh lovely fair one, little doſt thou know | afide. 
How hard a Trial thou mult undergo. : 
Heav'n! oh my heart ! 

Paul. What is't your Gricf ſhould raiſe 
For her whom almoſt all the Faſt obeys. 

Tit. Command Panlinus that theſe retreat, ( Paul. moves bi 
Rome ot my purpoſes uncertain yet, hand and all the 
Fxp.iCts to know the fortune of the Queen (reſt exti. 

Their Murmurings I have heard, and Troubles ſeen. 
The bulineſs of our Love, is the Diſcourſe, 

And expectation of the Univerſe. 

And by the face of my affairs, I find , 

'Tis time that I reſolve and fix my mind. 

Tell me Panlinus, jultly, and be free, 

What favs the World of Berenice and me? 

Pant. In every heart you Admiration raiſe: p 
All. Your high Vertues, and her Beauty praiſe. 
Tit. Ala>! Thou anſwerſt wide of my deſire, 
Pan/imis, bc my Friend, and come yet nmigher 
How do they of my ſtghsand vovs approve? 
Or what expect they from ſo true a love? 


Pail. 
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pul. Love or not love, Sir, all is in your power, 
The Court will ſecond {till the Emperour. 

Tit. Cuurtiers Paulings (eldom are (incere 
To pleaſe their Maſter they have too much care. 
The Court did Nero's horrid Acts applaud, 

To all his luſts ſublcrib'd, and call'd him God. 
Th' Idolatrous Court ſhall never judg for me, 

No, my Panlings, | rely on thee : 

What then muſt Berenice expect ? declare, 

Will Rozre be gentle to her, or ſevere ? 

My happineſs is plac'd in her alone. 

Now they have rais'd me to the Imperial Throne, 
Where on my head continual cares muſt fall, 

Will they deny me what may ſweeten all ? 

Paul. Her vertues they acknowledg and deſert 
Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Roman heart : 

But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone withſtands 
All which her beauty and her worth demands. 
In R»-7e the Law has long unalter'd ſtood, 
Never to mix it's race with (trangers blood. 

Tit, It 1s a ſi2n they are capricious grown, 
When they deſpiſe all vertues but their own. 

Paul. Julizs, who firſt ſubdued her to his Arme, 
And quite had filenc'd Laws with Wars alarms, 
Burning for Cleopatra's loves to Fame 
More jult fled trom her eyes, and hid his flame. 

Tit. But which way from my heart ſhall I remove, 
So long eſtabliſhr and deep rooted love ? 

Paul, The Confli& will be difficult I gueſt, 

But you your riſing ſorrows mult ſuppreſs; 
Who can a heart that's not his own controu| ? 
Her preſenee was the comfort of my Soul. 
Tit. Afrer a thouſand Oaths confirm'd in tears, 
Bwwhich I vow'd my ſelf for ever hers, 
J hop'd with all my Love and all her charms, 
” Atlaſt to have her in my longing Arms. 
but now I can ſuch rare perfeQtions crown, 
And that my love's more great than overgrown, 

hen 1n one hour a happy Marriage may 

Ot all my five years vows the tribute pay- 
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i go Panlings----+- how my heart does riſe. 

Paul. Whether? 

Tit. To part for ever from her eyes, 

Thol requir'd th'afſliſtance of thy zeal, 

[To cruſh a paſſion that's ſo hard to quell. 
My heart had of it's doom reſolv'd before, 
Yet Berenice docs (till diſpute the war. 

The conqueſt of ſo great a flame muſt coſt 
Conflicts, in which my foul will oft betoſt. 

Paul. You tn your birth for Empire were defign'd, 
And to that purpoſe Heav'n did frame your minds 
Fate in that day wile providence did fhew, 

. -Fixivg the deſtiny of Royre in you. 

Tit. My youth rejoyc'd in love and glorious wars, 
But my Remains of life muſt waſte in cares. 

Rome, my new Conduct , now obſerves 'twould be 
Both ominous to her,and mean 1n me, 

It inmy Dawn of power to clear my way 

To happineſs, I ſhould her Laws deſtroy : 

No, I've relo!v'd or't, Love and all ſhall goz 
Alas! it muſt, fince Rowe will have it ſo. 

But how ſhall I poor Bererice prepare? 

Paul. You muſt reſolve to go and viſit her, 
Sooth her ſad heart, and on her patience win, 
Then by degrees----- 

7tt. But how ſhall I begin ? 
Oh my Paulin, I have oft deſipn'd 
To ſpeak my thoughts, but (till they ſtay'd behind. 
I hop'd as ſhe diſcern'd my troubl'd Breſt, 

She might a httle at the cauſe have gueſt 3 

But nought ſuſpefting, asI weeping lay, 

With her fair hand ſhe'd wipe the tears aways 
And in that miſt never the loſs perceiv'd 

Ot the ſad Heart ſhe had too much believ'd ; 
But now a hiriner conſtancy I take, 

Either my heart ſhall vent its grief; or break. 
I thought to have met Antiochxs, and here 
Ail I e're lov'd lurrender'd to his care. 

1 o morrow he conducts her to the Eaſt, 

Aud now I goto High, and look my laſt. 


Pax. 
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Pzvl. I ne're expected tefs from that Renown, 
Which ail your Actions muſt with glory crown. * 
Tit. How lovely's glory, yet how cruel too ! 
How much more fair and charming were ſhe now, 

Ifthrough eternal dangers to be won ! 
So 1 might ſtill call Berenice my own. 
In Nero's Court where I was bred, my mind 
By that example to all ills mclirn'd, 
The looſe wild paths of pleaſures I purſu'd, 
Till Berenice firſt taught meto be good. 
She taught me Vertue, but oh ! curſed Rowe /? 
The good I oweher, muſt her wrong become. 
For ſo much Vertue and Renown ſo great ; 
For all the Honourl did ever get : 
Her for whoſe ſake alone, I fame purſu'd, 
I muſt __ pleaſe the Multitude. | 
Pax.” You cannot with Ingratitude be charg'd, 
You haye the bounds of Paleſtine enlarg'd. 
Event Ewphrates, her wide power extends; 
So many Kingdomes Berenice commands. 
Tit. Weak Comforts. for the Griefs muſt on her dwell ! 
| know fair BeFerice, and know too well 5 
To prong ſhe ſo little did incline, 
Her heart ask'd never any thing but mine. 
Let's talk no more of her , Pawulinws. 
Paul. Why ! 
Tit. The thought of her, but ſhakes my conſtancy, 
Yet inmy heart if doubts already riſe, 
What will it do whenI behold her eyes? 


| Enter Kutiliws. 
Ratil. Sir, Berenice defires admittance here---- 
Tit, Palins — Oh! 


Paul, Can you already fear ? 
SO ſoon are all your reſolutions ſhook ? 


Enter Berenice, Phenicia and attendants. 
Tit. | have nopower to look. 
Ber. Sir, ben't diſpleaſed, that I thus far preſume, 
It isto pay my gratitude come. 
Whilſt all the Court aſſembled in my views 
Admire the Favour you on me beſtow 3 £7 


NowsSir,'s thetime--.- | Ex. Et. 


It 


Wn 
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It were unjuſt, ſhould I remain alone, 
Silent, as though I had a ſenſe of none. 
Your mourning 's done, and you from griefs are free. 
Are now your own, , and yet not viſit me? 
Your preſent of new Diadems I wait. 
Ol! give me more content , and leſs of ſtate. 
Give me a word, a ſigh, a look at leaſt, 
In thoſe th' Ambition of my Soul 1s plac't. 
Was vour diſcourſe of me when I arriv'd? 
Was I ſo happy may it be believ'd? 
Speak, tell me quick, 1s Berenzce ſo bleſt; 
Or was I preſent to your thoughts at leaſt? 

Tit. Doubt it not, Madam, by the Gods I ſwear't ; 
T hat Berenice 18 always 1n my heart. 
Nor time, nor abſence, can you thence remove. 
w_ _ all yours, and you alone I love. 

. You vow your Love perpetual and fincere, , 

Par * tis with a ſtrange coldneſs that. you ſwear. 
Why the juſt Gods to witneſs did you call ? 
I don't pretend to doubt your faith at all. 
In you I truſt, would only from you live 3 
And what you fay I ever mult believe. 

Tit. Madam ! 

Ber. Proceed : Alas, whence this ſurprize ! 
You ſeem confus'd to turn aw: ay your eyes. 
Nothing but trouble in your face I find 
Does ſtill a Fathers death afflit your mind ? 

Tit. Oh, did my Father good Yeſpaſtur live! 
How happy ſhould [I bel > Joe 

Ber. Ah, ceale to grieve! 
Your tears, have reverenc't his mem'ry now. 
Cares are to Kozre, and your own glory due. - 
A Father you lament, a feeble grief, 
Whilſt for your abſence I find no re! tek, 
But ini your preſence only take delight, 
E _ ſhalt dye, if but debarr'd 'your ſight. - 

. Madam, what is it that your griefs declare ? 

W] -A time d' you chouſe? For pitty s ſake forbear. 
Your Bountics my Ingratitude prochaim, 

B:r. You can do nothing that deſerves that name 5 
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70 Sir, you never can ungrateful prove. 
or ri bo fond, and tire you with my Love. 
Tit. No Madam ! No, my heart (ſince I muſt (peak) 
Wis nere more full of Love or half ſo like to break. 


But----* 
gcr. What? 
Tit. Alas! 
Ber. Proceed. 
Tit. The Empire Rome----- 
Ber, Well. 
Tit. Oh, the diſmal ſecret will not come---- 
Away Panlings, ere I'm quite, undone. 
\ly Speech forſakes me and my heart's all ſtone. 
- [ Ex. Tit, Paul. 
Fer. So ſoon to leave me, and in trouble too ? 
Titzs how have I this deſerv'd from you? j 
What have I done, Phenicia? tell me, ſpeak. 
Phan. Does nothing to your memory appear : 
That might provoke him--.- ? 
Ber. By all tha'ts to me dear, 
Since the firſt hour I ſaw his face, till now, 
Too much of Love, 1s all the guilt ] know. 
Thus filence 1s too rude, and racks my breaſt, 


In the uncertainty I cannot reſt, 
He knows, Pheniciz, all my moments palt. 
Perhaps he 's jealous of the Syrian King 3 
Tis that's the root whence all this change mult ſpring. 
Titys, this Victory I ſhall not boaſt. 
[ wiſh the Gods would try me to the molt. 
With a more potent Rival, tempt my heart, 
One that would make me greater than thou art. 
Then my dear Titzs, ſhouldſt thou ſoon diſcern, 
Row much for thee I all mankind would ſcorn. 
es £0, Phenicia, with one gentle word 
He will be ſatisfied, and I reſtor'd : 

« My Injur'd truth by my complyance find, 

* And if he has a heart he, muſt be kind. 

Exennt Onnes. 


Ends the firh AF. © 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


——————., 


Ki :-bue 4,4 _— 7 ik — 


Enter Titus, Antiochus and Arlaces, 


Tit. * Ntiochus ! y'have done your Friendſhip wrong, 
In that: y'have kept this Secret hid ſo long, 


What is't that your departure does incite, 

Which not unjuſtly, I may call a Fright? 

Tho on the Imperial Throne I'm plac'd, 

So highly ſeem with Fortunes favour: grac'd 3 

As if the nothing further had to grant : 

I more than ever, do your friendſhip want. 
Ant. Sir, your great kindneſs I ſo well did knoiy, 

I durſt not (ſtay where I' ſo much did owe. 

When firſt Judea heard your loud alarms; 

You made me your Compamon in your arms: 

Nay, nearer to you did' with friendſhip joyns. 

And lodg'd the ſecrets of your Breſt in mine. 

Yet all this gaodneſs but augments my fins. 

For I have falſe and moſt ungrateful been. 
Tit. I can't forget that to your arms alone, 

I owe the half of all I ever: won: 

Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, 

Won frum the Jews when on my fide you fought. . 

To all thofe Purchaſes I lay no claim 

Your heart and friendſhip are my only aim. | 
Ant. My Heart ! my Friendſhip! Heav'n, how you miſtake! 

On my deceipt how weak a gloſs you make! 

When firſt you thought your ſelf of me poſleſt, 

You took a very Serpent to your breſt, | 
Tit. Antiochusy 1 find where thou art ſtung, 

Tell me th? officious Stave that does me- wrong, 

Some baſe Detractor has my Honour ſtain'd, 

And in your eaſte heart a. Credit gain'd. 

Abugd and told you Titus 1s unjuſt 5 

But I will kroy the treacherous Fiend, I muſt. 


Tho 


TITUS and BEKENICE. 


* Tho you unkindly from your friend would run, 

And own th' unjuſtice which you think I've done. 
Ant. Oh Titzs, if I durſt but ſpeak my heart ; 

But *tis a Secret hard from thence to part. 

'Tis not from you, it is from Rome I fly, 

There's a Diſeaſe in'e, I muſt ſhun or dye. 

Seek then no more what's dangerous to know, 

When moſt your friend, I ſhall appear your foe. 
Tit. | either to your heart a ſtranger am, 

Or ſure Artiochns 1s- not the ſame: 

What elſe ſhould make you not your mind declare? 

What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear? 

Ant. If then, what er I utter, you dare hear, 
Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear. 

But arm your heart with Temper; well 'tis this : - 

Tit. Go on, 

Anti. I love the charming Bererice. 

Tit. Hah! 

Ant. Yes, nor was I hateful to her Eyes, 

Till you came on and robb'd me of the prize. - 
When at your Armies head you did appear, 
You ſackt Jeruſalem and conquer'd her. 

Tit- A braver Rival I'd not wiſh to find, - 
Than him that dares be. juſt and tell his mind. - 
So far's Reſentment from my heart remov'd 3 
That Berenice 1s by my friend belov'd. 

That I, Artiochus, the thing exto), 
For ſhe was made to be ador'd by all : 
And happy he that ſhall poſſeſs her 3 

Ant. I rue, . 

But *tis fit none ſhould be ſo bleſt but you, - 
And Berenice for none could be deſign'd, 

But him that's the Delight of all Mankind. 

A is for this cauſe to Syria I repair, 

For when you *re bleft no envy ſhould be near. 

Tit. O my Antiochns, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
How ſmall's the happineſs in ſtore for me: 

Thou need(t not fear thy Envy, let me have 
Thy fitty and thy aid, *tis that I crave. 


$2 "FIT Siavd BERENTCE. 
My beſt and ,trueſt friend, -you + muſt be ſo, 
For theres: none-fit fort in he World bue you, 
None but: a my: Rival and my 75was heat 
- Is fit to ſpeak the torments of my mind. * 
In my behalf you Berenice mult (ee. 
Antio. Is that an office, T#s,'fit for 'me? 
Fyc not enough-her! Cruckres TI bear, 
But you muft-too/ſolicite + my deſpair? 
1 ſwore for ever from her to depart 3 
Alas ! and dare not truſt agam my_ heart. 
Your paſſion by another: may' be ſhown, 
41 have enough -to do. te rule my own. | 
- Tit. Hetharfoe well his own rmsfottunes bears, 
Can beſt inſtrut her how to temper hers. ' 
Nay, my Antiochws, you mult not (tart. 7 
Tknow,by mine, your news will ſhake her heart, 
For$ muſt too, for ever from her part. 
Antio. You part ? 
Tit. Yes! curſt neceſſity ! 'tis true, 
'She that both conquer'd me and fetter'd youz 
In whom alone I ſum'd up all Delight, 
Muſt'be for ever banifled from my fight. 
Antio. It cannot be.\No Slave: that wears her Chains, 
Ilpon fo eafie terms his Freedom gains. 
Tit. Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
1 can mke Kings, and. can depoſe *em too. . 
The ſtubborr'ſt hearts muſt to: my power bow cy 
And yet I am not Mafteriof. my own. ': - 
Rome that to Kings ſo long'a foe has been, ' 
Will not admit my marriage with the Queen. 
If Berenice to morrow be not gone, 
The Multitude will to» hee! Palace: xuns: . « TY 
And from their rude outragious tougues, {hel hear £ 
The news I dread to tell, and you've” hear. - #' ! 
Antio. Now if my heart was to Revenge all'd; 
How might I trmph'in her” falling Pride? 
To lee hr Cruclties to merepaid, -- 11.49-.. - 
And with 'em all her xx6rter'd ſol aapbraid.. "” 
But, Titzs, I'm more-Jiſty and-vathier :mov"d7 7 
That ev'n, Sir, you dare wrong the thing Ive bed 


» 
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Tit. When I the W's je Power did fit affume, | 
1 firmly ſwore Yuphola the Rights of Romez _ -. 
Should I to follow Love, from Glory fly.” . "+ 00 
Forſake my Throne, in evety Vaſtal eye,” 
How mean and deſpicable muſt ], prove! © - 
An Emperor led about the World by love F 
No, Prince,- the f.tal ſtory ybu muſt tel}, 
And bid from me, poor -Berenice farewel. 
But if the hopes of reigning in my heart 
May any eaſe to her'ſad mind-impart 3 
$wear, friend, by all that to my Soul is dear; 
Entire I will preſerve her ever there. . 
Mourning at Court, and more exiPd than ſhe, 
My Reign but a long Baniſhment ſhall be, 
From all thoſe Joys that wait on Pomp and Power. 
To morrow ſhe her journey hence muſt "take, 
And fo I all that &r I lov'd, forſake. 
Her to your Care and Conduct I commend, . 
For tho my Rival as a King and Friend, 
The deareſt Treaſure I dare with you truſt; - 
' Antio. St, do -not tempt me, leſt I prove unjuſt : - 
Her charms that made me my_own Fame forgo, 
Will be too apt to, make me falſe to you. | 
Tit. No more; .I know thee, have thy Honbur try'd,. . . 
Firm (till in Dangers found thee by my ſide. 
Thou knew'ſt my Love, whilſt thine was yet eonceal'd, 
When all thy hopes by my ſucceſs were quell d : EE 
Even at that times thou didlt no-falſhood ſhow, [ Exit. Titts- 
And wilt not wrong me. on advantage now; . 
Antio. No, I'le not ſee her, neitherdare I goz - + 
Toofoon from others her hard lot ſhel knony. - 
Doſt. thou not think het Fate's enough ſevere, | 
Unleſs that I th? unwelcome Meſſage bear ? © | ; 
[ yho'm her. hate, enough have-felt before, 
nd need not ſeek new ways to purchaſe more. . 
Arſa. See, ſhe approaches, now the Coward play, - 
And when you Ke: haye -Conquer'd run: away. - 
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Antio. or guar 250 | | 
Ber. My Lord, 1 ou. are not gone, 
"Perhaps ts me alone that you -would ſhun. 

Antio. 'You came not here Antiochws to find, 
The viſit to another -was delign'd.. 

Ceſar , and 'tis on'bim-the blame muſt light, 
Ifnow my preſence here offend your fight. | 
Th' are his Commands, are guilty of the ln : 
It may be elſe 1 had 'at 0ſtia been. | 

Ber. His friends are always with his preſence Grac'd, 
'Tis I alone that cannot be ” bleſt. ,, 

Antio. Too murh his prejudice upon you gain'd-: 
'*Twas for your ſake Sos I was Trained. 

Ber. For mine ? away, 

Antio. Tyrannich fair , 'tis true, 
He kept me here only to talk of you. 

_ Ber, Of me, my Lord! forbear this courtly art, 
'Y* are brave and ſhould not mock an eaſie heart. 
In my diſtreſs, what pleaſure could you ſee ? 

Alas ! or what could Tits ſay of me? 

Antio. Better a thouſand times than T can tell, 
So firm a paſſion in his heart does dwell: 
When you are nam'd, he's from himſelf transform'd, 
And every way betrays how much he's charm'd. 
Love in his face does like a Tyrant riſe, 


Ang Majeſty *s no 1 in his eyes. 
Bar there are thitigs behind I' dare not ſpeak - 


For at the news'your tender heart would break. 
Ber. How Sir? | 
Antio. Ere night the truth of what I've ſaid youl know, 
And then,I doubt not, Juſtifie me too. | 
Farewell. 
Ber. Oh, Heaven what can this Language mean ! J 
- :You ſee before your eyes a wretched Queen. - | 
Sir, of my quiet, if you have ſuch care, 
Or if my ſelf your- eyes held ever dear, 
Diſpel this miſt of trouble from my Soul. 
Aztio. Madam, your ſelf excuſe, 


'For your own fake it is that I refuſe. _ 
Twill not be long before the donbt's remov'd. 

Ber. You told me once Artiochns,; you lov'd 5 
But ſure'twas only that you might; berray; 

-Or elſe you more would -fear to diſobey. 

Antio. I diſobey you, ask my'life and try, 
How gone I for your ſake can dye. 

It would by far, be the more welcome fate. 
Then now to ſpeak, and ever gain your hate. 

Ber. No Sir, you never ſhall'my hatred find, 
'Tis my deſire, and*you muſt be fo kind. 

Will you? --- ' | 8 

Antio. Heaven this'conſtraint is worſe than death, 
You drive, and will not give me time to breath. 
Oh, Madam ! put me too no further pain. * 

Ber. Muſt I then ever 'beg, and beg in vain? 
Hence forward Prince, either the truth'relate, 
Forbear or be aflur'd for ever of my hate. 

Antio. My heart was always yours, and is ſo (till: 
For ever muſt depend upon your Will. 

I wiſh another way, your power you'd try'd: 
But you 're reſoly'd, and muſt be ſatisf'd 3 

Yet flatter not your felf, I ſhall declare, 

Thoſe horrors which perhaps you dare not hear. 
You cannot but believe I know; your heart, 

Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender'(t part. 
Titzs has told me. SEES 

Ber. What? fear no Surprize. 

Antio. That he muſt part for ever from your eyes. 

Ber, We part |can things another nature take? 

Or Titzs ever-Berenice forſake ? dog , 

Antio. Perhaps 'tis ſtrange that I ſhou'd tell youlo, 
But you ſhall- and -{'ll' do tm Juftice tOO, | 
FVhat ever in a heart both kind and great * 

Love with deſpair-moſt dreadful could create. ' 

I ſaw in his he weep's, laments, and more, 

Then ever dos fair Beredfbe' adore. © \. ©. 
But what avails it, thar ſuch Jovehe ſhows? | © | 
A Queen ſuſpefted to Rows Enipite grows. -''* | 
| And Tits cannot with her Laws diſpence, 

Far therfeore *tis you mult be en OR 
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26 TITUS and BERENICGE. 
* Ber. What do I hear, alas Phenicia! | 
Antio. Nay, to morroy is. your laſt and utmoſt day, 
In bearing this the Courage well you'l prove 
Of that great haughty Soul which feorn'd my love. 
Ber. Wil Tit#s leave his Bererice forlorn 2+ | 
He who ſo many Oaths, fo oft hath ſworn ? 
Ile not believe't , his love and faith's more ſtrong, 
I'm ſure he's guiltleſs and you do him wrang. 
| This is a ſnare to diſunite us lad, + 
Tit#sz. thou: lov'ſt me, doſt not wiſh me dead-.. 
No, ſtrait I'le ſee him, and ſecure all fear. 
Let's go. | 
Antio. Too well you may behold him- here 5 
Ber. Too well you wiſh it. to perſwade it, Naz - 
In this your baſe degenerate Soul _ (how. 
When you no other ſtratagem could. find, 
T' abuſe my heart you would betray your friend. 
How e're he prove, Know I your fight abhor, 
And from-this minute never fee me more. 
Antio. Oh Berenice | temorſele(s cruel fair | 
Born only for my torment. and deſpair, 
Was it Or this 1o faithfally I ſery'd ? 
Is this the recompence I have deſerv'd > 
I-who for you did all Ambition wave, 
And left a Kingdom to become your Slave. 
Curſe on my Fatel.. © 
Ber. If *re my heart you priz'd, 
You never had this cruelty deyie'd. 
Never to work my Torment, been thus boldz 
And ſo Triumphantly the ſtory told. 


Away Phenicia. no more []'le hear bim ſpeak. . b. 

, ; "£.:50792 | EX. Ber. Pha. t 
Antio. Now, my Arſaces,. would my heart but breaks. © © 

But yetI. hope in part I've freedam won. | | 

And what love would not, by. her hate fb'as done- XN 
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me cruelly, and let her gos 
- er and Repoſe none too, 
For ever tO my eyes a ſtranger be, 


learn't to ſcorn as well as ſhe. 
| [Exennt. FS 
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ACTHIL SCENE IL 


Enter Berenice #n diſorder. 


To ſee the perjur'd 77t&, twiceltry'd. 

Twice for admittance to him begg'd in vain - 
Nor is Phenicia yet return'd again. 
Phenicia has no anſwer to bring back. 
Inrgateful Titzs will not hear her ſpeak : 
But hides himſelf and from my fury flyes-: 
Nor will have ſenſe, though Berenice dies. [_ Exter Phanice. 
Phenice, Well, my Titws haſt thou feen ? 
What will he come and make me live agam? 

Phe. Madam, the Emperar 't. Jonedid finds 
And ſaw in his the trouble of your mind; | 
I ſaw the tears he would have hid run down. 

Ber. But was he not aſham'd 'they ſhould'be fhown-s 
Look't he not as he thought his Love diſgrace? 

And was not all the Emperar in his fac 

Phe. Doubt it not, Madanz, he will ſoon be: here, 
/ But wherefore will you this diforder- wear 2. 

/ Tour riffd dreſs let me in order-place, 
And theſe diſhevel'd locks that hide your face. 

Ber, Forbear, Phenice, let it all alones  ' 
No, he ſhall ſee the triumph be has wang + + 7 
How vain thoſe fooliſh orngnients maſt prove x - + 
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'Ber, || Of my wrong too well am fatisfied ; 
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If neither faith nor. tears nar means can move k I" 


Enter Antiochus, Arſaces. — 


Oh, my unruly ſorrows /*' Oh, my fears | i 
Who's here? © 
Antio. Arſaces, Berenice 1n tears 
Ber. Artiochws |'Phenice, let's away, 
To let him ſee my torments I'le not ſtay. [ Ex. 
Antio. Now whither's all my refolutions gane 2 
Arſaces, who could feet andbe his own 7 © 
I ſaid I'd never ſee her face again : 
But come and find my boaſtings all were vain 
Seeing her ſufferings, all her ſcorn forget, 
And loſe at once my vengeance and-my hate. . 
VVretched Antiochas I with how much' care 
And labours, my own miſchiefs I prepare ! 
How poorly all my-injuries have bora !. = 
Hopeleſs, undone and to my felf a ſcorn, 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am-_ 


Enter Titus Attended. 


Tit. 'T was cruel notto ſee her, Oh my heart! 
And-now I go to: ſee -her,, bntito part. 
Autilizs, fty and ſooth the' Queens: deſpair, 

And for our meeting Berenice prepare. 

Antio. What have you dcnesSir ? Berenice will dye - 
I ſaw her hence with hair diſhevel'd fly. URIENTOS 
'Tis only you her fury can ſurceaſe. A 
When e're- you .'re nam'd ſbe's inſtantly at peace. 

Her eyes ſtill bent to your apartment were, 
And every moment ſeem'd to wiſh'you near. - 
Tit. Antiochw,; albſt me what to dv. 
I'm not prepar'd, for the fad Interview. - © - 
I have not yet conſulted well mythearts ' © '*: 
And doubt it is not ſtrong enough ' to part. 
Since firſt I took poſſeſhan of the Throne, 
What is it fer my honour have! done>- 
My love and folly only T've difdos'd,;. '- _ 
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I would not have a witneſs of -my. ſhame. . 3s 
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nd not ing but my weakneſſes Expos 'd, 
— —_— days' where are they to be found, 
& much expetted, when this head was Crown'd ? 
Whoſe tears have I dry'd up? or in what face 
Can I the fruits of any good aft*trace?. 
Know I what years Heaven has for me decreed > 
And of theſe few, how few are to ſucceed? 
And yet how many have ſpent in waſlt ! 
But now to honor Ple make greater haſt. 
Alas! 'tis but one-blow and all is paſt. # 


Enter Berenice, preſſing ſrom Rut. and Paul. 


Ber. Let me.alone, your counſels all are weak. - 
See him I muſt, he's here, and I will. ſpeak. 
Has Tits then forſook"the? is it-true ? 
Muſt we too part, does he command ittoo? ' 

Tit. Oh! ſtop the deluge, which fo ficrcely flows -. 
This is no time t' allay each others woes. 
Enough I feel my own afflictions ſmart, 
And need not thoſe dear tears: to damp my heart. - 
But if we neither can our griefs command, 
Yet with ſuch honour let 'em be ſuſtain'd. 
As the whole Wortd--to hear it told ſhall ſmart 3 
For deareſt: Berenice we moſt part. 
And now I would not a diſpute maintain, 
Whether I loy'd, but whether I muſt Reign. 

Ber. Reign-(Cruel) then and fatisfie your pride, 
And for your Cryelties be deifi'd. 
Hlene'r diſpute it farther, I but ſtay'd 
Till T;tz: who ſo many vows had made, - 
Of ſuch a Love as nothing could impair. 
Should come himſelf and tell how falſe they were, 
Now I believ't, enough T've heard you tell, - 
Ad1 am gone-« eternally farewell; 
| Eternally---. Ah, Sir, confider now, 
How harſh that word is and how dreadful too- 
Confider, Oh-the-Miferies they bear, 
That are for ever rob'd. of all that's dear. _ 
From this fad Moment never more to meet; © © 
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30 _TITUS and-BERENIOE 
it for day to dawn, and day to ſet, W_ 
In which 1 muſt not find my hopes ſtill young, 
Nor yet once ſee my Tits all day long? 
Heav'ns how I wildly rave---- to lole- my pains 
On him ungrateful that-my tears diſdains ! 
Of all thoſe days of abſence I ſhall count, 
With him, the number will to nothing mount. 
Tit. Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no-need 
To count the days that ſhall your loſs ſuceed. 
[ hope ere long that you will hear from fame, 
How very wretched and how juſt I am. 
My heart bleeds now, I feel the drops run down 3 
Nor can it be long dying when you »re gone. 
Ber. Ah why, Sir, -muſft we part if this be true? 
My claims to — Tle no more renew. 
Will Rome accept of nothing but my Aeath ? 
Or why d' ye envy me the air you breath? 
Tit. Madam, you are too powerful every way, 
- Shall I withſtand it? no, for ever ſtay. 
"Then I from bliſs muſt always be debarr'd, 
And on my heart for ever keep a guard. 
_ *-With fears through all my courſe of Glory move, 
[Leſt e're aware I loſe my ſelf and Love. 
 Ev'n now my heart is from my boſom ſtray'd, 
And all its {wellings on a ſudden laid, 
Bent thus to you by all Loves ſofteſt pow'rs, 
And only this remembers that 'tis yours. 
Ber. O Titzs, whilſt this charming tale you tell, 
D'ye ſee. the Romans ready to rebel ? 
Tit. How they will look on the affront who knows, 
If once they murmur and then fall to blows: 
Muſt I in Battel juſtifie my Cauſe; 
Or if they ſhould ſubmit and ſet their Laws3 
How muſt I be expos'd another day 3-. - \ 
And for their Patience too how largely pay '! 
With Grievances and wild Demands far curſt, - _ 
Shall I dare plead the Laws that break *em firſt. ? 
Ber. How much 'you are an Emperor now I find, 
- 'Tis plain in your unſteady anxious mind+.:_, - 154 2452066 
| \ | 
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But never value Bererices tears ? 
Tit. Not value*em | Why are you ſo unjuſt? 
Now by the honour of my Father's duſt, 
Heay'n and all the gods that govern there, 
- An me any thing be half ſo dear 
May I be as a Slave, depog'd and ſerve, 
Or elſe fortorn in ſome wild Deſart arv, © 
Till I'm as wretched as my ills deferve. 
Ber.Laws you may —_—— will you for their ſake, 
Into your breſt eternal ſorrows take ? 
Rome has her Priviledges, -bave not you 
Your Int'reſts, your Rights as ſacred too? - 
Say, ſpeak. 
Tit. Alas ! how do you rend my breſt ! 
| know indeed I never can-have reſt ; 
And yet the Laws of Rowe I cannot change, 
Do, break my heart and take your full Revenge. 
Ber. How weak a Guard does now your Honor keep! 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep | 
Tit. I grant it, I phiror” a I do, 
I weep, alas! 1 figh and. tremble too, 
For when to Empire firſt I did attains 
Rome made,me ſwear 1 wonld her Rights maintain. 
I did, and muſt perform what Fthen vow'd, 
Others before me to. the Yoke have bow'd:- 
And *tis their Honor: yet in leaving yous- 
All their Auſtereſt Laws I ſhall out-do. 
And an Example leave ſo brave and great; 
ara ſhall ever _ imitate. £ 
« 10 your Barbarity there's nothing hard, 
Go on, and Infamy” be your reward. » 
Long fince my fears your: falſbood had diſplay'd; 
Nor, would 1 at your Sate have longer ſtay'd. 
Would I the baſe Tndigyities had bornz 
Of a rude People, |publick Hate. and corn? 
No, to this breach I would have fpurr'd you on, 
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No'lotger ſhall the fear of me prevail; 
Alas! you muſt not think to hear-me rail; 
Or Heav'n invoke, its vengeance to prepare 3 
No, for if Heav'n vouchſafe to hear my Pray'r, 
'T beg no memory may there-remain, 
- Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. [ Kneels, 
But the ſad Berenice before ſhe dies, 
'Is ſure to have Revenge if you have eyes. 
Nor, Tits, need I go to hind it far, 
"No further chan that heart, I have it there :[ Points to bis breſt, 
"Within your ſelf ſhall riſe your dreadfulÞſt foe; | 
My paſt Integrities, my 'Torments now 3 | 
\V'Vhich you, ungrateful-perjur*d Man, have bred, 
My blood which in your Palace I ſhall ſhed. 
Sufficient terrors to your Soul ſhall give, 
And'*tits to-them that my Revenge T'll leave. 
 [ Exit furiouſly 
'Pex!. Thus, Sir, at leaſt the Conqueſt you have won, 
The Queen you ſees contented to be gone. 
Tit. Curſe on thy Rowan Rudeneſs, that canſt ſee 
' Such tears, unmov'd, and mock ſuch Miſery !. 
-Oh! I am loſt, and *s in vain to firive, 
It Bererice dies, I cannot hve. | 
Fly and prevent that Fate to which ſhe's gone. F 
Bid her but live, tell her the World's her own, © [Exit Ru 
Paul. Sir, if I might adviſe, you ſhould not ſend, 
Rather command her women to attends 
They better can her Melancholy chear 3 
The worlt is paſt, and now *tis mean to fear. 
I ſaw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough heart but very hardly ſcap'd, 
Yet look a little farther and you'l find 
That ſpite of all your fortune yet is kind. W 
What triumphs the whole V Vorld prepares, you'll ſee, © - 
And then hereafter think how great be. ; 
Tit. VVho for Barbarity would be ador'd! 
I hate my ſelf, -Nero fo- niach abhor'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom T'bluſti toname'3 
VVas never half fo cruel as 7 am. 


. 
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' No, I'll purſuethe, Queen, ſhe loves me ſtill 
Ld lH me when at her feer I kneel: e 
Let's go, and let pred Rome ſay what it will. 
paul. How Fir? © © WOES” NR 
Tit. By Heav'n T know not what I ay : 
' Exceſs of Sorrow drives my mind aſtray. 

Paul. O follow where your full Renown does lead, 
Your laſt adieus. Report abroad has ſpread. ®. 
Rome that did mourn, does now new triumphs frame, 
The Temples fame with Offerings to your name : 
The people wild m the applauſe y'have won 
With Laurel Wreaths to crown, your Statues run. 

Ti. By that their Salvage natures they betray, 
For ſo wild beaſts roar o'r their murder'd prey. 
VVho would have ſenſe the ſweets of power to prize ! 
Since moſt in danger when we highelt riſe: 


For who by Greatneſs e'r- did happy grow ? 

. None but the heavy: Slave-1s truly -1o. 

,*"VVho travels all his life in one dull road, 

' _ And drudging on in quiet, loves his load. '- | + | 
Seeking no farther than rhe needs of Life, * C 


Knows what's his .own, and ſo exempt from (trife. 
And cheriſhes his homely carefal wife: . ; 
Lives by the Cled, and thinks of 'nothing higher 3 
Has all, becauſe he cannot muck Yefire:: © | 
Had I been born fo low, 1 had bleſt 
Of what I love, without controul poſleſt. 
Never had Honour: or Ambition knows, | 
Nor ever to be Great, had been undone. o; FIEY 
an Path 794 [ Shout within. 
Paul. The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with their ſtate, | 
I'th' name of all the Empire for yow wait, + 
They'r follow'd too by at impatient throngs 
| VVho ſeern'to murmur, you-delay lo long. 


Tit. Toyle me no more, diſperſe that clamarous Rout . 


Tell 'emthey ſhall ao more haye, cauſe to doubt 3 
The Queens departure they'll to morrow fee,. . 
And me as wretched as.they'd have me be. 


Take this Pauline :- bear-it to the Queen, [WPriteron aTubbr. . 


| For ſhould ,we meet,.I muſt relapſe again; 
I h've bid” hgr here eternally adieu, 
Stay while ſhe reads. it, and her troubles view, c 
And bring me faithful word, as thou art true, 
Hold ! oh my Heart !' yet go, it it muſt be done, 
For what's neceſſity, we cannot ſhun. 
Would I had. neyer known what 'tis to: live, 
Or a new Being to-my ſelf could give. 
Some monſtrous' and unheard of Shape now find, 
As Salvage, and as Barbarous as my mind. 
Antiochns | 


Enter Antiochus, Attendants, Arſaces.. 


Ant. My laſt Adieu.to pay, : © 
I come, and dare in Rove no longer ſtay. 
My griefs, and my aftliitions, grow 1o-high 5 
If not by/abſence flacken'd, 'I muft dye. 


Tit. What reafon have:the happy to:repine * . 


Now Berernice- for ever will þe thine: 

VVith all her charms receive her to. thy breſt, 

And be of all I ever lov'd, poſleſt. 

- Ant. It 1s beneath you Sir, to mock my pain-: 

] ever kneel to Berexice. again |. 9. 
No, ſhouhl I: ſtay to ſee you when you part, 

Tho I'am.ſure the fight would break my heart, - 
Yet ſhe, as ſtill my prayers have been deny'd;. 
Tho I but beg'd one blefling ere 1 dy'd, 

Even then with ſcorn would.throw-me from her fide. 

Tit-Oh Heavea | (he's entring, from her Charms lets fly, 

I'know my weaknels ; if I ſtay, I dye. 


. 
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TITUS'and BERENICE: 


Meet , and prevent her: — 


[8x. Titus. 
Enter Berenice, &c. 


Fer. How - he hafts away ! 


Jograteful ! Deareſt Perjur'd Tizew, ſtay. [kneel 


Affiiftions catch him, great as thoſe I bear. 

My Lord, at laſt I have receiv'd my Doom : 

Tis ſeal'd3, but ere I part from you and Rowe, 

I ask, and [your _ would. receive: 

Can you the wrongs which 1 have done, forgive? 
- 


Ant. I never any Injuries did find; = 


No, Berenice has always been too "kind. 
With one ſoft word, how ſuddenly I'm loſt, 
And have no fenfe of my diſgraces paſt '! 
But muſt I then for ever loſe you v3 | 
I am no Rowner,. nor was cre your foe. % 
No, rather here continue, and be Great, 
Whilſt I live ever hopeleſs at' your feet. 

Bey, Should I ſtay here and my, wrongs tamely bear 
From him that Chuns, and flies me every where £ 
I have a nobler mind, and you ſball fee. 

I can diſdain and ſcorn as much a&he 
For tho 'tis true, I never can be yours3 _ 
Both Rome and him my heart this hour Sjures. 

Ant. To banifh him your heart, whilſt you prepare, 
VVhat will you do with all the Love that's there? 
There's no one Mortal can deſerve it all, 

And ſure 'a little to my ſhare might fall. 

Ber. Oh of that Kill 


heart. " b 2 
'for him; 


And bear it nobly 260? ho#/ can it Be 
T* your ſelf fo Juſt,' and Yet fo Hard 
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46: TITUS and BEREN TCE.- 
Ber. What cruel ſtorms, and fierce allaults you make, 
To batter down a þeart you cannot take | Bs. 
Till you have broke it. -Will you not give or? 
No, rather let me goy and hear no more. A 
Antio.. O ſtay, ſince of the Viftory you are [eeure, Þ 
Pitty the pains and anguiſh I endure 3 [Kneels 
In wounds which you and none but you can-cure. 9. 
Look back, whilſt at your. feer my ſelf T cafty: 
And think the. ſigh thar's coming 1s my laſt. 
My heart it's ſad eternal farewell takes ; 
Be but ſo kind to fee” me' when it breaks. 
” Ber. Riſe, riſe my Lord. The Emperor's return'd.. 
. Congutt me henee, let me not more be ſcorn'd.. 


- 
+* - 


Futer Titus.. 


Tit. How am I loſt.! reſolve on what T will, 
* Spite of my (elf I wander this way ſtill. —_ 
Why would you Berenice my preſence ſhun # | 
Ber: No | Ile hear nothing, I've refoly'd, on flight, 
And will be gone. Why come you in my fight 2 
Why come.,you thus. t'exalperate my deſpair ?. 
Are you yet not content ? I know you are.” 
Tit. If ever yet my heart was dear: to 'yours3- 
By all our plighted vows, thgſe ſofteſt houts. 
In which. for ever to be true T ſwore, - 
L beg that you'd affordyme yet one more. _.* - 
Ber. I till to. morrow hi your leave to ſtay 3 
But my reſolves. are - to be gone to, day. 
And I depart. Ms o 
Tit; No journey muſt yau take. | 
Would you poor Tits in his griefs forfak8 > 


No! Stay---- | RY | Hoe” 
l ” 48 1 '1I #17 | 7 
| wand are.. vom " © Rom * 
\ So a 
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Bey. I ſtay ! Ungratcful EX 
For what? a Peoples rude, a 


. That with the,ſound, of, my- misfortune. rend © 
The Clouds, and ſhouts to:Heaven in Vollys ſend ? 


Does not their cryel, joy yet. 


| ch your ears, 
Whilſt I alone Ferment, my T&lf in tears 7 
By what offence of crime.are they thusmov d?. _-. 
Alas | what have I done, but too mach Lov'd > 


, 


Tit. 


ever thought your: conſtancy. more ſtrong... 
= believ'd yenr heart ſo: weak” could 
Whole powerful charms had cliptivated me. 
$ Ber. All that 1 fee diſtraction does create, 
| Theſe. rich \Apartments and this Pompous State, 
Theſe Places where I ſpent my happieſt hours, - 
And plighted all my Vows, falſe Man; to yours. 
+ All, as moſt vile Impoſtors I deteft, 
How ſtrangely, Titww, might -we have been bleſt ! 


Tit. This art to torture ſouls. where did- you learn? 


Or was it in your-nature with you-born > - 
. Oh Feteiice how you deftroy me !- 


Atendants, bring your Chair-nearcr- - - 


Ber. No, 
Return and to yourfamous Senate goz 
That for your cruelties applaud you fo. - - 
Have you not honour to your fall delight ? 
Have you not promis'd to/forget me quite? - 
'What* more inexpiation can you do? 
Have you not ever {wornito hate me too? 

Tit. Can you do ”y thing to make 'me hate ? - 
Or can I ever Berenice. forget 2” | 
This har@ ſufpition' was- unjuſtly--urg'd, 
'Gainſt a poor heart too much before ſurcharg'd. : 
Oh Madam ! know 'me better, and recall'- 
The wrong, ſince-firſt 1 at your feet did fall, . ' * 
Count all the ſingle days 'and mmutes paſt, - 
Where in my ron my defires I'preſt. 
And at this time: your greateſt Conqueſt know, 
For you were -never fo beloy'd as now. . - 
Nor ever--—- - $072 TE 

Ber. Still your Love you'd ' hiye' me own, 


Yet you your ſelf command m6'to be _ par 


Is my deſpair: fo charming to''your - 
D' you think the tears 1 ſhed are all too- few ? 

Of ſuch a heart, 2 vain return you'make, | FS $3 
No never-call thoſe \deavi'Ldea's back./  - ' 

But ſuffer me: imbis' behef' eo reſts 7 
That ſecretly, long| finee--exil'd your breaſt, 
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Tit. D'you mind the voice' of an ourragious throng ? © 


48 TITVS and BERENTCE. 

I only from a faithleſs wretch' depart, « * 

And one that never lays the loſs to heart. 

If you had Lov'd me, this had nere been ſent, 

Here you have commanded mEto baniſhment. [opens the T4111, 

What wondrous Love you bear me this doth ſhow. 

Read,vread, uograteful, read and let me go.[ Gives him the Tabelyo 
Tit. You ſhall not go, 1 have not given conſene, 

Nor will I ever to your baniſhment. 

Your crael reſolution I deſcry, 

To be reveng'd of me you ſeek to dye. 

And then of all I love, except the pain, 

Nought but the ſad remembrance will- remain. 

Antiochus | be thou a witneſs here Ber, forks down in 

Of all my miſery and my deſpair. . 3 4 Chaixr. 
Antio. Deſpair's a Theam I only underſtand ; 

You , if you will, your wiſhes may command. 

Such Beauty ready for poſſeſſion ſee, 

And leave that ugly bag Deſpair, to me. 

Antio. Behold choſe eyes how dull and dark they grow! 
Madam , when at your feet I fall thus low, [Kmeels. 
Vouchſafe my ſad afflitions to believe; 

Alas! 'ris all the eaſe I'm like to have. 
en firſt the dreadful minute I beheid 5 
That by my duty and'the Laws compel'd, » 
I found it forc'd that you muſt hence depart. 
Though nothing e're can baniſh you my heart. - 
'Twas then my foul had -firſt a ſenſe of fears, 
Foreſeeing your reproaches.and your tears. 6 It 
| then expetted, Madam, all the weight 
Of woes that can on worſt misfortunes light. 
But whatſoever fears oppreſt my heart, 
[ find I but foreſaw the leſler part. 
I thought my vertuenot ſo apt to bow 
And am aſham'd 'tis thus tntangled now. | 
Ber. Let me alone and vex my ſoul no more, 
You of your- vertue -ta}k't enough before. 
Urge it not ſtill ro aggravate my ſhame, F360 
V Vhen Crown'd with conqueſt fromthe wars you came; -': © 
I know you brought me but. to. fill, your lanes 1 751412: 34a 
For elſe the triumph bad not, been 6amplete. | 
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TITUS: and BERENICE . a5 
Tit. Since. you have then reſolv'd : It ſhall be fo. 
And judg by this #f yare beloy'd or n6. | 
No longer Torments on - my ſoul ſhall -prey, 
Since I to freedom ſee ſo brave a'way 3 
A way by more than one great Roman ſhown; 
Who ,- whentheir Miſery's had preſt 'em down; 
Propt from within , ſhook off with-life,the weight, 5 offers #o- 
And thus fell nobly., grapling- with their: fate. Moab kLimfſelf; 
Ber. Oh ſtay ! to wrong me more what way dy'e take? 
Would Titzs die for Berenices: lake? 
I ſee the blow you cruelly prepare 
To wound that brealt where I, you ſay, have ſhare. - 
To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done, 
No, rather ſtrike this heart, that's all your own. - 
Tit. Beſt of thy ſex !. and deareſt,” now I (ee. 
How poor is Empize when . compar'd to. thee... 
Hence ye, perplexing Cares, that clog a brain, . | 
Whilſt ſtruck with extaſie, I here fall dowo... [ Kneels + - 
Thus at your feet a. .happy proſtrate had, 
. Fm much more bleſt than if the world 1 ſwaid. - 
Ber. Now the bleft Berenice enough has ſeen : [ Kneels- 
I thought your Love had: quite extinguiſht been: . 
But 'twas my. ezzor,, for: you ſhll are true. 
Your heart is troubled, and your tears TI view. - 
Ev'n my worſt ſufferings much o'repaid I ſee, 
Nor ſhall th' unhappy world be curſt for me, 
Nothing fince firſt 'twas yours, my love wou!d ſhake, 
So abſolute a Conqueſt did you make. 
But. now Tle bring it to the utmoſt teſt, 
And with one fucal A& crown all the reſt. 
Tif. Hah! tell me Berenice what will you do? 
Ber. Far from your ſight and Rome for ever: go : 
I have reſoly'don't, and it ſhall be ſo. | 
Tit, Antiochis |1-'m born to be undone; 
When 1 the greateſt conqueſt thought thave won : | 
Ev'n mn my nobleſt rac T am out-rnmm.” > Hr 
But thou wer't always gen'rous, always kind; 
Your inlarg'd Kingdom ſhall to hers be joyn'd- 
Aud now how much you are my” faithful friend 3 


co TITUS and BERENICE 
In bemg ſo to her, you't beſt expreſs. 
Never forſake her in fad diſtreſs. | ®- 
Where e're ſhe goes, for ever with her be. 
And ſometimes in my abſence ſigh for me. 
Antio. Arſaces | on thy boſome let me lye, 
V'Vhilſt I but take one laſt dear” look, and die. 
Ber. No live : and by a generous ſtrife out-de 
Us both, and of your fear be conqu'rour' too. 
Farewel. 
Let us all three a rare example prove : 
Ofa moſt tender though unhappy love. 
Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I reſtore. 
Farewell and reign, Ile never fee you more. { Ex. Ber. 
Antio. Oh Heaven! 
Tit. She's gone and all ] valu'd loſt : 
Now Friend, let Rome, of her great Emp'ror boaſt. 
Since they themſelves firſt taught me cruelty, 
Iletry how much a Tyrant I can be. 
Henceforth all thoughts of pitty Ve difown, ' 
And with my arms the Univerſe ore-run. 
Rvb'd of my Love, through ruins purchaſe fame, 
Add make the world's as wretched as I am. 


[ Exenitt Omnes. 
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Cheats of Scapin. 
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AR Firſt. Scene Firlt. 
Enter Oftawian Shift. | Ts 1 | - 


Of. HIS is unhappy News ; Idid not expe& my Pa- 
ther in two Months, and yet you ſay he 15re- 

furn'd already 

$5. Tis but too true. = ; 

0. That he arriv'd this Morning? 

$h. This very Morning. | 

OX. And that he is come witha reſolution to Marry me ? 

Sh, Yes, Sir, To Marry you. 

0. Iamruin'd and undone , prithee adviſe me. 

5b. Adviſe you ? 4 | 
* OR. Yes, adviſe me, Thou art as ſurly.,as if thou really couldft 
do me no good. Speak : Has Neceſſity taught thee no Wit ? 
Haſt thou no Shift? © ._ 

$h, Lord, Sir, I am at preſent very buſie in Contriving ſome 
Trick to ſave my ſelf, I am firſt prudent, and then good natur'd. 

0... Hol will my Father rage and ftorm,when he underſtands 
what things have happen'd nfs abſence? Idread his anger and 
reproaches. | 

Sh, Reproaches | Would1 could bequit of him ſoeafily , me- 
thinks I feel him already on my Shoulders. 

02. Diſ-inheriting is the leaſt I can expe. 
. Sh. You ſhould havethought of this before, and not have fallen 
n Love with I know not whom, one: that you met by chance in 
the Dover.Coach , ſhe is indeed a good ſmug Laſs, but God knows 
what ſhe is beſides , perhaps ſome 
OF. Villain. 
Sh. Ihave done, Sir, Thavedone. 


* 


OF: 
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Of. have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father's anger, ,,, 
now I ſhall be betrayed to want and miſery. 

$h. For my part, I know but one Remedy in our misfortunes, 

O#. Prithee what is it ? 

Sh. You know-that Rogue and arch-Cheat Stepin. 

OF. well, What of im ? * * þ 

$h. There's fot a more ſubtle Fellow breathing, ſo cunniqs 
hecan cheat one newly Cheated , 'tis ſuch a Wheadling Rogye Wl * 
Pl undertake in two hours he ſhall make your Father forgive you 
all, nay, allow you Money for your neceſſary Debauches; 1{zy Ml * 
him in three days, make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymig 
and ProjeQor. | 

OZ. Heis the fitteſt perſon in the World for my Buſineſs, the Ml } 


Impudent Varlet can do. any thing with the peeviſh old May, 
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Prithee go look him out, we'll ſer hima work immediately, : 
Sh. See where he comes— Monſieur Scapin 4 
; Enter Scapin. 


Stap. Worthy Sir ! | 

Sh. I have been giving my Maſter a brief Accountsof thy moſt 
Noble Qualities: I told him, thou 'wert as. Valiant as a ridden 
Cuckold, Sincere as Whores, Honeſt as P:mps 10 want. 

Scap. Alas Sir ! I but Copy you: *Tis youare brave y you ſcorn 
the Gibbets; Halters and Priſons which threaten you, and vakunt- 
ly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. * | 

OF. Oh Scapin ! Tam utterly ruin'd without thy aſhſtance. 

Scap. Why ? What's the matter good Mr. Oftavian ? 

- ©, My Father is this day arriv'd at Dover with old Mr. Grye, 
with a refolution to Marry me. rey 

Scap. Very well. | p 

O#. Thou knoweſt I am already Married ; How will my F4- 
ther reſent my Diſobedience ? I am for everloſt, unleſs thou canſt 
ind ſome means to reconcile me to him. 

Sczp. Does your Father know of your Marriage * 

Of. Tam afraid heis by this time acquainted withit.. @_ 

| Soap. No matter, no matter, all ſhall be well: I am publick-{p!- 
rited ; I love to help diſtrefled young Gentlemen , and t 
p Heav'n I have had good lucceſsenough. 7H 
Oz. Beſides, My preſent want muſt be conſidered, I am we 
bellion without any Money. | tru 
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Cheats of Scapin. 25 


S:ap. 1 have Tricksand Shifts too to get that : Ican cheat upon 
- , but Cheating 1s now grown an ill Trade , yet Heav'n 
be thank'd, there' were never more Cullies and Fools ; but the 
great Rooks and Cheats allow'd by publick Authority, ruin ſuch 
IttleUndertraders as I am. 

04, Well, Get thee ſtraight about thy Bus'neſs : Canſt thou 
make no uſe of my Rogue here ? 6 
Sep. Yes, Iſhall want his aſſiſtance, the Knave has Cunning, 
and may be uſeful... HE” | 

$h. ky Sir, But like other wile Men, I am not over-Yaliant : 
Pra} leave me out of this Bus'nels ; my Fears will betray you, 
you ſhall execute, Tl fit at home and adviſe. 

Scap. Iſtand not in need-of thy Courage, but thy Impudence, 
2nd thou haſt enough of that : Come, come, thou ſhalt along , 
What, Man, ſtand out for a Beating ? That's the worſt can 
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happen. | 
$h, Well, well. 
Enter Clara. 


OF. Here comes my deareſt Clara. | 
_ Cs, Ah me Offaviany Ihear fad News : They lay, your Father 
sreturn'd, 

Of. Alas! 'Tis true, andIam the moſt unfortunate perſon 1n 
the World ; but *ris not my own miſery that I conſider, but yours: 
How can you bear thoſe wants to which we muſt be both reduc'd ? 

Clear, Love ſhall teach me, that can make all things eafie to us, 
which is a fign it is the chiefeſt good : But Thave other Cares ; 
Will you be ever conſtant ? Shall not your Father's Severity con- 
ſtrain you to be falſe? 

Of. Never, my deareſt, never. 

Clar, They that love much, may beallow'd ſome fears. 

Scap. Come, come , we have now no time to, hear you ſpeak 
inetender things to one another : Pray do you prepare toencoun- 
ir with your Father. : Y | 

Cler, I tremble at the thoughts of it. THe | 

$9. You muſt appear reſolute at firſt : Tell him you can live © 
Without troubling him , threaten him to turn Souldier ; or what 
will frighten him worſe, ſay, you'll turn Poet, Come, Fl! war- 
"ant you, we bring him to Compoſition. 
| Of. What would] give 'twere over ? 
| | F 2 Sap. 


36 Cheats of | Scapin. 
Scep. Let us practiſe a little what you afe to do. Suppoſe m: 
your Father, very grave and very angry. 
Of. Well. | | 

Scap. Do you look very careleſly, like a ſmall Courtier uponhis 

Country Acquaintance; a little more ſurlily:---Very well:.Now] 
come full of my Fatherly Authority, 

Octavian, Thou makeſt me weep to ſee thee , but alas theyare 
not tearsof joy,but tears of forrow. Did ever ſo good aFther 
beget ſo lewd a Son? Nay, but tor that Ithink thy Mother Ver. 
tuous , I ſhould pronounce thou art not mine ; /engat-Bird, 
Rogue, Villain, what a Trick haſt thouplay'd me in my abſence? 
Marry'd? Yes: but to whom? Nay that thou knoweſt not. 7! 
warrant you ſome Waiting-Woman corrupted in a Civil Family, 
and reduc'd to one of the Play-Houſes, remov'd from thence by 
{ome Keeping Coxcomb, or 

Cla, Hold Scapin, Hold —— | 

Scap. No offence Lady, I ſpeak but anothers words. 

Thou abominable Raſcal, thou ſhall not have a groat, not 2 
groat. Beſides, I will break all thy bones ten times over —_ 
out of my houſe—Why Sir, you reply not a word, but ftand as 
baſtifully, as a Girl that's examin'd by a Bawdy Judge, abont a 
Rape. 

Ds. Look yonder comes my Father. 

Scap. Stay Shift, and get you two gone, let me alone to manage 
the old fellow. | FExitOF, and Clars, 

Enter Thrifty, 
: Th, Was there ever ſuch a raſh aQion ? | 
- Scap, He has been inform'd of the Bufineſs,and is now fofull 
it, that he vents it to himſelf, 

Th. 1 would fain hear what they can fay for themſelves. 

Scap. We arenot unprovided. [.4t a dftaxce. 

7h. Wil they beſo Impudent to deny the thing? 

Scep. We never intenidit., 

7h. Or will they endeavour to excuſe it ? - 

Scap. That perhaps we may doe. 

7h, But all ſhall bein vain. 

Scep. We" try that. * 

Th. I knowhow to lay that Rogue my Son faft. 
Scap. That we muſtprevenmt. - + 


. 
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7b.And ſar that 's Cadgelling ind 51013" —— bi to death, 
[ will be three Years a Cudgelling him? *: 5 

7h, I wondred he had forgotmeſo | | 

7h. Oh Oh ! Yonder the Raſcat is, that brave Govemour, he 
rutor'd my Son finely. 

Scep. Sw, Tam overjoyed atyour fafe return. /'1-; 

7h. Good morrow Scapin,, indeed you have followed ti try 7 In: 
tructions very exaRly, my Son has behaved himielf very: pru- 
dcntly in my abſence, has he not Raſcal, has he not ? 

$:ap, I hope you ate very well. | 

Th, ery well --- Thou ſfayſt not a word Varlet, thou oo not 
2 wor 

S:ap. Had you a Voyage Mr. Thvifiy? of bail 20m bil 

7h, Lord Sir Py noe: Voyage, pray give : Mak'a little 
_ to yent his Choler, 

Sep, Would you be in Choler Sir? 

7h, Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler. 

Seap. Pray withrwhoim ? 

Th. Withthat confounded Rogue > on | 

Scap.. Upon whar reaſon ? 

7h, Upon what reaſon ? haſt thou got heard rows tath hap 
gram, 7-4 abſcence. 

Scap. f awe hednds littleIdle ſtory. 

7h, Alittle Idle ftory. Quoth a | why Le ECULIAG 

wacy s undone, « 
. Come, come, things have not been well carried , but I 
= adviſe you to make no more of it. 
= Lam not of your opinion, Ile make the whole Town ring 
it, 

Scap. Lord Sir,: I have ſtormed about this buſineſs as much: 
25 you can do for your Heart, but what are we both the bet- 
ter? Itold him indeed, Mr.O#evian, you do not dowellto wrong 
lo good a Father : Tpreached him three or four times aſleep, but 
all would not do,” ly at laſt;,when I had well examined the Buſineſs 
[found you had not ſo much wrong done you as you Imagine. 

"7h. How not wrong done me to have my Son marricd without 
my conlent to a Beggar ! 

Scap. Alas he was ordained to it... 1 

Th, That's fine indeed, we ſhall ſteal, cheat, murder, and ſobe 


hang'd, then fay we were ordained to it. 
S64p, 


8p. Truly I'did natthunk you ſoſubtile a Phylo% er 
he = fatally engaged in this affair. p21 "Pher;Lmean 
7h. Why did he Engage himſelf? - - | | | 
Scap. Very true indeed, very trues but fie upon you now 
would you have himas wilſeas your elf, young men will haye 
their follies, witneſs my charge Zeender ; who has gon and thrown 
away himnſe}fdt a ftranger Tate then .your Son. I would fain know 
if you wered@r onte young your (df, yes I warrant you, and hag 
your frailties. ) 201 1 @« "300 23451. ; 
Th. Yesbut they never coſt me anything ; a man may be a; 
frail and as wicked as he pleaſe, if it coft him norhing, 
Scap. Alas he was ſoin Love with rhe young wench, that if he 
had not had her, he muſt havecettainly bang'd himſelf, | 
_ | $h, Muſt}. why he had already done it, But that Icame yery 
ſeaſonab!y and cut the rope. 
7h. Didſt thoucut the rope, Dog ? Tle Murther thee for that 
thou ſhouldeft have let him bang. may 1" 
Scap. Beſides, her Kindred ſurprized himwwth her, and fore't 
him to marry her. | 
7h. Then ſhould he have preſently gone, and proteſted againſt 
the Violence at a Notaries. | 
Scap. O Lord Sir, he ſcorn'd that. 
7h. Then mightTeafily have difanulled the Martiage. 
"cap. Difanuf the marriage. FF; -: 
Th. Yes. | 
- Scap. You ſhall not break the marriage. 
7h, Shall notI break it ? F 
© Scap. No. $7 [os ee, | 
7h, What ſhall not Iclaim the priviledge of a Father, and have 
ther Satisfaction for the violence'done to my Son? | 
'Scap. Tis a thing he will never conſent to. 
7h. He willnot conſent to! | 
Scap, No. Would you have him confets he was heRor'd into 4- 
ny.thing, thatuis to declare himſelf a Coward : Oh he Sr, one 
that has Honour of being your Son, can never do ſuch athing. 
7b. Piſh, ra k not to me of Honour, he ſhall do it or be dil-1S 
herited. | 
Scap. Who ſhall diſ-1nherit him? 
7%. That. will I Sir. 
Sap, You dil-inherit bim ! very good.. 
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4s How yery good? 


4p. You ſhall not! ' diCinherit him, 
7h. Shall not I diſ-inherit him ? 
Scap. No. | . 
Th, No! | | 
Scap. No. | 
a Sir, you are very rierry : Iſhallnot diſinherit my Son ? 
Scap. No Ptell- you. 


Th. Pray who ſhall hinder me? 

Scap, Alas Sir, your own ſelf Sir ; your own ſelf. 

Th, 1 my ſelf? . 

Seap. Yes Sir, for you can never have the Heart to doit. 

7h, YouſhallfndTcan Sir, 

Sap, Come you deceive your felt, Fatherly affection muſt ſhow 
itſelf, it muſt, it muſt ; do not 1 know you were ever tender hear- 


ted, 

Th, Yare miſtaken Sir 'Yare miſtaken ;— - Pilywhy do 1 ſpead 
my time in tittle tattle with this Idle fellow. ?— Hang-dog go find 
out my rake-hell —— ws 
whilſt I go to my Brother Gripe and Inform him of my mis hy 
tune. -, 

Seep. Ta the mean timeif Ican cando yougny y ſervice —- 

7h, Oh! Ithank. you Sir, It ou, — [Exit Thrift. 

Shift. muſt confeſs thou art a brave Fellow,and our affairs be- 
gin tobe in a better poſture —but the money, the money— we 
are abominable poor, ;and:my Maſter has lean Vigilant dunns that 
torment him more thanzan ola Mother. does a poor Gallant, when 
he ſolicits. a maintenance for her diſcarded Daughter. 

Scap. Your money ſhall be my next care — let me (ce, I want a 
telow to— Canſt thou not Counterfeit a o_y ully of Aaial 
—Stalk— look big— very well. Follow ve ways to diſ- 
guiſe thy voice and countenance. 

Sh. Pray take a little care and lay your plot ſo that 1 may not 
at the Bully all wayes, Iwould not be beaten like a Bully. 
. Sp, Welſhare the danger, we'l ſhare the danger. 


* Exennt. 


Att- 
=. 


4 i Chvaty of Scapin. 
ACT H'SCENE I: 
Enter 7 hrifty and Gripe. 


Gr. Sy” what you tell me concerning your Son, hath ſtrangely 
fraſtrated our Defrghs, ON -) 43% 

Thr. Sir, trouble not your ſelf about my Son, Thave underts- 
ken to remove all Obſtacles, which is the buſineſs I am {o vigo- 
rouſly in purtuit of. ' *- . © + | ap” 

Gr. Introth, Sir, I] tell you what bo or you, The Edueation 
of Children after the getting of e'm, ought to be the neareſtCon- 
cern of a Father: And had you tutored your Son with that Cxre 
uh Duty incumbent on: you; he nevercould fo (lightly have for- 

; ited his. 54 w +4 ND) 64 | LH 

. Thr. Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sentence.Thoſethat 
are fo quick to,Cenſure and condemn the Condu@ of others, 
ought firſt to take Care that all be welf at home.  HULY 

' Gr, Why Mr. Zhrifty,have you heard any thing concerning my 

Thr, It may be 1 have, and ny be worſe than of my own. -? 

_. Gr. What 1s pray? My n? * 1901 (LOI, 01 1 000%, ; : 
 Thz. Ev'n your own Scapin told it mie,” and you may hear it / 
from him or ſome body elſe; For my part; Fam your Friend, and 
would not willingly be the ' Mefſenger of ill news to one that] 
think ſo tome :- Your Servant : 1 muſt haſten to-my Councelto 
adviſe what's to bedone in this Caſe.God-bu'y til _—_ pro 


Gr, Worſe than his Son! For my part1cannot imagine how 
For a Son to- marry + toungan without the Conſent of hisÞt- 


ther, is-as'great an Offence as can be imagin'd I take it: But 
yonder he comes. "M Tn! | 
24, Wee Enter Leander. / | | 

Zeend, Oh my Dear Father, eget v ful am T to ſee you w2 
I Welcome asthe Blefſing which I am now eraving W 
Gr. Not ſo faſt Friend'a mine,ſoft and fair goes far Sir. You > 
my Son, as I take it. | 
» ;Zeana, What d'ee mean Sir? | 

Gr. Stand ſtill, and let me look yee in the Face, AP! 


_ How Mm —— Sir? IE TIES 

| wewithbdth-Eyeg! I von) ct hon 
oor Well:Sir 1do.- rf ! 217 me v8'0 | 

Gr.: What's-the meaning ofthis Report #7 : 

Lrand. Report, Sir? 

Gr, :Yes Report Sir, Iſpeak Engliſh as Irakeir, wha ite that 
you have done in my abſence? *© Mu 
Lind, What is't- Sift rybuch you woukdhave hid-mit done?: 
6r,:1 do not ask you: what would auvo had your done; but 
phrrat heredene, Why Ihavedone nothing at all, ISir, 
l avedone a nor 

Gr. Nothing at all ! "Land, No Sir, 

Gr, Yon have no to:ſpeak en:1:15 2 0 PY 

' Leand, Sir, I have th TE ELK 


lanocence. 
Gt, Very well, But Scapon, d'ye mark me young man Sg 
{rooeG talesof. oe ?. —2tt 

Leand, Scapin | [2 | "i 

Gr. Oh have caught you? That name Er er bluſh dos 
. Tis well you have ſome Grace left. 
Leend. Has he [aid any CONCErni 
Gr. That ſhall be examined anon. In the nn I while 


wn de, da i ny re ; Butdook to't, oY u 


done any thing tb our me never think to- come within 


ponds or hem. my Face more ;. but expect to be as miſerable 'as 


thy folly and poverty can make thee. [Exs. Gr. 
 Leand, Very fine: 'T am-in a hopeful Condition. 'Thffs Raſcal 
my marriage and undone me-: Now there is no way 
kitbuttoturn Outlaw: and live by rapine: and to ſet my hand 
i; the firſt thing ſhall be to Cut the: throat of that perfigious 
Pick-thank Dog that has ruined me. 


Enter Oct. and Scapia, | 
0#. Dear Scapin, how NP am I obliged tothee for thy 


Care! 


Lrend, Yonder he' comes:/I'm overjoyed to ſee you good Mr: 


i ce Sir your moſt humble. Servant, You honour me too- far. 
Ty — Sg AAR, Bur el nnd 50 PEDO 


"7 O#, 


er” of Seapm. 
OF, Hold Zeandey. 


Leand. No, Oi#evien, Ile make him cnadels the Tr 
has committed; yes Varlet Dog, I know-the trick __ yo 
me: you thought Pe y would have told me; But 7: 
make you confels it, or Ile run __ ord in-your Guts. .. © 

-: Sc. Ol Si, Sir, would you.have the hearteo do. Tuchaching 
have I doneyou any Injury Sir 7 Ho 

Zeand., Xes Raſcal thatyon have: and. [lemake yon own it oo, 
SrT'leſwipga out of your already tan'd thick hide. arora 
Scap. The Devil's in't, Lord Sir, what d'yee mean? Nay pool 
Me er, pray. Mir. Leander ; INN Leander — As hen 
iden he aaa tin ptvi-—" © | [ Iiſa 
OF, Prithee quiets or-thame enou 
: 866, Fel Sir;Foonfelsindeed that >—- -- WO 
Zeand, What ! ſpeak Rogue. 
; Keep. About two Months ey my day. abkithe 
vant yed i inthe houſe. — * :. 
Zeand, What of all that ? SOOT 
... Seaþ. Nay Sir,-if confeſs you mult not be angiy.. | 
Leand. Well g0 ON. 
Sew. 'Twas {aid ſhe dyed for love of me Sir ; But let that: pak 
or . . Death, you triflihg Buffoon.; 

” Abobetnad: er a death," dreft m_ ſelf apt te 
Gio awd-went:iatd: Madam Zxci« your Miſtreſſes 
wheredbs'lay halfin batfour of bed, w th her woman by- hergra 

19g an tingodly Play-book, | 
' Leena, And wasit your Impudence did that? 

$481 They both beleive it was'4 Ghoſt to this hour. Bir it 
was;tng felf Nay d the Goblin to fright her from(the = 

Romy oflying awake at: thoſe unſeaſonable hours, hearing | 
Plays when ſhe had never ſaid her Prayers. LEI 

Zeaxd. I ſhall remember you for all in time, and place; But 
come to the point, andtell me what thon haſt ſaid to my Father. 
yi1Seep. To;yquFather?T havent fomueh as ſeen bim fince fuste 
turn, and if you'd ask him hell tell you ſo himſelf. 
} Mey Yeyhc has'told' mehimfelf and rold: me all thou ry 
to him 

.$eap. With your good leave Sir, then he/1y'd, I beg your 
don 1 meambe!was thiſtaken. | :- - Pere 

"oy. Oh Sir, Ibrivg you the moſt uphappy news. - J:ad 


Q wi 


- 
* * * -, 
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[red ats the rater 70" "31479 Jon. 7 C2 
Jy. Your Miſtres Sir,” is yonder arreſted in 4n Aaion: Rood, 
Thiy lay 'tis a debt ſhe left id gt in the Kalb of her 
hither to Dover, and it you do not ane e money within this 
two hours to diſcharge her,, She! behurried to priſon. 
[:and, Within this-two hours ? | 
' Shy; Yes Sir, within this two hours: © 
Leand, Ah my poor $, capin, Iwant th affiſtance: 
walks about Swi] 
Seas Ah wy poor Scapin! Now I'm your poor Seapits: now 
've need of me. 
Land, No more :. I pardon thee all that thou aft dba; and 
a ifthou art guilty of it. 
$cap. No no, never pardon me, run your Sword inmy Guts , 
you! do better to Murder me. 
"Leand, For Heaven's lake; think no more e poi, but: Rudy 
now to affiſt me. 
04. You muſt do ſomething for hum. 
Scap., Yes to have my bones broken' for my EE: hk 
Zend, Would you leave me Scapis in tliis' A enmcnly 


””.. 


4 © 3 


"Sap. To efuch ati aff tuponimg a fide LE 
Lt prong thee T ſeen al, - 


' Zeand, 1 wrong'd thee T co 

Scap. To ule = like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſcal iis 
ten torun your Sword in my Guts. * 

| Zeand, [cry thy Mercy withallrmy Heart, and if thou wilt have 
Ta at thy F Tk doo'e. 19 

aith 3r in you 7 Fo Eainor le 

Se, Well thine Vit yer mark me Sr ane time bet 

were and gel TR _ 
5s you promiſe to mind buſineſs? | 

brag 'A51 ſhe convibient; Care ſhal be talten, - 

' Zeand, But the tirae wu know 15 ſhort, | ol 

Scep. Pray Sir, don't ſe *roubleſome : How much money 15's 
you want ? (1JT 1107 1 b&3 2: 


op Two hundred pounds—( Stop ) And you ?— 09) As 


"Io No more to be ſaid. It ſhift be done; For | 
the Contrivance is lgjgt alreddy'$ =ndforyour(” 
Fathe her thongh he be the laſt 

Yet thanks be to Heaven hee's but a mated ans 


G 2 


' 


on, his parts are not  exraondnary Jo not i j}{Sir, orFou 


e tin Bur that y'are very like him 
in ather coming, I'le Corgi wha yy 8 Fegoo 
32711 2-454 and Zend 


* =<f But only © 


Here he comes FRG - and chew! EV to prove 
{elfa clean Beaft.. .. - - hs is Prov hin 
Thr, Oh audacious Boy, to commur ſo inſolent 4 _ 2nd 
plunge himſelf into ſuch a miſchief! _. _ . 
_ Sir, your humble Servant. 
fr THO w.do you Scapinf .. -, 
Scap. at, you are ruminating 0 n your * Sons raſh Kata” 
7 hx. Havel not reaſon tobe troubl 
Scap. The life of man is full of troubles, thar's the cruth ont; 
Bur ypur Philoſapher is alwaies repens remoen}3ces Hite 
Proverb of the Ancients, very t t for "= SOR, Ry 
Thy. $o4 O that ? ? 


al, 


on ve Na it may evo i 7 a wa 
cantpire. to. t rue aa 0 misfortunes, and crouble- 
SIT that may EEE. pon genes. ant 


interruption 
negligences Fes cock a = 
itutes, Seryants, 3 RES, 


and obnoxious unt9..;,;whicty, We ou, 


and corruptneſs of, 4 os co Nays, orb 
one T_ 
run con por y defiled, ar 


gion of corrupted 


Mans Dilpgfition begorn 


—_— and Conve ation be fa 
Thaſs: s premiled, and. ſidered; ,arm, t = 
dent Phi olophca Pater Familias, to find his Houſe laid » 


his Wife mur 
Cum 1 refs BUN 


bs a this a — 


- = 


and 
Thr, S'dea 


| = arg 
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Tap. Ay, and the belt Proverb, andthe wiſeſt inthe Warld: 
Good Sirogetit by heart : T'will do ye the greatei® good inmujyi- 
nable , and don't trouble your ſelf: Ie repeatit to'you, till you 
havegoreen it IS. 

' * Fbr.' No, I you, Sir,. Flt have none on't. : UBS 

Sp Pray do you' like # better next time ; hear is anos 

ore, I ay——-& henthe Maſter of a-- 
br Hold, hold, I have better thoughts of my own, rm 
| going ro my Lawyer z; 11 null the Marriage. 

Scap; Going to Law |: Are ye mad to venture your ſelf 2mong 
Lawyers? ? Doyou not ſee ont © day how the Spunges ſuck 
Clyents, and with a cor fooliſh; non-ſenſical] terms, and 
knaviſh tricks,undo the deloon No, youſhall take another way. 

- Thr, You have reaſon, if there were any other way: 

Srap. Come, 'Thave found one. The#truth-is, I havea great 
compaſſion for your grief, Icannot whenLſes Ar Fathers af- 
fliged for: their Sons miſcarriages, but thy bowels for em, I 
tavermichado torefrain weeping for' you. | 

Thr, Truly my Caſe'is ſad, -very ſad: ' 

Wh: 1 wh Ws; tears wall burſt out}, 1 have 4 great reſpect- "Mn 
your n, Counter feits wetping. 

The. Thank you withall my heart ; introth we ſhouldhave 2 
fellow feeling, 

Scep. Ay, ſo we ſhould; I aſfure you there. is not a perſon | in 
the World whom I reſpe& more than the Noble Mr. 7 hrifty. 

Thr. Thou art honeſt-,Scepin, Ha" done; ha' done. 
| Seap. Sir, Your moft humble Servane. 
. But whatis your way ? <{ 
| Scep, Why, In brief Ihave been with the Brother of her whom 
your wicked Son has Married. 

Thr, Whatis he ? 

Se." A moſt outragious roarin IE with ra > > 
ing Look, contracted Brow , with a fwell'd' red Face enflam 
with Brandy , one that frowns, puffs, and looks big 73 

roars out Oaths, and bellows out Curſes eoagh | in a" 
P fervea Garriſon a Week ,' bred atmo #0 in blood and rapine, uſed to 


fhughter from his youth u + 7m no imore co 
ſcience of killing a Map, ' Sg 
ſixteen, four for Pk DReeyalrs 


upon him, two he ſhot pling a 
the moſt dreadful of all the Rd oh, 


| ; a 
40 | ruidbeaty) of. Scapin. 
®* :b|-Zhr. Heav if How'dbitreftableatitieDelcription ? But what', 
. $his60/myBuline(s? -//, Y 0D 8197 23 7 3520. 6 21929 ic hog 
- Stap.. Why, He. (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and Ihave 
brought him, by chreatning him with all the Courſes of Law, al 
the altiſtance of. your Frieads,' and your great Purſe, (in which 1 
-ventur'd my life ten times, for ſo oftea/he drew and runat me) yet, 
I ay, at laſt [have made him hearken to-a Compoſition, and ty 
all the Marziage fora ſum of Money, '! ,!' | '- 
Thr. Thanks, dear Scapin ; but what fum? 
Scep. Faith, He was damnably unreaſonable at fit, 2nd gad 
I told him fo very Toundly.” & + > 10 71 : C191 'vbd 
Thr. A Pox on him, what did heask? >; '-; RHO 
Scep. Ask? Hang him, why heask'd5ad?.! 2 
Zhr. Quns and Heart, 5007, Five hundred Devils Ry 
and fry and frigaſſee the Dog ; does he take me for a ma 
- . Scap. Why, ſoLiaid ; andafter muchargyment / broke 
to this: Dammee, ſays he, 7am going to the Army,: and Zmuft 
have Two good Horſes. for my felt, for fear one ſhould die-3 and 
thoſe will coſt at leaſt Threefcore Guinea's. |, 7 Ee 
- Zhr. Hang him Rogue! Why ſhould he have two, Horles#But 
{ care-novil {give Threeſcore Guinea's to be rid of this Aﬀair:- 
: > Scap,'' Then, Jays be;, 'my Paſtols, Saddle, Hoſe, Cloth; ad all, 
will coſt Twenty more. | "71/1 Wn 
::; Thr. Why; That's Fourſcore, - r thi Bat 
Scap, Well reckoned . faith, this Arithmarigk is a hae Art, 
Then 7muſthaye QneFfyr my:Boy,. will. colt Twenty more,.'\. 
Thr. Oh the Devil! Confounded- Dog 1 Let im go and. be 
damnd, Ill give him nothing. *« | 1190 v8 


ap: Sir. +> M72 5.217 9: 538 2? 44 L m- Ws 
Thr. Not a Sous, damn'd Raſcal, let him turn Foot-Souldie 
and be hang'd. " os 


1 4F64p; His hes a Man beſides z Would you haye him goa Foot? 
Thr.) Ay, "and bis Malterzoo, Pll have. nothing to do with db 
Sap. Well; Yeuarerclow'd-to ſpend twice as much at Doftors 
Commons, YOu are, you will tand out for ſuch a Sum as this; das 
7hr. Hah !.Oh. damn'd unconſgionable:Raſcal ! well it 1 mul 


be boy Let him have (a other twenty. 
 Seap.. Twenty Jo why -4t comes to forty.. . 
7br.-Nolle haye nathingto doaynys.Qbh. a Covetcous Rogue? 
I wonder he 15 not athafaed to be lo'Covetous. p f 


- 


o 


Why this is Tack Charſtas Do@tors'Commuans, 
tb r-Brothez flas na/Money, the bas: an Qndle n4aep 
defend her. 

” Thr. Oh Eternal Rogue! well I muſt do c,the Divels: in, him [ 
"ink | 
_— ' Then faies He, £ muſt carry i into France money to! ly 


Mule to _ 

Thr. Let to. the Devil with his Mule, Le Meare: ore 
w Nay good Sir, "think a lietle. £7 "y 

Thr. No, Ve do: dothing, 
+ Se4p: Sir; Sir, but paelitt 

-Zhr. No not fo-much 44 an'A/SY 

$:49, Conſider. 
" 7hr; I will not-conſfider,” Tle go to Law. 

Scop, 1am ſure-.if you go.to Law you do not conſider the Ap- 
peales, Degrees of Juriſdiction, the intricate proceedings, the Kna- 
veries, the Craving of ſo many Ravenous Animals th will prey 
on you, Villanous'Harpies : Promoters, Tipſtaves;and cline: 

neof which but will puff away the cleareſt right in the World 
for a Bribe; on theiorher fide the Proctor ſhall ſide with your Ad- 

And ell y ourcanfefor ready Money; Your Adyocate ſha 
be gained the fins way, Andſhall not, an ares when Four; on 
5 to be heard: Law isa torment of all torments. > .,-: . 
Thr, That's true: Why what doesthe damn'd FEE _— .Fec- 
rs his Mule ?- ? HE Ai 
Why for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, to pay ſome 
thatare duetold his PSA he ivmands and will have coke 
poun 
7h, Come, come, let's goto Law. E:- walks qankiin 

Scep. Do but reflect upatl— in 4 great 

hs Iiego to Law ? 
© Scap. Donot plunge your ſelf. 

Thr. ToLaw Vit i? 

Scap.,Why there's for Procuration, in Pann Gd, Pre: 
dcion che Attendance , Volumes 


ory op itions.and Arcs Gol icles,Con(yltations and Ple: 

Edi dare ch Regie jo wor. and ens Appin — 
t, the Fellow: is out ofE opts give þim the. money , 

gxc him it] ay, Thr. 
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43 OO pas. 
Thy, What,two hutdred | 

 Srap. Ay, ay, why you' gutzo th is, have unmidie 
"2. wh him, I, fat 


Whar 200 /. . 
. Ay,bz{ides you ne're : think how they* rail at you in 


nel [all your ForaicationsBaſtardings,andC ommutingsintheir 


"be! I defie 'em, let 'em tell ofmy whoring,tis the fafhioa. 

Scap. Peace,Here's the Brother. 

Zhr. Oh Heaven! what ſhall I do. Enter Shift diſcuiſed 

; like 8 Buly, 

Sb. Damme,where is this confounded Dog, this Fither of OC. 
vian? Null the Marriage : By all the Honourof my Aneceſters1'e 
c_ the -4-—v3 —_— afteb : 

Z hr. Oh, Oh! s in 1 Scapin 

Scap. Heeares not Sir, He'l not give the __ ] 
s $h. By Heaven, he ſhall be: Farmaaheat Tr. theſe two 

ours. 

Seap, Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not.” 

Th. Youlye; I have not Courage, 1 do fear him mortal, 
. $4. He!the! Ounds he ! would | all his Familyrwere in nw 2 
cut oF Root and Branch : Diſhonour my Siſter / AT pos 
What Fellow's that ? Hah'!- Ty 

Scap. Not he, Sjr- '-. 37 63 
* $h. Nor none o* his Friends? o'r] 

7h, No, Sir : Hang him, I am/his mortal Enemy. 

$h. Art thou the nemy of that Raſcal. _ 

7h. Oltay, ne rhy ta kim "4——Ohdiom'd Bully! 

$h. Give me th <Iox old Boy, the next Sun ſhall not ſee 
impudent Raſcal af 

Scep.” He'll muſter all his Relations xainft you. 

Th. Do not provoke him, Scapir. 

$h. Would they were all here iHathabt | Hefomeruer everjuy 
hak.! fe Lhad one through the Lungs ; ; 

(he art ore otheHeart ; Ha !: there another mrto the © Ges 
ere was with you. Hah —— hah 1 74 

Wy Hol Sr, we arenone of your Enemies: ' 

$h. Ns, but 1 will find the Villaissout whileny Bicodis 

will deſtroy the whole Pamify. Ha, haj—— hats 

. 7h, Hete Seipin,Thave two hundred Guinca's' FO pan” 


| (be; 


ea / 


{ee the k 


\ 
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2m, No,more to. be lai, Let.m hever loc his faceagain; take e'm 


Sabo > ir Its Pam 007: om ence 
NY ie Tk e'm him your ſelf? Ac: Ras 

Th, No, no! 1 will-never.ſeehim more. I ſhalt nat recover this 
theſe three Months. See the buſineſs done, F erp in thee, Honeſt 
$:apin :-I muſt repoſe ſomewhere ; Iam mightily opt of 77 
A plague cnall Bullpiage,. (7; [1 1575777 ji th EY 

'$:ap. $9 ther's one dilpatcht, I muſt now find out Gxpe 7 Ag's 
here; how Heaven brings e'm.into my Nets one after another. 

£mer Gripe. * | 

S:ap. -Oh Heaven ! Unlookt for misfortune, poor Mr.. Gyype, 
what wilt thou do | [walks about diſtrattedly 

Grip. What's that he ſays of me? AJ 

Scap. Is there no body can tell me News of Mr. Gripe ? 

Grp. Who's there Scapim | 


- 


_ Scop. How I runup anddown, to find him to go purpole! Oh 1 


Ir, isthere no way tohear.of Mr, Gripe?| 1 1 ro 
Nt art thou blind] have been juſt under thy Noſe this hour. - 
ca, Sir, — ORs 

Gro What's the matter ? '"=3/ O08 5 

Sep. Oh! Sir yaur, SoQ——5-, 

_ Is fallen into the ſtrangeſt misfortune in the World, | 

Orp:, What St — 1 

44 Imet hima while ago, diſordered for ſomething you had 
kid to him., . wherein you very idly made uſe of-my Name., And 
ſeeking tq divert his Melancholy,we wentto walk ypon the Pier 
emongit other things he” took particular Notice of a New Caper 
in herfull Trim, the Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the 
tandfomeſt CollationTever met with. 3 

Grip, Well, and where's the diſaſter ofall this? <5 
Fa Sa eating he put ton ; = w_ we Vere 

* BOO cefiromthe r,. He diſcover'd himſelf to be an 
Engl de that NT mehe Dove Service z And 
ſent me off in his Long-Boat to tell you, That if you do not forth- 
vith.ſend. him.two hundred. pounds,  he'l carry away .your Son 
Priſoner, Nay, for ought I.kriow he:may, carry him a Slave to, 


' Algier, 


3 How, in the Devils name ? 2007! | _ OA 
Lao Pn EF Scap. 


, - 4 4 
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50  Cheais of Scapih. 

' Sed;" Yes Sir; and more then that, he has allowed me but _ 
hore Ns ; - you muſt adviſe quickly what coutſe to fake to fore 
an on 

Gr. What 2 Devil had he to do a Shipboard ? _ 
ly Scapes, and tell the Villain Ile fend my Lord Chief Jil 
Warrant after him. 

Sce. Olt law ! his Warrant in the open Sea. of yethink ' Dyrates 


are: Fooles ? 
Gr. Tth Devils name what buſineſs had he a Shipboard? 


Sca. Thereis an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to mit 
chief, Sir. 

Gy. Scapin thou muſt How a&t the part of a faithful Serra. 

Sez. Ashow, Sir? 

Gr. Thou muſt go bid the Pyrate ſend me my Son and ſtay 

as 2 pledge in his room, till I can raiſe the Money.  _ © 
YT Afas Sir , think you the Captain has fo lirels'wie 35 to 
ccept of ſuch a poor Raſcally fellow as I am, inftead of yourSon! 

"hs "Gr, What a levil did he fo a Shipboard ? 

Sea, D'ye remember, Sir,that you have but two hours time. 

Gr. Thou fay'ft he demands, 

Sea. 2000, 

Gr. 200 [. Has the fellow no Conſcience ? 

Scs, Olaw ! the Conſcience of a Pyrate, why vety 6dr "ay 
Captains have any. 

Gr. Has he ns reaſon neither ? Do's he know what theSum 
of 200 /. is. | 

Sex. Yes Sir, Tarpawlins are a fort of People that underftznd 
Money , though they. have no'great acquaintance with Sence. 
Bur for Heav'ns S ſake difpartch. | 

on Here take the key of my Compting Houſe. 

#4. YO. 

Gr. And open it. 

Scep. Vity ahod. 

Gr. In the left hand Window lyes the _ my Garret], | 
take all the Cloaths that are in the gr great Cheſt, and lell'emto 
Brokers, to redeem my Son.” 

Seap. Sir, Y* are mad ; Ihar?t get Fifty Shillings for all hats 
there,” and you know how lam fortime. | 

Gr. But what z Devil did he doaShip-boar?, | ? 


Scop. Let Ship- __ alone, and er, Sir, your Sons She 


- 


Ges Ay 


Heav'n is my witneſs, I ha' done for-him as much as was poſſible, 
te he be not tedeemed, 'he may thank his Father's Yindnefs, 

4-5 Well, Sir, Il#go ſee if Loanraiſethe Money. hen it not 
nncor Pounds you ſpoke of? 

«9. No,- 2004. 

5} A: t, 2001, Dutch, ha? 

Sir, Imean Engliſh Money, 200. ſterling. 

Gr. 5 Hh Devil's Name, -what buſineſs had he a Ship-board } 
| Confounded Ship-board. 
ic Seap. This Ship-board ſticks in his Stomach. 

Gr, Hold Scapin, I remember Ireceived the very Sum juſt gow 
in woo but did not think Tſhould have parted with it ſo ſoon. 
ents a9. y Purſe, but will not let it go, and i bi tren- 
| pulls his Arm jo and frohilf Scapin reaches at it. ' 

See. Ay, <- 


Gr. Parrcllthe Captain, heisa Son of a Whore. 
| SH Yes, Sir. 
Gr. ADogbolt. 
Seap. I ſhall, Sir. 
Gr, A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay him 
2004, contrary toall Law or equity. 
Scep. Nay, let mealoge with him. 
Gr. ThatIwill never forgive him, dead or alive. 
Sap. Very good. 
Gr, And that if ever light on him, Tll murder him privately, 
RK sS with him. __ A oj MX 
4 t,Sir. e puts up Wrſe,and is going away. 
Gr, _ make haſt, and — my So 
_ Ay, but &'ye hear, Sir ? Where S the dloney ? 
6r. Did not give it thee ?- 
" Sc, Indeed, Sir, you made me believe you would, but you ' 
ot, and put irup in'your Pocket again. 
Gr. Hi— my gricfs and fears for my Soa make me doI know 
Dot What, 
yd Ay, Sir, Iſce it does indeed. 
Gr. What a Devildid he doa Ship-board ?——Damn'd Pyrate, 
damn'd Renegade, all the Devils in Hell purſue thee. 
, How eaſily a Miſer fwallows a Load, and how difficultly 
mY digorges 4 Grain ? ButTll not leavehim ſo, he's like to pay in 


other Coyn, for t Tales of meto his Son. 
Coy ellingTales 0 _- FRG 


” 
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TP Feng food porn" BESET. 
Scap. Well;Sir,l have ſu d 1n'your gs wil 
there's200/.which Ihave {queez'd our -/ mai any, #0 Oftavian, 
OZ. Triumphant Scepzn. F* 
Scap. But for you I can do nothing —— __ - CZoLeander 
Zee, Then may I go hang myſelt.” Friends both adiey. © 
Scap. D'ye hear, d'ye hear; the. Devil-has no ſuch neceſy, 
for you yet, that you need. ride Poſt. With much ado[yeg 
your Buſineſs done too. 
Lea, Is poſſible? : 851 | 
Scap.Bur on condition that you permut me to revenge my {lf 
on your Father, for the Trick he has ſeryed me. TO "OR.My 
 Zra. With all my. heart, at thy own diſcretion, .good honef 
Scapiy. 7. | 
Scap. Hold your hand, there's 200 /. We 
Lea, My thanks are too many. tq pay now ; Farewel dear Sonof 
Mercury, and be proſperous. WES: PR 
Scap. Gramercy Pupil : Hence we gather, WE” 4-4 


' 
s Sa 


Give Son the Money, hang up Father. .. 1: 
The Fud of the Second Ath . 


A Third. Scene Firſt. 
Ahh Coo. Enter Lucia and Clara. | 
Lucts. WAS ever {uch-a Tiick play'd, for us to run away 

” from our Governeſles, where our careful Fathers 
had placed us, to follow @ couple of young Gentlemen, only he- 
caule they ſaid they lov'd us,I think 'twas a very nobleEnterprize! 
I amafraid the good fortune.,we ſhall get by it, will very hafdly 
recompence the reputation we have loit by it. . 

Clar. Our greateſt ſatisfaction is, that they are Men of failuon 
and credit, and for my part Flong ago reſoly'd not to Murry any 
other, nor ſuch a one neither, till I had a perfe& confirmation 
* -3s Love, and 'twas anafſurance of Oftauian's that brought me 
ither. ng/fO ba >= 

Lacis, | rayſt confeſs, Thad no leſs :aſenee of the Faith andHo- 
aour of Leander, : Hibs oe 
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Clar. But ſeems irnot wonderful.that the Circumſtances of our 
Fortune ſhould' be ſo near ally'd, and our'felyes ſo much Stran- 


vers. Beſides, if I miſtake nog/I ſee ſomething in, Zeepder, fo 
muchreſembling a Beecher, ns of the fame Name, that did 
aot the time ſince Iſaw him make me fearful, Tſhould be ofcen apr 


'tocall him ſo. - _ ©: | Pom 
* Lacis, I have 2 Brother too, whoſe Name's Ofavien, bred in 
. Jay, and jufſt as "y Father took his Voyage, return'd home ; nor 
| knowing where to find me, 1 believe is the reaſon I have not ſeen 
him yet : But if deceive not my (elf, there is ſomething in your 
Otevian, that extreamly refreſhes my memory of hin. ©..." 
Cler. 1 wiſh we might be fo happy, as Weare incluid'to hope ; 
but there's a ſtrange; blind fide. in, our, Natures, . which always 
makes us apt to believe what we moſt earneſtly defire.  _- _ . 
" Zxcie. The worſt at laſt, is but to be forlaken by our Fathers 5 
and for my part, 1 bad' rather loſe an old Father than a Lark. 


Lover, when I may with repurs ton keep hi, and ſecure 
againſt the Impoſitionof fatherly Authority. 
Chir. How 1nſufferable it is to be ſacrificed to the Arms of a nau- 
ſeous Blockhead, that has no other ſenſe than to eat and drink 
when tis provided for him, riſe in;the mornipg, and go toBed at . 

night, and with miich ado be perſwaded to keep himfelt clean. 
{xcia. A thing of meer Fleſh and Blood, and that of the worſt 
ſort too, with a {quinting tneager hang-Dog Countenance, that 
looksas if he always wanted Phyſick for the Worms. _ 
Clay, Yet ſuch their ſilly Parents are generally moſt indulgent 
to like Apes, -nevef ſ@well pleas'd, as when th'are foidling'with 
elr ug ue. x 448 4 R771 
Lacis. "Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming Creatures, 
our careful Fathers had deſign'd us. | <F-PBt- ai tl 
Cler. Parents tMink they do their Daughters the greateſt kind- 
neſs in the World, when they get them Fools fortheir Hugbands 
_ yetare very apt to take it 1ll, if ticy make the right uſe'o 
em. — | | ; 
Zxcis. T'de no more be bound to.ſpend my days in Marriage.toa 
Fool, becauſe I might rule him, an L would always ride an Aſs, 
ule the Creature was gentle. | Nis 43 
Clear, See, here's Scapin, asfull of Deſigns and Affairs, 'as 3CaF- 
low Stateſman at a Treaty of Peace.. 
34. Ladies! | 


- 


Cleats. 


Sy © » Cheats of Scapin. 
Clar. Oh Monſieur Scapin ! What's the reaſon you have been 
ſuch a Stranger of late? + - | | 
Scap. Why, faith Ladies, eſs, Buſineſs, has taken up 'my 
time, and truly Ilove an ative le, love 7 erigey extreamly. 
It place fora Mind 


Zxcia, Methinks tho, this ſhould be adi 
your Excellenciesto find imployment in? >. | 
Scap. Why, faith Madam, Im never. ſhy to my, Friends ; My 
Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all other Men of Buſinels, dil 
gently contriving how to play the Knave and Cheat, toget an ho- 
neſt Livelyhood., * 
Clear. Certainly, Men of Wit and Parts need never be driven 
t0 indire&t Courles ? $ 
" Scap. Oh Madam / Wit and Honeſty , like Oyl and Vinegar, 
' with muchado mingle together, give a Reliſh to a good Fortune, 
and paſs well enough for Sauce, but are very thin Fare of them- 


ſelves. No,.give me your Knave, your thorow-pac't Knaye, 


hang his Wit, ſo he be but Rogue enough. *. 
is. You'r grown very much out of humour with Wit, $t- 
pin , 1 hope, yours has done you no prejudice of late ? 

Scap. No, Madam, Your Men of Wit are good for nothing,dull, 
lazy, reſtive Snails , 'tis your undertaking, impudent, puſtung 
Fool, that commands his Fortune.  . CAPS” 

Clar. You are veryplain and open in this Proceeding, what- 
ever you are in others. | $9” | 

toy. Dame Fortune , like moſt others of rhe Female Sx, 
(If all this. with reſpe& to your Ladiſhip)) is generally 
moſt Indulgent to the nimble melred Block-Heads , Men of 
Wit are not for her turn,even too thoughtful when rhey ſhould be 
AQive, why who beleives any man of wit to' have ſo'mvch as 
Courage. No Ladies, if y'ave any Friends that hope to raiſe them- 
ſelves, adviſe them to be as much fools asthey can, and they'l near 
want Patrons : And for honeſty, if your Ladiffivs think fit to 
retire alittle further , you ſhall ſee me perform npotr'a Gentleman 
that's conuog this way. Ps 
Clears. Prithee Zxciaglet us Retreat a little and take this pol 
tunity of ſome divertiſement : which hath been very ſcarce 
hitherto. , bg pn 
| OP 
Enter 


| Cheat of Scapin: 55 - 
- Enter Shift with a Suk, _ 
hs Earp nodes Haag: 

ft. not too . ers COMUng, 
5 Im glad oof; Tl wack him to betray the ſecrets of 
his Friend, if any man puts a trick me without return, may - 
I looſe this Noſe with the Pox,' without the ;pleaſure of getting 


it: LS Fe 
$h, I wonder at thy Valour, thou art continually venturing 
brine: to the Indignity. of bruiſes and indecent-Ba- 


Se, © rrogren in Adventures makes rhem'pleaſant when ac- 
COM | | 
vi Bot your Adventures how Conical ſoever in the beginning, 
are ſure to be Tragical in the end. bs OHM 
. Tis no matter, Ihate your puſillanimous Spirit ; Revenge 
and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you venture hard tor 
them; begone : here comes my Mai, | Ge 


Enter Gripe- > 

Oh Si, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, for tea- 
vens lake, _ 

Gy. What's the matter Man ? | | 

Scap. Heaven ! is this a 1ime to ask queſtions ? will you be 
roy inſtantly? I am afraid you'l be killed within theſe two. * 

utes. " | 

Gr. Mercy on me |. killed for what ? | 

Scap. They are every where looking out for you. 

Gr, Who ? Who? | 

Ste). The Brother of '/her whom your Son has marry'd, hee's 
A Captain of a Privatere, who has all ſorts of Rogues, Engl N 
Scotch, Yelſb, tri, French, under his command ; ,and all ying 
in wait now, or fezrching for you to kill you, becauſe you wou 
Null the Marriage ; they run dp and down, crying. where is the 
Rogue Gripe, where is the Dog,where is the Slave Gripe;they watch: 
for you ſo narrowly that there's no getting home to your Houſe. | 

Gr. Oh Scapin! what ſhallI do ? what will kecome of me? 

Scap. Nay Heaven knows, but if you come withia their reach: 
w De—wit you, they'l tear you in pieces: heark. 

r. Oh Lord / 

Scop. Hum 'tis-none of them?: 


Gr. 


! s DI n TT7 __ ' ” ae"; - 
" a 
56 "EC D 4 ia 


Gr. Canſt thou rs peace Stapin ? 
Scap. Ithink I have found one. = \ 710. Ry 
_ Gr. Good Scapin, ſhow thy ſelf aman now, 1 4 - 
_ Seap.” T ſhall venture being moſt immoderagely beaten.” I 
- © Gy. Dear Scapin, do;;l will Reward thee: bounteoyf]y : ig 
thee this Suirw 'Thave: worn.it 8 or 9 Months loager.. by 
Scap. Liſten ! whoare theſe ? f 
Gy." God forgive me, Lord haveMer, CY UPON us. 0 
Scap. No, there s no body; look, it roo! lave. your liv 80 io 
, this Sack pr preſently. 
| -Gr-Oh1-:who Ethere2:-c:: 
Scap. No body : get into the Sack _ Qi 0, Ww hat ons SY 
pens, T'|& carry ;you'ss a Bundle of Goods x ough y 
mies to the eD houſe, or the/ Caſtle? , TE 
Gr, An pr Invention, Ob! | Lord quick. Ws 


Sea cap. Yes, 'tis an Excellent Invention; "if you knew Nl 


your Head, Oh here's a Rogue coming to look for you, 
Scapin coupterfeits aWelſhman, 


Do you bear, / pray you, where i Leander's Fathers, look YOu. +; 


In his own Yoice. 


How ſhould I know , what wouklyon Rave wich is | 


" FOwvie with him - dookyos, ' her has go; cxeat pug neſs, 
hewd farisfadt tons nil repay ations, laok : yow.” For Credits 4 jeg; 
St. Tavy he ſhall not put the Injuries ard  Aﬀronts wpon my ( 
gn 269, 3s i 1 amno 1 Mad ad 
In his own Vane. {1999 ITE f; 
_ Hg Aﬀront the Captain, he meddles with no, Mag, 
2 lye Sir, look you,and hur wit! give yeu beaingy cs 444, ns 
for your Contraditions when. hnr Hells ploods up, look you, and aud hur will 
Cungel your Packs and Jour MNortles for Mt, fake You that pr ay 10 n0w.. 
Hi own Foyce, [-; ; Beat tt Kaſi 71 
Hold} hold, will you Murder ge+ Vikas BGG: be 115.5 
not F.” | vi 
"Hur will teach ſamcy Facks bon they profock Hear why wo 2nd 
hyr Chollers : andfor the old Rogue bur will have binGuts and b his plopd 


look you Shy, 0 or oy will never wear Leek %ponn St, Taftyes day wore 


you. VOY 15931 11 007; HW T {x21 
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—— x on 
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Fhis own Pee. . 


Oh ! He has man? d.me, « demn'd Welch | 

Gr. You ? The Blows fel upon my Shoul Ok! Oht 

See.” Twas only the end of the Stickfell on you, the main fuk- 
tantial part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 

Gr. Why did you not ſtand further off?” 's 

Nig. Peace—Here's another Rogue. 


In 4 Lancaſhire Dalett. 


n 2s av Felee, with Sack theere, done uu knaw whear tie 
als w? 
ve; but here isno Raſcal, | 
rn men, yaw Dogue, yaw knawn weel cenuh whear he is, an yaw- 
den ian that hes of Raſcatt as any is in aw the Tawn ; 5 tell « 


Y. 
* NotI, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not I. _ 
By th Meff, "an ay tack thee in hont, af's raddle ib howes on thee, 


#91 keeble thee to ſome tune. 
| Me, Sir ? I don't underſtand ye. 
V7 awrt his Mon, than Hobble, 71! ſaite ie 0 thee. 
| Hold hold, Sir, What would. you have with bio b- | 
. Why, Zia knock him dawne wer; (Ak Kibbo, the fi have to the 
fer, ol hen Tun bet him s 0 pop Du MA , Aud after Ay 
man cut off the Z Naes op en, al Aye, 'Ube 4 | pratty 
ſnatley Fellee, b 5 and Nas, 
Ay 5 es {Sow ot where he is;; -but he went down. 
TLA%K, 
This Zone, ſayn ye ? ys find him by'r Lady , 48 he be above. 
(790m, 2 64 
50, g. gone, a damn'd Lancaſbire Raſcal. 
good m—__ ! goon quickly, 


fd, here'sanother, _ | [Gr. pops in his Head, 
3 " A, | . Zh 4n Iriſh Tone. » | | 
24a thou hear Fad als '7 pridee fare is de dam Dee Gripe ? 


gy Hi 


Elu own + ee: | 


hy, Wa $ Fo to you ? Wo know - by 
Fat's dat to me Joy ? by my ſout Joy, 41 will lay 4 great Blow 
tby Pate, and de Dow take me, but 7 will make thee kaos fore he 9 
deed, or "T1 beat upon = i doft know, by my ſalvation indeed. 

Scap, Ill not be 

Now the Devil take 12%, "7 ſmear by him that made me, if thoy bY, 
not a fare « Gripe, but 7 will' beat thy Father's Child very much 
inaee 

What would you have medo? Icann't rel] where he is. But 
what would you have with him ? - - - 

Fat would 7 have wid him ? By my foul, w 7 ap fee _ / will 
make Murther upon him, for my Captain's ſake. 

Murther him ? Hell not be murther d. 

tf 1 do lay ney Eyes" upon him, gad 7 will p14 my Sword a 
els, des Devil take me indeed, Fat haſt dow in aat Sack? ? Jon, hm 
ſalvation 7 will look into it. 

But you ſhall not. What have you to do with it? 

By my ſoul foy, Twill put my Rapier into tt. 

Gr. Oh! Oh! 


/ $930k ga does grunt, by my ſalvation ; de Devil ide we, Twill 
ce it inde 

You ror not ſee my Sack , Iwill defend it with my life. * 

Den 7 will make ole yo thy Body ; take that, F "= 2b" an 
he, upon my ſoul and [0 7 do take my leave Foy. Rye in theSack. 
Gr. on him, he's gone, be has almoſt kill'd me. 
g .Gr. Oh ! Ican hglg no eager; the Blows all fell on my Shoul 
ers. 


\ Srep. You cann'e tell me ; they fell on mine: Oh m} Shou- 
ers ! 


Gr. Yours? Oh my Shoulders ! | 
Scap. Peace, thare a coming. .& 


» - 


tn @ loarſe Se4-man's Feice. 


H here i the Dog ? 7 U1 lay him on fore and aft, ſwinge bintwith 8 
Cat o nine tails, feet bale, Ar then hang him at the 1am 7 ard, 


Is 


P_ 


; 
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If dere be no more Men in England, 7vill kille him, 7 vill put my 
Rgire in his Body, and [vill give him two txee puſbe in de gatte, 
' 


Here Scapin As « Number of ens rogether. ' 4 


IWe mun go this = a—0'th' right hand, no to th' left hand ——— 
lye clole——— ſearch ev ry where by my ſalvation, 7 will kill the 
dam Dog and we do catch ex, we'll tear 'en in pieces, an / dp heer 
he went thick way— no, ftreight forward. Hold, here is his Man, 
where's your Maſter Dam me, where ? in Hell ? fpeak-——— 
56-506 lo furiouſly and you don't tell us where he is,ve Ul mur- 
arr thee | 
Db what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. 
Ly him on thick, thwack him ſoundly. þ + 9VE 
| Hold, hold, do what you will, rit; nere betray my Maſter, © + 
Kmeck'en down, beat en zoundly, to en, at'en, at en, tf, ._ 
[£1 he is going to ftrike Gripe peeps out,and Scapin takes to his heels. 
Gr, Oh Dog, Traitor, Villain ! Is this your Plot ? Would you 
have murder'd me,Rogue?Unheard of Impudence. [Enter Thrifty. 
Oh Brother 7Þrifty | You come to ſee me loader with. diſghace'y 
the Villain Scapin hs, asI am ſenſible. now, cheated: nie '0f./200 /. 
this beating brings all into my memory. . ſpar. 
Th. The impudent Varlet has gull'd me of the ſameSum ?. 
Gr. Nor was he content to take my Money, but hath abuidme 
at that barbarous rate, that Iam aſhamed roggltic ;'buthefhallpay 
_ forit ſeverely, COT} 3457 $ £24 
Th, But this is not all, Brother, one Misfortune: is: the fore> 
runner of another : Juſt now I received Letters from Zawdon, that 
both our Daughters have run away from their Governeſles, with 
two wild debaucht young Fellows, that they fell in Love with. 


| | Enter Lucia. aud Clara. 
Zuc. Was ever ſo malicious Impudence ſcen——Hah w— re 
ly, if Imiſtake nor, tharſhould be my Father. / : A 
Cle,: And the other mine, who Scapis bas usd thus. 


£4, Bleſs us! Return'd; and we not know of it ? 45G 
I 2 Cla, 


60 Cheats of Scapin. 
Cls. What will they ſay to find us here ? 

Zxc. My deareſt Father, Welcome to Zngl:nd, 

Th. My Daughter Zuce ? 

£Zxc. The ſame, Sir. 

Gr, My Clarshere too ? 

Cla, Yes, Sir, and happy to ſee yourſafe Arrival. 

7h, What ſtrange deſtioy hasdireed this happineſs to us? 
Enter Octavian, 

Gr. Hey day ! 

Zh. Oh Son ! 7 havea Wife for you. 

.-» O&#. Good Father , All your Propoſitions are vain ; 1 mul 
needs be free; and tell you, Lam engaged. 
Th: Look you now, 15 not this very fine ? Now 7 have a mind 
tobe merry, and be friends with you, you'l not let me now, wil 
you? 7tell you, Mr. Gripe's Daughter here——— 
OZ. Ile never marry Mr, Gripe's daughter, Sir, a& long as 1 
Live ; No,yonder's ſhe that I muſt Love, and-can never Entertain 
the thoughts of any other, ' 1-7] 
Cla, YesOftavian, | have at laſt met with my Father, and all 
our fears and troubles are at an end. 
Thr. Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the Father that 
begot you; would you ? did not I always ſay you ſhould marry 
Mr. Gripes daughter? But you do not know your Siſter Zac # 
\ cO&.. Untook d for blefling,why ſhe's my friend Zeander's Wile! 
Thr, How Leander s Wile ! | 
Gr. What my Son Leander? 
* Orb. Yes, Sir, your Son Leander; : ; ; ; 
\ G#; Indeed |: well Brother Thrifty, - 'vis true, the Boy was ak 
ways a good natur'd Boy. Well now am I fo overjoyed, that / 
could laugh” rill I ſhodk my ſhoulders, but that '/7 dare not they 
are ſo ſore. . But look here he comes. | 
Y p + | £Exter Leander. = | : 
Zeay, Sir, 1 beg your. pardon, 1 |find-my, matriage is diſcove- 
red , nor would 7 indeed, have longer concealed it, this 15 my 
Wife, and 7 muit own Hers: .- nA 
Gr. Brother 7hbrifty did you ever ſee the like, did you ever 
ſce the hke ? Ha? -. | | 

Thr. Own her quoth a !; why kiſs;her;kifs her,Man,oddsboddi- 
kins, when I wgs' a young and was firſt married, / did 
nothing elſe for three months. O my conſcience I got wy 


F 


—_ - 


CheatQof \Scapin.. Gy 
742i, there ; the firſt night -before "Yhe'Ctirtaines, were 'quite 
awn / $4 8 = L233 36 " 
Gr. Well, tis his Fathers nowne Child , Juſt Brother was it 
with me apon my Wedding day, I could not look upon my dear 
vithout bluſhing » but when we-were a Bed, Lord ha merey-npon 
y-— bore ey nomerer oo oy TY LE 
[zan; Is then my Father Reconcil'd to me. ' 
Gr. Reconcil'd to-thee, why 7 love-thee at my beart man, at 
heart, why 'cis my Brother 7brifty's daughter, Mrs. Lace, 
x fon always delignd for thy Wife, and that's thy Siſter C/a-. 
'« married to Mr. Ota. there; © — FONT C9 : 
[tin, Ofteviat are wethen Brothers? there is nothirip that 7 
could have rather wiſht 'after the Compleating of my happineſs 
with my charming Lacis, | - | 
Thr, Come Sir, hang up your complements in the Hall 'at 
home, they are old and our of ——_— go to'the Tnit and_ 
belpeak a Supper may coſt more Money: tlian'Zhave ready to pay - 


x 


fort, for 7 am refolved to-run it debr'to might, /'-! * 
Sh. 7 ſhall obey your commands Sir. | "o 
Thr, Then d'you hear, fend out and mufter up 411 the Fidlers, 


Blind or not Blind, Drunk or '$6be? )-in-the Town; let not fo. 
(much as the Roaſter of Tunes, with his crack'd "Cymbal in 2 
Caſegeſcape ye. | $1.44 [ .312 10 920 Of 159 | $9425 
' Gr, Well what would I give now for the fellow that fings the 
Song at my Lord Mayors Feaſt, I my ſelf would make an Epitha- 
mum by way of Sonnet, and he ſhould ſet a Tune to it, twas 
the pretty'ſt he had laſt time, 197.7 Ly 399 n 

Dueer SIyi: (26 > robots 
+ Sy. Oh Gentlemen here is the frangeſt accident fallen: our. 

Thr. What's the matter. | 

Sy. Poor Scapin. 

Gr. Ha ! Rogue let him be hang 'd, 1'le hang him myſelf. 

9, Oh Sir, that trouble you -may- ſpare, for paſſing by a 
place where they . were building , a great ftone fell' upon his 
hex and broke his Scull fo, you may fee his Braines. - 

Thr, Where is he? | 

Sy, Yonder he comes. 


f') 


Enter 


62 Cheats of Scapin. 
Enter Scapig between two, his Head wrap'd W.in Linnen 
TONE if be had beew wounded © 
 Scap. Oh me !!Oh'me ! Gentlemen you ſee me, you (ce me 

in 2 jad Condition, cut off like « Flower in the prime of my 

years: But yet I could not dye without the pardon of thoſe that 

I have wrong'd, yes Gentlemen 7 beſeech you to forgive me al 

the injuries that I have done ; but more-etpecally, / beg of you 

Mr. 7 hrifty, and my good Maſter Mr. Grpe. 

Zhr. For my part, I pardon thee freely, go, and dye in peace. 

* ,fScap. But *tis you Sir, I have moſt offended, by the inhumane 

Baſtinadoes which 
- Gr, Prithee ſpeak no more of it, / forgive thee too. 

Scap. Twas 2 moſt wicked Inſolence 1a me, that I ſhould with 

Vile Crab-tree Cudgel 

Gr, Piſhmo more,Liay I am Satisfied. 
; Scap., And now {o near my death *tis an unſpeakable grief that 

I ſhould dareto lift my hand againft—— 

Pe Hold thy Peace, or dye quickly, I tell thee 1 have forgot 

 Scap. Alas! how good a man you are ! But Sir, d 


ou pard0n 


me freely and from the bottom of your Heart, thole mercylels 
drubs thatt—— :,.,, 7H, | 
Gr. Prithee ſpeak no more of it. I forgive thee freely,here's my 


hand upon't. [ Pulls off his Cp. 

Scap.-Oh ! Sir, how much your Goodneſs Revives me ! 

Gr, Hows that ! Friend take Notice I pardon thee, but 'tis up- 
-on Condition that you are ſure to dye! vi £4090 

Scap. Oh me! I begin to faintagain. 

Thr. Come, fie, Brother, never let \Revenge /amploy your 
thoughts now, forgive him, forgive him without any Cendi- 
tion. 

Gr. A dewce on't Brother, as I hope to be fav'd he beat me 
baſely and ſcurvily, never ſtir he did ; Bur ſince you will have 1t 
ſo, do forgive him. | | PREeY 

7hr. Now thea let's to ſupper, and in our mirth drown and for- 
get all troubles. "po 

Scap.Ay,and let them carry me to the Lower Eu of the Table: 

Wherein my Chair ot State, T'le fit at eale, 

And eat anddrink, that I may dye in Peace. A Dance: 


The End. 


4 Fn Ia : a 
"Epilogue. ' 


Spoken by . Mrs. Mary Lee; 


when ſhe was out of Humour.. 


Oy little ao you gueſs what 7m to ſay? 
H Pm not fo ask you how like Faxce or Play - 
For you muſt know, 7ve other bas*neſs now: 
Itis to tell ye, Sparks, how we' like you. © 
How happy were we when in handle guiſe? TN. 
Tow came with honeſt Hearts and harmlefi Eyes : 
Sate without Noiſe and T umult in the Pit 
0h what a pretions Fewel thenwas Wit r 
Tho now tis grown {0 common, let me dye; 
Gentlemen os to keep it rompany. | 
Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 
Tow too much Plenty is become your Sin. 
Time was ye were as meek as now y are proud, 
Did not in curſt Cabals of Criticks crond, 
Nor thought it witty to be very loud , 
But came t0 ſee the Follies you would ſhun : 
Tho wow ſo fondly Antick here y are grown. 
' invert the Stages purpoſe, and its Rules: 
Mate us Spettators, whilſt yu play the Fools. 


= Witty 45 YV are;: 
e ſad defetts of both are expos'd here... 
For here you'IfCenfure, whagdiſdaip towrite; 
1 ſome make Quarrels here, that ſcorn to fight. 
e rugged Souldier that from Har returns; 
Hnd [till with* heat of former Attionmburns,' 
Let bim but hither come to ſee a Play,” | 
Proceeds an-Errant Comvier in a dey, & 


Epilogue. 
Shall teal from th' Pit, and fly up to the Box, 
There hold impertinent chat with 7 aweg yy Manx» 
Till e'r8 aware the Blu, QUE v4 | 
And Hero grows as harwl s Do#s, _ - 
With us the kind remembr _ remains 
Hhen we were entertain'd bebind 07 Scenes. 
Though now algs we muſt yuur dbſence morn, 
Hhi ſt nought but Quality will ſerve your FRYMW. 
Damn'd Quality ! that uſes poaching Arts, 
And ( as "tis ſaid) comes mask d to prey on hearts, 
The proper uſe of Vizors once was mage,  .... 
Hhen only worn by ſich a« own d the 7 rage *, 
Though now all mingle with*em ſo together,. _. 
That you can hardly know the one from t athey. 
But 'tis no matter, on, purſue your Gans... 
. £-Til wearied you return ut laſt enazame;  \. 
— $,, {now then twill be our turn to be ſevere, . |. : A 


= 


= Formheny ave left your Stings behind you there : 
Ec. lazy Drones, ye ſhan't pans harbour bere. E 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY 
: To Her GR ACE the E 


D UGH E S S 
PORTSMOUTH. 


MADAM, | 
WW ERE it poſſible for me to let the World know bow entirely your 


Gract's Goodneſs has deveted a poor man to your ſervice; were 
there words enengh in ſpeech to expreſs the mighty ſenſe I have + 

of your great bounty towards me ; ſarely 7 ſhentd write and 
talk of it for ever: But your Grace has given wwe ſo large a Theam, and 
laid [1 very waſt a foundation, that Imagination wants ſtock to build upon 
3, 1 am as one dumb when I would [peah of it, and when [ ftrive to write, 
[ vent 4 ſcale of thought ſwſſiciew to comprehend the height of it. For- 
give we then, Madam, if ( 48 6 poor Peaſant once made 4 Preſent of an 
to an Emperour ) [ bring this [mall Tribmte, the humble growth of 
#1 little Garden, and lay it at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the 


wmoſt gratitude, believe that ſo og 4s 1 have thought to remember, how 


very much 1 owe your generons Natwre, 1 will ever have 4 heart that 
ſoall be grateful for it too : Torr Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it amply 

| from me; That gave me life. but ou 4 hard condition, till your extended 
fevour taught me to prize the gift, and took the heavy burthen it was 
clog d with from me: 1 mean hard Fortune : When I bad enemics, that 
vb malicious power kept back and ſhaded me from thoſe Royal Beans, 
whoſe warmth is all I have, or hope to live by; Your noble ley and com- 
paſſion found me, where 1 was far caſt backward from my blefſing ; down 
inthe rear of Fortune, call d me up, plac! me in the ſhine, [ have 
felt its comfort. You have in that reſtor d me to my native Right, for 4 
ſteady Faith, and Loyalty to my Prince, was all the Inheritance my Fadbey 
left me, aud however hardly my ill Fortune deal with me, "tis what I 
prize ſo well that I ner pawu'd it yt, and hope I ne'er ſhall part with 
#*. Nature and Fortune were ©ertaintly 1n league when you were bory, and 
4: the firſt rock, care to give you beanty enongh to enſlave the hearts of all 
the World, ſo the other reſolu'd to ds its merit Fuſtice, that none but 4 
Monarch, fit to rule that World, ſpould cer poſſeſs it, and is it he bad an 
Empire, The young Prince you have given him, by bis blooming Vertxes, 
early declares the mighty ſtock he came frem; and as you have taken all 
the pioms care of 4 dear Mother and 4 prudent Guardian to give bim 4 
noble and generons education ; may it ſucceed according to his merits and 
Jexr wiſhes: May he grow up ta be a Bulwark to bis illuſtrious Father, aud 
4 Pairon 


Epiſtle Dedicatory: , | ""M 
a Patron to his Loyal Subjelts, with Wiſcdom and Learning t wo 
whenever 64ll 16s bi Councils, to defend;bis 1 bilge the | him, 
ments of Republicans in bis Senates, to cheriſs [uch men as ſpall þ, (yy, 
to vind.cate the Royal Canſe, that good'and, fit ſervants to the 
may never be loſt for want of a Proteffowr, May He have cours ve and 
condutt, fit to fight his Battcls abroad, and terrifee big Rebelsiat home; 
and that all theſe may be yet more ſure, tay He" never, during th 
Spring-time of his years, when thoſe growing Vertues owghd with car; v 
be coeriſh'd, in order to their ripening z may he never meet With vitin, 
Natures, or the tonnes of faithleſs, ſordid, 1nſipidflatterers, to bat em: 
To conclud: ; may He be as great as the hand of Fortune ( with bi; Hy. 
now ) ſpall he be able to make him: And may your Grace, who ave good 
a Miſtreſs, andſo noble a Patroneſs, never- mect with a leſs Tratefal $y. 


vant, than, 
Madam, 
| Tony Graces entirely. 
Devoted Creatare, 


__ Thomas Otway.. 


6 


Perſonz  Dramatis. 

Duke of Venice, | Mr. D. Williams. 
Prixli, Father to Belvid:ya, a Mr. Bowman. 

Senatour, 
- Antenio, A fine Speaker in Mr. Leigh, 

the Senate, 
Paffeir, Mr. Betterton, 
Pierre, Mr. Smith, 
Renault, _ 1 Mr. Wilſhire. 
Bedamary, | Mr. Gillo. 
Spinoſa, Mr, Percival, 
Theodore, | 
Eliot, | 
Kevellids, L 
Darand, | 


Fe EIT 
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Confpiratours, 


MILLA, 
Bramvecil, 


Belvidera, Mrs, Barry. 
Aquilina, Mrs. Cxrrer. 


Two Women, Attendants on Belviders. 
Two Women, Servants to Aquilins, 
The Council of Ten. | 

Officer. Guards. Friar, 
Executioner andRable, 


PROLOGUE. 


N theſe diftrated times, when each man areaas 
I: he bloudy ſiratagemss of, buſie heads 3, 
n we have fear d three years we know not what, 7 
Till witneſſes begin to die oth rot, 
what made our Poet medadle with a Plot ? 
was't that he fanſy'd, for the very ſake 
And name of Plot, tis trifling Play might take ? 
Foy there's not in't one Inch-board Evidence, | 
But 'tis, he ſays, to reaſon plain and ſenſe, 
And that he think 4 plauſible defence. 
were Truth by Senſe and Reaſowto be try a, 
Sore all our Swearers might be. laid aſiae : 
No, of ſach Tools our Author has no need, 
To make bis Plot, or may his Play ſucceed; 
He, of black Bills, has no-prodigious Tales, 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt a-ſhore in Wales ; 
Here's not one murther'd Magiſtrate at leaſt, 
Kept rank like Ven'ſon for a City feaſt, 
Grown four days ſtiff, the better to prepare 
And fit his plyant lumbs to ride im Chair ; 
Tet here's an Army r4is a, though under ground, 
But no man ſeen, nor one Commiſſion found 3 
Here is a Traitour too, that s weryold, 
Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchievous and bold, 
Bloudy, revengeful, and to crown his part, Ip 
Loves fumbling with a wench, with all his heart ; 
Till fter having many changes paſid, 
In ſpight of Age ( thanks Heaven) is hang'd at laſt : 
Next is a Senatour that keeps awhore, 
In Venice none 4 higher fie bore z 
To lewdneſs every night the Letcher raw, c 


S 


Shew me, all London, (uch another man, 
Match him at Mother Creſwolds if you can. 
O Poland, Poland ! had it been thy lot, 

T' have heard in time of this Venetian Plit, 


Theu ſurely choſen hadſt one King from thence; 
And honour'd them as thou haſt England ſince. 


EPILOGUE 


HE Text is done, and now for Application, 

And when that's eyded paſs your Approbation, 
Though the Conſpiracy s prevented here, 
Merhinks I ſee another hatching there ; 
And there's acertain Fattion fain would ſway, 
If they had ſtrengsh enough and danm this Play 
But this the Author = me _ ſay : 
If any take his plainneſs in ill part, 
7 e oalad on't > na the w.4 his heart ; 
Poets in hononr of the Trath ſhou d write, 
With the ſame opirit brave men for it fight; 
And though againſt him cauſelcſs hatreas riſe, 2 


And daily where he goes of late, he ſpies 

Te ſcowles of ſullen and revengefsl cye8 ; 

"Tis what he knows with much contempt to bear, 
And ſerves acauſe too good to let him fear : 

He fears no poiſon from an incens d Drabb, 

No Ruffian s five- foot- (word, nor Raſcal s ſtab; 
Nor any othey ſnares of miſchief lad, 

Not a KReſe-alley Cudgel- Ambuſcade, 

From any private cauſe where malice reigns, 

Or general Pique all Block: heads have to brains : 
Nothing ſhall dannt his Pen when Truth does call, 


No not the + Pilture mangler at Guild-hall. The Riſa! 
The Rebel Tribe, of w61ch that Vermin's one, : the Duke kr Tot 
Have now [ct forward and theiy comr(e begun ; PiQure, 


And while that Prince's figmre they deface, 
As they before had maſſacred his Name, 
Durſt their baſe fears but look hins in the face, 
They a uſe his Perſon 4s they've ui'd bis Fame; 
Al face, in which ſuch lincaments they read 
Of that great Martyr's, whoſe rich bloud they ſhed, 
That their rebellious hate they ſtill retain, 
Lind in his Son would newrther Hin ag ain : 
Wi:h indignation then, l:t each br av: heart, 
Rowſe _ wnite to take his injur'd part ; 
Till Royal Love and Goodne/s call him hone, 
And Songs of Triumph meet bim as he come ; 
Tull Heaven his Honour and onr Peace reſtore, 
And Villains never wrong bus Verts: more. 
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ACT I. Scene IL 
Enter Privli avd Jaffeir. 


Prin, O more! I'll hear no more begone and leave; | 
D Not hear me by my ſuffering but you ſhalli 


-——— "© 


rd, my Lord! Im not that abjzeR wretch 
You think me : Patience! where's the diftance throws 
Meback ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
lnright, though proud oppreſlion will net hear me | 
Pris. Have you not wrong d me? 
Zef. Could my Nature cr 
Haye brook'd Injuſtice or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have benrt«my (elf, 
Togain a Hearing from aGr ther! Wrong'dyou?- 
Pris, Yes! wrong d me; i iceſt point : 
The Honour of my Houſe z you have done me wrong ;. 
You may remember : ( For 1 now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſencſs: ) When you firſt came home - 
From Travel, with ſuch ,as made you lookt on 
By all men's Eyes, a Youth of expeCtation ; 
'd with your growing Virtue, I receiy'd you; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits: 
My Houfe, my Table, nay my Fortune too, 
My very (elf, was yours; you might have us'd me-- 
To your beft ſervice z like ap open friend, 
| treated, truſted you, and thought you mine ; , 
in requital of my beſt Endeavours, 
You treacheroully praftis' dto undo me, 
Seduc'd the weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 
My only Child, and ftole her from my-boſome : 
Oh Belwiders ! © 
af. Tis to me you owe her, 
Childleſs-you had been elſe, and.in the Grare,.. 
Your name Extin@, nor no more Pr:i#l: heard of. 
You may remember, .ſcarce.five years are paſt, Stncec 


Rs 
(2) 
Since in your Brigandine you fail'd to ſee Bn 

The Adriatitk wedded by our Dukes! 7 
And 1 was With you : Your unskilful Pilot” * | 
Daſh't us upon a Rock ; when toyaur Boat 

You made for ſafety ; entred fifit your ſelf, 

The affrighted Belviqers following nexty--+ =, 7 
As ſhe ſtood trembling. on'the Veſleblide,} * © | © 
Was by a Wave walh't off into the Deep, _ * © 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 


And buffering the Billows to-her refene, — ——-- — — 


Redeem'd her Life with half the loſs of mine, 

Like a rich Conqueſt in one hand I bord her, ' } * 

And with the other daſht the ſawcy Waves, x 
That throng'd and preſtto rob-me of my prize : 

I brought her, gave her to your deſpairing Arms: 
Indeed you thankt me z but a nobler gratitude 

Roſe in her ſoul: for from that hour ſhelov'd me, 

Till for her Lifeſhe paid me with her ſelf. 

Prix. Yow-ſtole her from me, like a Thief you ſtole her, 
Ar dead of night z that curſed hour you choſe KK 2 
To rifle me of all my Heart held dear. a 
May all your Joys in her prove falſelike mine ; 

A ſteril Fortune, and a barren Bed, 2 Y:I0A 
Attend you both ; Continual diſcord make [3 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous: Still 
May the hard handof a vexatious Need | 
Oppreſs, and grind you; till at laft you find 
The Curſe of Diſobedience all your Portion. L. 
7aff, Halfof your Curſe you have beftow'd in vain, ' 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves - 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his mothers Beauty : 
May he live to prove more Gentle than his Grandſire, 
And happier than his Father ! JER? 


f . 


Pris. Rather live - ww rg hb 


To bait thee for his bread, anddin your cars 
With hungry Cries: Whilſt his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 
7aff. You ralkas if it would pleaſe you. 
Pris. Twould by Heav'n, 
Once ſhe was dear indeed ;. the Drops that fell 
From my ſad heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, 
The fountainof my Life was not ſo precious: 
Bur ſhe 1s gone, and ifl am a man I will forget her. 
Zaff. Would Iwerein my Grave. 
Pris. And ſhe too with thee ; 
Por, living ere, you're but my curs'd Remembrancers 
I once was happy, | 


THY. > 


A Plot Difeover'd. 
" You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my ſoul 
Is fond of Belviders : You perceive 
My Life feeds on her , therefore thus you treat me z 
Oh ! could my Soul ever have known ſatiety : 
Were that Thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with , what hinders me, 
But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
And court.my Fortune whereſhe wou'd be kinder ! 
Pris. You dare not do't, 
aff. Indeed, my Lord, I dare nor. 
My heart that awes me 1s too much my Maſter : 
Three years are paſt ſince firſt our Vows were plighted, 
During which time , the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
dave treated Belvidera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Yenice; 
Diftinſtion, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded ; 
Out of my little Fortune I have done this z 
Becauſe ( though hopeleſs ere to win your Nature ) 
The World might ſee, I lov'd her for her (elf, 
Not as the Heireſs of the great Priali, ——<D— Pris, No more! 
Yes ! all, and then adicu for ever. 
There's not a Wretch that lives on comman Charity 
But's happier than me: for I have known 
The Luſcious Sweets of Plenty ; every night 
Have ſlept with ſoft content about my h: ad, 
And never waked bur to.a joyful morning, 
Yet now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, | 
Whoſe bloſſom ſcap'd , yer's withered in the ripening, 
Pris. Home and be humble, ſtudy toretrench ; 
Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 
Thoſe Pageants of thy Folly, 
Reduce the glittering Trappings of thy Wife 
To humble Weeds , fit for thy little ſtate; 
Then to ſome ſuburb Cottage both retire ; 
Drudge, to feed loathſume life : Get Brats, and Starve 
Home, home, I fay. C Exi3 Priuli, 
jeff. Yes, if my heart would let me 
This proud, this ſwelling heart ; Home l would go, 
Bur that my Dores are hateſul to my eyes, 
Filed and dammv'd up with gaping Creditors, 
Watchſul as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring ; 
I have now not 5o Ducars in the World, 
Yer ſtill I art love, and pleas'd with Ruin, 
Oh Belvidera ! oh ſhe's my Wife — 
And we will bear our way ward Fate together , 
But ne'er know Comfort more. 
B 


_— _— — 


2 Venice Preſerv'd, oy 
i Enter Pierre. 
Pirrr. My Friend good morrow : 
How fares tke honeſt Partner of my Heart ? 
Whar , melancholy! not a word toſpareme? . 
?aff. I'm thinking Pierre , how that damn'd ſtarving Qualicy 
Call'd Konefty , got footing in the World, 
Picyr. Why , pow rful Villainy firſt ſer it vp, 
For its own caſe and fafery : Honeſt men 
Are the ſoft ealy Cuſhions on which Knaves 
Repcſe and fatten : Were all mankind Villains, 7 
They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou'd want practice, 
Cur-Th:oats Rewards: Each man would kill his Frother 
Himſelf, none would be paid or hangd for Murder : 
Honeſty was a Cheat invented firit # 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their Betters. 
7aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion. 
Pucrr, Nothing elle, 
Like wit, much talkt of, not to be dehrv'd: 
He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt ſhare in't z 
'Tis a ragged Virtue: Honeſty ! no more ont, 
7aff. Sure thou art Honeſt ? 
Prerr, So indeed men think me ? 
But they're miſtaken Faffeir : I am a Rogue 
As well as they; 
A tine gay bold fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me ; 
'Tis true, I pay my debts when they'r contracted; 
!tcal f: om no man ; would not cut a Throat 
1o gain admiſſion to a great man's purſe , 
Or a Whores bed; I'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to flatter 
A Blown-up Fool above me, or Cruſh the Wretch beneath me; 
Yet, 7afferr, forall this, I ama Villain! 7aff, A Villin—= 
Pierr, Yes a moſt notorious Villain : | TY 
To fee the ſuttring's of my fellow Creatures, 
And own my ſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deſuUed people with a ſhew” 
Of Liberty , which yet they neer muſt taſte of; 
They ſay, by themour hands arc free from Fette; s, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe toInfamy and Sorrow ; 
Drive us like Wracks down the roigh Tide of Power, 
Whilſt no hoid's left to ſave us from Deſtruction 
All that bear this are Villains; and I one, 
Not to rouſe up at*the grear Call of Nature, | 
And cneck the Growth of theſe Domeſtick ſpoilers, ©-" 
That makes us {layes and tells us 'tis our Charter. 
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* Oh Aquilina! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 

The deareſt Purchaſe of thy noble Labours ; 

She was thy Right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 

Pierr. Oh Faffeir ! I'd ſo fixt my heart upon her, 

That whereſoc er 1 fram'd a Scheme of Liſe 

For time to come, ſhe was my only Joy 

With which I wiſht to ſweeten future Cares 

Ifancy'd pleaſures, none but one that loves 

And dotes as | did can Imaginelike 'em : 

When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 

In the moſt Charming hour of Expectation, 

Then when our Eager Wiſhesſoar the higheſt, 

Ready to ſtoop and graſp the ſhvely Game, 

A Haggard Owl, a Worthleſs Kite of Prey, 

With his foul Wings ſayl'd in and ſpoyl'd my Quarry: 
{aff. I know the Wretch,and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſt him, 
Prerr, Curſe on the Common Good that's {o protected, 

Where every ſlave that heaps up wealth enough 

Toda much Wrong, becomes a Lord of Right : 

[, who believ'd no III could e'er come near me, 

Found in the Embraces of my Aquilins 

A Wretched old bur itching Senator ; 

Awealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title, 

ARogue, that uſes Beauty like a Lampxkin, 

Barely to keep him warm: That filthy Cackoo too 

Wasin my abſence crept into my Neſt, 

And ſpoyling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure, 
7af. Didſt thou not chace him thence ? 

Pierr, I did, and drove 

The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home : 

The matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 

Iſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 

For violating ſomething they call priviledge —— 

This was the Recompence of my lervice: 

Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward ! 

A Souldier's Miſtreſs 7«ffeir's his Religion, 

When that's profan'd, all other Tyes are broken, 

That even diſfolves all former bonds of ſervice, 

And from that hour I think my ſelf as free 

Tobe the Foe as cer the Friend of Venice—— 

Nay, Dear Revenge, when e'er thou call'ſt am ready, 
74f. I think no ſafety can be here for Virtue, 

And grieve my Friend as much as thou tolive 

In ſuch a wretched State as this of Yenice z 

Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good; 

And Villains fatten with the brave man's Labours; 
Pierr, We have neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, 

For the foundatioa's loſt of Common Gocd ; B 2 


Tuſtice 


6 Venice Preſerv'a, or 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; 
The Laws ( corrupted to their ends chat make 'em ) 
Serve but for Inffruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every day ſtarts up to enſlave us deeper : 
Now could this glorions Cauſe but find-our fricnds 
To do it right! oh hots then might'ſt rhou. 
Not wear theſe ſeals of Woe upon thy Face, 
The proud Frixli ſhou'd be taught humanity, 
And lcarn to value tfuch a Son as thou art 
| dare rot ſpeak! But my heart bleeds this moment ! 
7af. Curſt bethe Cauſ-,though 1 thy Friend be part ont : 
L-t me partake the troubles of thy boſom, 
For I am us*d to miſery, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſweeten tto thy fpirtt. 
Picry. Too ſoon itwill reach thy knowledge- ---Zaff. Then from thee 
Lerit procced, There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſaddeſt Talc of ſorrow plealing, 
Strevgthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin. 
Pi:rr. Then thou art ruin'd ! 7aff. Thar I long ſince knew 
I and il] Fortune have been long Acquaintance. 
Piryr, 1 paſt this very moment by thy doors, 
An.! found them guarded by a Troop of Villains ; 
1hc Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying : 
They told me, by the ſentence of the Law 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune, 
Nay more, Priml:'s cruel hand hath ſign dirt. 
Here ſtood a Rufhan with-a horrid face 
Lording it o'cr a pile of maſly Plate, 
Tumbled into a beap for publick ale. _ 
There was another making villainous jefts 
Art thy undoing ; he hed ta en poſlefſion 
Ofall thy antienc moſt domeſtick Ornaments, 
Rich hangings, intermixt and wrought with gold ; 
The very Bed, which on thy Wedding-night 
Recciv d thee to the Arms of Relwid:ra, 
The ſcene of ell thy Jovs. was violated 
Ey the courſe hands of filehy Dungeon Villains, 
Ani thrown amongſt the comnion Lumber, 
faf Now thanks Heav'n-—— . Pierr. Thank Heav'n! for what? 
Zafſ. That 1 am not worth aDucar, 
Puerr. Curie thy dull Stars,and the worſe Fate of Venice, 
V nere Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe ; 
Wicre there's nn truſt, no truth; ' where no Innocence 
SOD s Under vile Oppretſion ; and Vice lords it: 
Hadit thou bur ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 
1hy Beaurcous Bulvidera, like a Wretch 
3 har's 007 0 to Baniſhment, came weeping forth, 
o!2:n1mg tnruugh Tears, Ike AprilSun's in ſhowers 
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That labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads 'em, 
Whilſt rwo young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd, 
Kindly lookt up, and at her Grief grew ſad, 
azsif they catcht the ſorrows that fell from her : 
Even the lewd Rabble that were gather'd round 
Toſee the ſight, ſtood mute when they beheld her ; 
Govern'd their roaring throats and grumbled pity : 
Icou'd have hugg'd the greazy Rogues: They pleas'd me, 
af. 1 thank thee for this ſtory from my foul, 
Srce now I know the worſt that can befall me: 
Ah Pierre ! F have a Heart, that could have born 
The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune conld have done me : 
But when | think what Belwid-ra feels, 
The bitterne(s her tender ſpirit raſts of, 
| own my ſelf a Cowatd ; Bear my weakneſs, 
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
Iplay the Boy, and blubber in thy boſome. 
Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my Sorrows! 0 Pyerr, Burn ! 
Firſt burn, and Leveb Yeniee to thy Ruin, 
What ſtarve like Beggarr Brats'in froſty weathef, 
der a Hedge, and whine our ſelves to Death ! 
Thou, or thy Cauſe, ſthall-never want aſſiſtance, 
Whilſt | have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee ; 
Command my heart : Thou art every way its maſter. 
7ef. No: there's a ſecretPridein bravely dying, 
Pierr, Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad; 
Man knows a braver Remedy for ſorrow : 
Revenge! the Attribute of Gods, they ſtampr ic - 
With their great Image on our Natures z die! 
Contider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : 
andif thou art baſe enough, dye then :- Remember 
Thy Belvidera (ſuffers: 'Belwidera ! 
Dye Damn firſt what be decently interr'd 
In a Church-yard, and mingle thy brave duſt 
With ſtinking Rogues that rot indirty winding-fheets, 
durfeit-ſlain Fools, the common Dung o'th' Soyl. 
7af. Oh ! Pierr, Well faid, out with's, Swear a little 
faf. Swear! By Sea and Air! by Earth, by Heaven and HceH, 
| will revenge my Belviderss-Tears ! 
feark thee my Friend ——=—Primli 1s——-4 Senator ! 
Pierr, A Dog! 7aff. Agreed... Pierr. Shoot him. 
{4f. With all my heart. 
No more : Where ſhall we meet at Night? 
Pier, Ill tell thee; On'the Ryalioevery Night at Twelve 
! take my Evenings walk of Meditation, 
There wextwo will meet, and talk of precious 
Miſchief —— 7aff. Farewel, © Pierr. At Twelve. 
}af. Ar any hour, - my plagues 
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Wilt keep me waking. 
Tell me why, good Hcav n, EN 
Thou mad'ſt me what 1 am, with all the Spirir, 
Aſpiring thoughts and Elegant deſires 
Thar fill the happieſt Man ? Ah! rather why 
Did't thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? 
Why have 1 ſence to know the Curſe that's on me ? 
Is this juſt dealing, Nature ? Belw:gera: [ Enter Belyidera, 
Poor Belvidera ! Belvid. Lead me, lead me my Virgins! 
To thar kind Voice, My Lord, my Love, my Refuge! 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face : 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
Ar light of thee, and bound with ſprightful joys. 
Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And cheer my fainting Soul. 7aff. As when our Loyes 
Were in their Spring? has then my Fortunechang'd ? 
Art thou not Belwidera, ſtill che ſame, 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour? - 
Where eaſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain ? 
Zclv. Does this appear like Change, or Love decaying ; 
When thus I throw my ſelf into thy boſom. 
With all the reſolution of a ſtrong Truth :; 
Beat's n( t my keart, as'twou'd alarm thine. 
Toa r*w Charge of bliſs ; I joy more in thee, 
Than did thy Mother when fhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 
aff. Can there in Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
Sure all i!l-ſtories of thy Sex are falſe; 
Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 
To temper Man; We had been Brutes-without you, 
Angels are Painted fair, to look like you; 
There's in youall that we believe of -Heav'n, 
Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, 
Eccrnal Joy, and everlaiting Love. 
. Selv. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wondrous rich ; 
I have fo much, my heart will ſurely break with't ; 
Vows cannot expreſs it, when I wou'd declare 
How great s my Joy, I am dumb with the big thought ; 
I ſvell, and ſigh, and labour with my longing. 
Oh lead me to ſome Deſart wide and wild, 
Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 
May have its vent? wherel may tell aloud 
To the high Heaven's, and every liſt'ning Planer, 
With what a boundleſs ſtock my boſom's fraught 
Where | may thraw my eager Arms about thee, 
Give looſe to Love with kiſles, kindling Joy, 
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And let off all rhe Fires that's in my Heart, 
off. Oh Belvidera! double Iam a Beggar, 
undone by Fortune, and in debt to rhee z 
Want! worldly Want! that hungry meager Fiend 
Is at my heels, and chaces me in view; 
Can't rhou bear Cold and Hunger ? Can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 
Enduce the bitter Gripes of fmarting Poverty ? 
When baniſht by our mtteries abroad, 
(As ſuddenly we fhall be) tofcek out 
( In ſome far Climate where our Names are {trangers ) 
For charitable ſuccour 5 wilt thon then, 
When in a Bed of ſtraw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our heads; 
Wilt thou thea talk thus to me 2? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love ? 
Bily. Oh 1 will love thee, even in Madneſs love thze, 
The' my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
Id find jome intervals, when my poor heart 
Should (wage ir ſelf and be ler looſe to thine. 
Though the bare Earth be all our Reſting- place, 
Its Root's our food, foie Clift our Habitation, 
Ill make chis Arm a Pillow for thy Head ; 
As thou ſighing lyſt, and ſwell'd with ſorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the balm of Love 
Into thy Soul, and kits thee to thy Reit; 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee 'till the Morning. 
7af. Hear this you Heav'ns, and wonder how you made her! 
Reign, reign ye Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Rebellion neer will let you know 
Tranquility and Happineſs-like mine ; 
Like gawdy Ships, th' oblequious Billows fall 
And riſe again, to lift yol in your Pride z 
They wait but for a ſtorm and then devour you : 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 
Like a poor Merchant driven on unknown Land, 
That had by chance packet up his choiceſt Treaſure 
In one dear Casket, and fav'd only that : 
Since I muſt wander further on the ſhore, 
Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore ; 
Reſolv'd toſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. [| Exennt, 
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Enter Pierre and Aquiling. 


Aquul. BY. all thy Wrongs, thou art dearer to my Arms 
| Than all the Wealthof Yexice : Prithee ſtay, - 
\r4 let us love to Night, Piers, No: 


—— RE — 


— 


10 Venice Preſerv'd, or 
Picrr. No: There's Fool, | | 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman (ell 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt ro me ; 
Tincy leavea Taink, aſully where ch'ave paſt, 
There's {vch a baneſul Quality about 'em, 
Even ſpoy!s Complexions with their own Nauſeouſieſs, 
7hey infect all they rouch; I cannor think 
Of taſting, any thing a Fool has pall'd. 
Aquil. [oath and ſcorn that Foolthou mean'ft, as much 
Or more than thou can'ſt ; But the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceſfary : Power too, 
Toqualiftie my CharaGter, and poiſe me 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds 
My Liberty with Envy: In their Hearts 
Arc looſe as lam ; Butan ugly Power 
Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from 'em. 
Pierr. Much good may'r do you, Madam, with your Senator, 
Aquil. My Senator ! why, can'ſt thou think that Wretch 
E'er fill'd thy Aquilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? 
Think'ſt thou, becauſe I ſometimes give him leave 
To foyle himſelf at what he is unfit for; 
Becauſe I force my ſelf to endure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ſt thou I love him? No, by all the Joys 
Thou ever gav'ſt me, his Preſence is my Pennance 
The worſt thing an old Man can be's a Lover, 
A meer Mcuomento Mori to poor Woman, . 
] never lay by his decrepit fide, 
But all that Night Iponder'd on my Grave. 
Pierr. Would he were wellſent thither, 
Agqnil, That's my wiſh too: 
For then, my Pierre, I might have cauſe with pleaſure 
To play the Hypocrite: Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying Dotard, and kiſs him too, 
In hopes to ſmother him quite z then, when the time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
For he has already mademe Heir to Treaſures, 
Would make me out-aCt areal Widows whining : 
How could 1 frame my face to fit my monreing ! 
With wringing hands attend him to his Grave, }. 
Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe: Take mad poſſeſſion, 
Even of the [iſmal Vauit where he lay bury'd, 
There like the Epheſian Matron dwell, till Thou, 
My lovely Soldier, comeſt co my Deliverance ; 
Then throwing up my Veit, with open Arms 
And laughing Eyes, run to new dawning Joy, 
Fierr. No more! I have Friends ro meet me here to Night, 
And mult b: private, As you Prize my Friendſhip | 
Keep up your Coxcomb: Let him not pry norliſten, Nor 
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Nor fisk about the Honſeas have ſegn him, x 
Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on | 
Currs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. = 

Aquil. What Friends to meet ? may [not be of your Council? 

Pierr, Howl a Woman ask Queſtions out of Bed? 

Go to your Senator, azkhim whar paſſes 

Amongſt his Brethren, he'll hide nothing from you : 

Bur pump not me for Politicks. Noanore! 

Give order that whoever.in my name 

Comes here, receive Admittance : ſo good night, 
Aquil. Muſt we ne er meet again !- Embrace no more ! 

Is Love ſo ſoon and utterly forgotten}! 
Pierr, As you hence-forward treat your Fool, I'll think on't. 
Aqui. Curſt be all Fagls;,"and' dqubly carſt my (elf, 

The worſt of Fools--—+<1 gje if he forſakes me ; 

And now to keep him: Reav'n or-Hell inſtruct me, | Exexnt 


SCENE The Ryalto. 


 . 1 (Enger Jaftcir. 
af. lam here, and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 
[ look as if all Hell were in my:Heart,, 
And lin Hell. Nay, ſurely ts (owith me, —— 
Forevery ſtep | tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet: 
I're heard how deſperate Wretches, like my (elf, 4 
Haye wander'd our at this deadtime;of Night 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in, ea F 
Sure I am ſo Curſt, that, tho-of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to'Tempt me. 
Hell1 Hell! why leepeft thou? 
Entey Pierre. 
Pierr. Sure | have ſtay'd too lang : 
TheClock has ſtruck, and I may loie my Proſelyte, 
Speak, who gogs there? 
/aff. A Dog, that comes to how! ! 
At yonder Moon: What's he that asks the Queſtion ? 
Pierr, AFriend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters; never Fawn 
On any that they love not ; Well met, Friend : Zafferr { 
7aff. The ſame. Oh Pierrz! Thou art come in ſeaſon, 
I was juſt going to Pray. Piery. Ah that's Mechanick, 
Prieſts make a Trade on't, and yet ſtarve by it too; 
No Praying, it ſpoils Buſine(s, and time's precious z 
Where's Belvidere? aff. For a Day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, 'cil I ſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me? Prithee, Friend, 
If thou would'ſt have me fit to hear good Council, 
not of Belvider —— C Pierre. Spe 
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* Plerr, Speak notof her, . Jaff. Qh no! 
Pierr. Nor name her. May beIwiſh her welL-.. 
«ff. Whowell? = Pierr. Thy Wife, thy lovely Belvidera, 
I hope a man may wiſh his Friends Wife well, | | 
And no harm done ! 
af. Y'are merry Pierre : Pierr. [am fo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile roo, and Belviders ſmile 3 
We'll all rejoyce, here's ſmmething to buy Pins, 
Marri2ge is Chargeable. ?af. I bur half wiſhe 
To ſte the Devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon ? 
Tcil me which way I muſt be damn'd-for this. 
Pi:rr. When laſt we parted we had no qualms like theſe, 
Bur entertain'd each others thaughts like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the Wortd 
R.-form'd ſince our laſt meermg ? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Prali's heart relented? 
Can he be honeſt? F7aff. Rind Heav'n! let heavy Curſes 
Gall his old Age ; Cramps, Aches, rack his Bones , 
And bittereſt diſquiet wring his Heart ; 
Oh ler him live 'cill Life become his burden ! 
Let him grown under*tfong, linger an Age / - © 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 
And find its eaſe, but late,  - Piery. Nay,could'ſt thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ftretcht the Curſe to zll 
The Senate round, as to one ſingle Villain ? 
7«f. But Curſes ſtick not; CouldF kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in'Vemice : | 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot - | 
Like Dogs on Dunghils ; but their Wives and Daughters 
Dye of their own diſeaſes, Oh for a Curſe © 
To kill with! Pierr, Daggers, Daggers, are much better ! 
7aff. Ha ! Pierr. Daggers. 
7aff. But where are they ? Pierr. Oh, a Thouſand 
May be diſpos'd in honeſt hands in Venice. © * 
74ff. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 
Pierr. But yet a Heart half wrong'd | 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, 7affeir, 
7aff. Athouſand Daggers, all in honeſt hands ; 
And have not a Friend will ſtick one here ? 
Pierr. Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſhe 
To a nobler purpoſe, I'd be that Friend. 
Eat thou halt better Friends, Friends, whom thy Wrongs 
Have made thy Friends : Friend worthy to be call'd ſo; 
I'!l truſt thee witha ſecret : There are Spirits 
This hour at work, Bur as thou art a Man, 
Whoml have pickt and choſen fram the World, 
Swear, that thou wilt be true ro what utter, 
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And when 1 have told thee, that which. only Gods 


And Men like Gods are privy to, then ſwear, 
No Chance or Ghange ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 


Jaff. When thou would'ſt bind: me, is there need of Oathgs? 
(Green- ſickneſs Girls loſe Maiden- beads with ſuch Counters ) 


For thou art ſo near my hgart, that thou may it ſee 
Its bottom, ſound its ſtrength, and firmneſs to thee : 
Is Coward, Fool, or Villain, in my face ? 
If I ſeem none of theſe, | dare-belieye 
Thou would-ſt not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 
For I am fit for Honour's tougheſt task ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my Province ; 
And for a villainous inglorious enterprize, 
| know thy heart ſo well, 1 dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to: what Point thou wilr. 

Pierr. Nay, It's a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of Faffeir. 
For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance ; 
There's no Religion, na Hypacriſie in't ; 
Well do the Buſineſs, and neer faſt and pray for t 
Openly aCt a deed, the World ſhall zazc 
With wonder at, and envy when it is done. 

7aff. For Liberty! Pierr.. For Liberty my Fcicnd ! 
Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Prixlis Tyranny, 
And thy ſequeſtred Fortunes heal'd again. 
| ſhall be freed from opprobrious Wrongs, 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit downward: 
All Venice free, and every growing Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'a 
From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 
Thoſe Lazy- Owls, who (perch'd near Fortunes Top) . 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new fledg'd Virtues, that would riſe 
To, nobler heights, and make the Grove harmonious. 


7aff. What can I do?  Pierr. Can'ft thon not kill a Senator 2 


Zeff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him 
For herding with that neſt of Fools and Knaves; 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if revenge 
Were to be hac, and the brave Story warms me. 


Pierr, Swear then ! aff. I do, by all thoſe glittering Stars 


And yond great Ruling Planet of the Night ! 
By al good Pow'rs above, and ill below ! 
By Love and Fgiendſhip, dearer than my Life! 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſ: to thee, 

Pier. Here we embrace, and Ill unlock my Heart. 
A Councel's held hard by, where the deſtruction 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There Il! lead thee! 

| C 2 
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But be a Man, for thou arr to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, 
And rule it when it's wildeſt—— 7aff. 1 give thee thanks 
For this kind warning: Yes, 1 will be a Man, 

And charge thee, Pierre, when eer thou ſee'ſt my fears 

Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 

Our of my Breaſt, and fhew ir for a Cowards. 


Come, let's begone, for from this hour I chaſe - 
All lirtle thoughts, all render humane Follies Y 
Out of my boſom: Vengeance ſhall have room: 

Revenge! Pierr, And Liberty! | 


aff. Revenge ! Revenge [Exam, 
” The Scene changes to Aquilina's Houſe, the Greek Cartez.an, 
Ertcy Renaulr, 
Renault. Why was my choice Ambition, the firſt ground 
A Wretch can build on? it's indeed at diſtance 
A good ProſpeQt, rempting to the View, 
The Height delights us, and the Mountain Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav n, 
But we neer think how ſandy's the Foundation, 
VW hat Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us? 
Who's there ? Entey Spinoſa. 
Spino. Renault, good morrow ! for by this time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the ballance, 
Ard weighs up Morning : Has the Clock ftrack Twelve? 
Rena. Yes, Clocks wilt go as they are fet: Bur Man, 
Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant, never certain : 
I've ſpent at feaſt three precious hours of darknefs 
In waiting duil attendance ; 'tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtne ro be mixr like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls bur half reſolv'd. 
Spin. Hcll ſcize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten. 
Reni, What's then the cauſe that I am here atone ? 
Why are we not together? 
Enter El ot. 
O Sir, welcome ! 
You are an Eng! fi:man : When Treaſan's hatching 
One might have thought you'd not have been behind- hand. 
In what Whore's tap have you been lolling ? | 
Give but an Enyliſbman his Whore and caſe, 
Beef and a Seca coal tire, he's yours for ever, 
Eliot. Frenchmen, you are ſawcy, Kena. How ! 
Enter Bedamore the Embaſſador, Theodore, Braifiveil, Durand, 
Brabe, RevcHlido, Mezzana, Ternon, Retrofi, Cenſpirators,' 
B:dam, Ar difference, fye. 
is this a time for quarrels? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall out and brawl: Should Men ef your high calling, 
Men ſcparaced by the Choice of Proyidence, From 
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From the groſs heap. of Mankind; and ſet here- 
ſn this gfeat Aſſembly as iff one great Jewel, 


Tacorn the braveſt purpoſe it cer ſinild on; 
Should you like Boys wrangle for trifles ? Ren, Boys ! 
Beda. Renaxnls, thy Hand ! Ren, I thought I'd given my Heart 

fince to every Man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That$n't forgive my froward Age its weakneſs. 

El;+t, thou once had'ſt Vertue, I have ſeen 
Thyſtubborn Temper bend with godlike Goodneſs, 
Not half chus courted: "Tis thy Nations Glory, 
To hugg the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 
Once more embrace, my Friends -—- we'llall embrace--—- >> 
United thus, we are the mighty Engin 
Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis! 
Totters it not already? | Eflive, Would it were tumbling, 
Bed. Nay it ſhalldown ; This Night we Seal its ruine. 
* Enter Pierre. 

Oh Pierre ! thou art welcome! | * 
Come to my breaſt, for by its hop*s thou look'ſt: 
Loyelily dreadful, and the Fate of Yenice 
Seems on thy Sword already. Oh my Mars ! 
The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War 
Sure prophecy 'd of thee, Piery. Friends! was not Bratas, 
(1 mean that Bratxs, who in opep. Senate 
Stabb'd the firſt Ceſar that uſurp'd the World) 
A Gallant Man ? Rena. Yes, and Catcline too ; 
Tho ſtory wrong his Fame: for he confpir'd 
To prop the reeling Glory of his Country: 
His Cauſe was good. Bede, And ours as much above it, 


As Renanlt thou art Snperior to Cethegws, 
Or Pierre to Caſſins. err. Then to What we aim at 


When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever? 
Beda. No Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems to have ſer 
The Buſineſs up, and-given it to our care, 
| hope there's not a heart nor hand amongſt us 
But is firm and ready. All. Al! 
Well die with Bedamore. * Beaa. Oh Men, 
Matchleſs, as will your Glory be hereafter, 
The Game is for a Matchleſs Prize, if won; 
If loſt, diſgraceful Ruine. Ren. What can loſe it? - 
The publick Stock's a Beggar ; one Venetian 
Truſts not another : Look into their Stores 
Of general ſafety ; Empty Magazines, 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a harraſt Commonalty, 
A Fattious, giddy, and divided -Senare, 
ks all the ſtrength of Venice: Ler's deſtroy it ; 
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Ler's fill their Magazines with Arms-to awe them, 
Man our their Fleer, and make their, Trade maintainic ; 
Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 
To pay themſelves with plunder z Lop their.Nobles 
To the baſe-Roors , whence moſt of 'em firſt ſprung; .. 
Erſlive the Rout , whom ſimarting will makekumble, -. 
Turn out their droning Senate, and polſeſs  » +; - x 
That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 
Pierr. Ten thouſand men are Armed at your Nad, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide 
A Battlc for the freedom of the World; 
This wretched State has ſtarv'd them in its ſervice. 
And by your bounty quicken'd, they 're reſolv d 
To ſerve your Glory , and revenge their own / 
Th' have all their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch for th' Alarm, and grumble 'tis-ſo tardy. 
Bed, 1 doubtnot Friend, but chy unweary'd diligence 
Has ſtill kept waking , and it,ſhall have eaſe; 
After this Night it is refolv'd we meet 
No more, 'till Yenice own us for her Lords. 
Pierr. How lovely the Adriatique Whore, 
Dreſt in her Flames , will ſhine! devouring Flames ! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery bottom 
And hiſs in her Foundation, Beda. Now if any 
Amongſt us that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
Have Friends or Intereſt, he'd wiſh to ſave, 
Ler it be told , the general Doom is Seal'd ; 
But I'd forgo the Hopes of a Worlds Empire, 
Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. 
Picry I muſt confeſs you there have toucht my weakneſs, 
I have a Friend; hearir, ſuch a Friend ! 
My heart was ne er fhut to him : Nay, I'll cell You, 
He knows the very Buſincſs of this Hour ; 
Bur he rejoyces inthe Cauſe, and loves it, 
W' have chang'd a Vow to live and dic together, 
And He's at hand ro ratify ithere, 
Ken, How ! all betray d ? Pierr. No---I've dealt nobly with youz 
I've brought my All ito the publick Stcck ; f 
I had but one Friend, and him ll ſhare amongſt you ! 
Receive and Cheriſh him: Orif, when ſeen 
And ſearcht, you find him worthleſs, as my Tongue 
Has lodg'd this Secretin his faithful Breaſt, 
To eaſe your fears | wear a Dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give yourcft. 
Come forth, thou only Gcod 1 cer could boaſt of. 
"Enter Jaffeir with a Dagger. 
Bega, His Preſence bears the ſhow of Manly Vertue, 


A 
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af. 1 know youll wander all, that thas uncall'd, 
| dare approach this place of fatal Councels ; 
But | am amongſt you , and by Heav'n it glads me, 
To fee ſo many Vertues thus united, | 
To reſtore Juſtice and dethrown Oppreſſion. - 
Command this Sword , if you would have it quier, 
Into this Breſt ; but if you think it-worthy 
To cut the Throats of reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd affembl'd Senate ; / 
It ſhrinks not , tho I'meet a Father there; 
Would you behold this Ciry Flaming 2 Heres 
A hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at-noon 
To the Arſenal , and ſer irs Gates on fire. 
Ren. You talk this well , Sir. 
jeff. Nay by Heav'nPlldo this. 
Come, come , I read diſtruſt inall your faces, 
You fear me a Villain , *and (indeed it's odd 
To hear a ſtranger talk thus at firſt meeting, 
Ofmatters\, that have been ſo well debated 
But I come ripe with Wrongs as you with Councels ; 
] hate this Senate, am a Foe toYenices 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv'd like me, 
Topuſh on Miſchief: Oh did you but know me, 


I need not talk thus! Beda. Pierre! I muſt embrace him, 
My heart beats to this Man as if it knew him, 
Rena, 1 'never lov'd theſe hnggers : Zaf. Sill 1 ſee 


The cauſe delights me not,, Your Friends ſurvey me, 
As I were dangerous bur 1 come Arm'd 

Againft all doubts, and 'to your truſt will give 

A Pledge, worth morethanall the World can pay for. 
My Belvidera | Ho! my Belvid:rs'! 


Red, What wonder next? 7aff. Let me entrear you, 
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye friends, % l 
That all but the Ambaſſador , this wi, 


Grave Guide of Councels, with my friend that. owns me, "” 
Withdraw a while to ſpare a Womans bluſhes, 
[ Ex. all but Bed. Rena, Jaff. Pierr. 

Beds. Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us? 

Jaff. My Belviders | Bebvidera' 

Belyv Who? [ Enter Belyidera: 
Who calls ſo lowd at this late peaceful hour? 
That Voice was wont to come in gentler whiſpers, 
And fall my Ears with the ſoft breath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts , where-are thou? 

7aff. Indeed 'ris late. Bel. Oh ! I have flept and dreamt, 
And dreamt again : Where haft thou been thou Loyterer ? 
Tho my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ftill been open'd'; 


Strecht every way betwixt my broken flumbers , To - 
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To ſearch if thou wert- ceme- to crown my Reſt; 
There's no repoſe witheut thee: ' Oh the day, 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to onr forrow ; 
Comz, come to bed, and bid thy: Cares good Night, 
Jaf. Oh Belvid:ra! we muſt change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Life were rafted ;.., 
The Por ſleep little, we muſt. learn to/ Watch 
Our labours late, and early every Morning, © 
Milt win:er Fioſts, then clad and fed with ſparing, 
Riſe to vyur toils, and drudge away the day. 
Beiv. Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead me! 
Mcthinks | read diſtraftion in your face ! 
Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: _ 
You ſhake and tremble teo ! your blood, runs cold ! 
Heaven's guard my Love, and bleſs his heart with Paticnce. 
7aff. That 1 have Patience, lt our Fate bear witnels, 
Who has ordaui'd it ſo, that thou and I 
(Thou the divineſt Good Man er poſleſt, 
An4 I the wretched'ſt of the Race of Man) 
This very hour, without ore tear, muſt part... 
Bely. Part! muſt we part?-Oh! am I thenforſaken? 
Will my Love caſt me off» have my misfortunes 
Gtfended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag yeu from me? whither are you going? . 
My Dear! my Life! my Love! 7aff. Oh Friends:! 
Bely. Speak to me, Feff. Take her from my. heart, 
She'll gain ſuch hold elſe, I ſhall n&er get looſe. + + | 
I charge thee take her, but with cender'ſt care, 
Relieve her Troubles and atlwage her forrows. 
Ren Riſe, Madam ! and Command amongſt your Servants ! 
74ff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, -I bequeath her, 
And with her this, when I prove unwarthy ——- - [Gives 4 dagyth, 
You know the reſt: Then ſtrike it to her heart ; 
And tell her, he, who three whole happy years 
Lay in her Arms, ard each kind Night repeated- 
The patſionate Vows of ſtill encreafing Love, | 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
Bly. Nay, take my Life, ſince he tras fold it cheaply 3 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your ſlave, 
Butler it be far off, leaſt my complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his peace, 
{&f. No Belvidera, T've contriv'd thy honour, 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as [lt preſerve that faith unbroken, 
Whca next w2 meet, [Il lift thee. to a height, 
Sha!! gather all the gazing World abour thee, 
To woucer whar ftrange Virtue plac'd thee there. 
But if we nc cr meet more —— 
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Belv. Oh thou unkind one, . 
Never meet more'! have deſerv'd this from you ? 
Look on me, 'tell me, rell me, *ſpþeak thou dear deceiver, 
Why am I ſeparated from thy: Love ? 
if | am falſe, accuſe me bur if true, 
Don't, prithee don't in poverty forſake me. 
But pitry the ſad heart, that's torn. with parting. 
Yer hear me! yet recal me- CEx, Ren. Bed. a»d Belv. 
fff. Oh my Eyes! | F, 
Look-not that way, but turn your ſelves awhile 
Into my heart, and be wean'd all rogether. 

Friend, where art thou ? Piery. Here, my Honour's Brother 
Jef, Is Belvidera gone? + Pierr. Rewanlt has lead her ' 
Back to her. own Apartment: but, by Heav'n ! | TY 

Thou muſt 'not ſee her more till -our work's over. 
af. No: ' 'Pierr. Not for your life. 
ef. Oh Pierre, wert thou but ſhe, 1.0 
How I could pult thee down into my heart, hd 
Gaze on thee rift my' Eye-ftrings crackt with Love, | 2 
Tit all my finews- with iss fire extended, m5 
Firt me upon the Rack of ardent longing ; 
Then ſwelling,  ighing, ragirig to be blef.” 
Come like a g Turtle to thy Breaſt, 
0n'thy ſoft z hoveting, bill'and play, 
Confeſs the cauſe why laſt 1 fled away ' 
Own 'twas a faule, bur fwear to give-it o'er, 
And never follow falſ& Ambition more. [Ex, Ambo 


2 AC.T_ III. 


Enter Aquilina and ber Maid. 
nd} fo him't am-gone to bed : :Tell him I am not at home ; 
tell him Pre better with- me, or any thing ; 

tell him in ſhore will not fee him, the eternal creubleſome vexatious 
Fool: He's worſg Company than an ignorant Phyſician —— I'll nor 
be difturb'd ar theſe unſeaſonable hours. 

Maid. But Madam!' He's here already, juft enter'd the doors. 

Aquil. Turn him outagen, you unneceſlary, uſeleſs, giddy-braind 
A! if he will not begane, ſet the houſe a fire agd burn us both : 1 had 
rather meet a Toad in my difh than thar old hideous Arimal in my 
Chamber to Night. [1107 Emer Antonio, * 

Ante. Nacky, Nucky, Nechy ——— how doſt do Nacky ? Hurry durry. 
I am come little Nackyz pafteleven a Clock, a late hour; time in all 
Conſcience togo to bed Nach—— Nacky did I'fay ? Ay Nackry Aqui 
lina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, quiline, Aquilizs, Naquilina, Nauilina, 
on hn N acky, Nacky, Queen Nacky—--come let's to bed——you 
Fubbs, you Pugg you—— you little Puſs-———Purrce Tuzzey ——— 
l am a Senator, | | EN 
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Aquil. You are Fool, I am ſure. . 3-4 
Anto, May be ſo too ſweet--heart; Never the worſe Senator for 
al! chat. Corge Nacky, Nacky, ler's have a Game at Rump, ack, 
Aquil, You would do well Signior to be troubleſome here no 
longer , but leave me to my ſelf, be ſober and'go home , Sir, 
Anto. Home Madona : Yq AH" a02 5 
Aquil, Ay home, Sir. Who:am I. i Df) 81 930% 
Ants; Madona, as 1 take it you are my ——- you 1re —-> thog 
art my little Nicky Nacky--- that's all! | 
Aquil. 1 find you are reſolv*d tobe troubleſome, and ſo to:make 
fhorr of the matter in few words, I hare'you, deteft You, doath 
you, I amweary of you , ſick of you —— hang you, you are an 
Old, Silly,. I npertinent , Impotent , Sollicitous. Coxcomb,' Crazy 
in your head, and lazyin your Body, loveto be wedling with every: 
thing, and if you had not Money, ; you are geodformathing, / 
Avzto. Good for nothing ! Hurry durry , Ill try that; preicte 
Sixty one years Old, and good for -nothing;; -that's- brave, | Th«e 
Maid ] Come come come Miſtreſs. tiddle-fadd;e ,: turn you outyfor 
a ſeaſon; go turn out I ſay, #118 ut 1will abd plcaſure to (be pri-) 
vate ſome moments - out y» Oe Wen iyou are. Bidrtoo —— [tus 
her out and locks the dvov ]:;Gead! fornathing you ſay. O01 9m 2017 
Aquil. Why what are yey/good forgbiiot nn dy lt dont 4 
Anto, In the firſt place {Madam I-am;Old ;--and conſequently 
very wiſe, very wiſe, Madme 4:d't markthat? in:theTecond place 
take notice, if you pleaſe, that ham aSenatat , and -when-I think-6© 
can make Speeches Hgdona. Hurry :durty;..Þ canmake aSpeeetfin 
the-Senare-houſe now and thenww——mvwgud mdke year heir ſtand un 
end, Aſadina. rr TY ' 
Aquil. What care I for your Speedhes In the Senate-houſe, if you 
wou'd be filent here, I fhould thank: you.” + 4 
Anio, Why, I cah make Speeches to thee toogsmy lovely Madene 1. 
for Example my cruet fair one, 5175 17 {t 
[ Takes owt 4 Parſe of Gold ;' and at: tyrry parſe fadkes: it.” 
SINCE it is my Fate;,; that you ſhould with your Servagr angry prove; 
tho lite at Night —— I hope. 'tis not roo late\with' this 200 gain. re+ 
ception ſor my Love there's for thee my Aittle Nidhy NVachy— 
take it, hore _take it ——— 1 fay..take it, or I'll throw it at your 
head -——--— how now ,-rebel ! 
Aquil, Truly , my Iluſtrious Senator, -I muſt confefs your Ho- 
nour 1s at prc ſent, moſt profoundly cloquent indeed. ,-|: 19.00 
Antd, \ery well Come, now kkt's fit down and think upan't a lit- 
tle --—- come fit I ſay ——- fit down by me a little nit. Nicky, Nacky, 
hah »——— { S$:'s down] Hurry durry good for nothing ——* 
Aquil, No Sirg.if you pleale I, can.knaw my: diſtance, and fand-: 
Ar'o. Stand : How? Nacky , up and. 1 down !_ Nay then let,me 
E4044171 with, the Poet. _..... | 29/9 we | 
>-ep me 4 Caſe more pitiful who can, 3G 
A ſianding Woman , and a falling Man, Hurry 
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Hurry durry — not fit down———ſer this ye Gods ——— 
You won't fir down ? Aquil, No Sir. 

Ante. Then look you now, ſuppoſe mea Bull, a Be{a»-Bull, the Bull 
of Bulls,'or any Bull, | Thus up I ger and with my brows thus bent---- 
Ibroo, I ſay I broo, I broo, | broo, You won't fit down will you ? 
lbro— { Bellows bike 4 Bull, and drives her about. 
Agqu-l. Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. Now your | $h- fs down, 
hogour has been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will your Worthip pleaſe to 
be next * 

Anto. Now [Il be a Senator agen, and thy Lover little Nicky Nacky ! 
[He fits by her.] Ah toad, toad, road, toad! ſpit in my Face a little, 
Nacky —— pit in my-Face prithee, ſpit in my Face, never ſo little : ſpit 
but a little bit ſpir, ſpir, ſpir, ſpit, when you are bid I fay ; do, pri- 
thee ſpit now, now, now, ſpit: what, you wor't ſpit, will you ? 
Then I'll be a Dog.” Aquil. & Dog my Lord ? © / 

Ano. Ay a Dog and I'll give thee this r'otfier purſe tolet me be 
a Dog ——and to uſe me like a Dog a little, Hurry durry---[ will--- 
here *tis, —— [ Gives the Parſe, 

Aquil. Well, with all my heart. Butlet me beſeech your Dogſhip 
to play your tricks over as faſt as you can, that you may came to 
ſtioking the ſooner, and be turn'd out of doors as you deſerve. . 

Amo. Ay, ay——-no matter for that—— [He gets wnder the Table, 
that ſhan't move me—— Now, bough waugh waugh, bough waugh--- 

[ Barks like a Dog. 

Aquil, Hold, hold, hold Sir, I beſeech you: whar is't you jo? fr 
Curs bite, they muſt be kickr, Sir. Doyou ſee, kickt thus. 

Anto, Ay with all my heart: dokick, kick on, now lam under the 
Table, kick agen kick harder--- harder yer, bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, bough 'odd, Ill have a ſnapat thy ſhins-—— bough waugly 
waugh, waugh, bough—— 'odd ſhe kicks bravely. —— 1 

Aquil. Nay, then I'll go another way to work with you: and | think 
here's an Inſtrument fit for the purpoſe. [Fetches 4 Whip: and Bell. 
What bite-your Miſtreſs, ſirrah!! our, outof doors, you Dag, 40 kennel 
and behang'd —— bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs, you rogue. —— 

| [Shi Whips bim.. 

Anto, Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou arttoo loving : Hurry -quiTy, 
odd [ll be a Dog no longer. x | 

Aquil. Nay none of your fawniog: and grinaing : But. .d* goge, or 
here's the Di'cipline : What bite your Miltreſs by the Legs you mun= 
gril? out of doors hour haur, to kennel firraty! go. T8 

Anto. This is very: barbarons uſage Nacky, very barbarous : look 
you, I will nor go——L will not ſtir from the door, that I reſolve —— 
burry durry, what ſhut me out? _ ; 41) [She Whips bin 088. 

Aquil. Ay, and if you come here any more to night Iithave my 
Fcort-men lug you, you Gurr.: What bire your poor. Miſtreſs Nacky; 


{irrah ! ..,___ Enter Maid. 
Maid, Heav'ns Madam | Whats, the matter? [He hows 4t the door 
Aquil, Call my Foot-men hither preſently, like 4 Og!” 
| Af 
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Emer two Foot-men. | 

Maid. They are here alrcady Madam, the Houſe is all alarnyd with 
a ſtrange noiſe, that no body knows what to make of, 

Aquil. Go all of you and turn that troubleſome Beaſt in the nexe 
room out of my houſe-——If 1 ever ſee him within theſe walls again, 
without my leave for his Admittance, you ſneaking Rogues —< 11 
have you poiſon'd all, poiſon'd, like Rats: every Corner of the: Houſe 
ſhall ſtink of one of you ; Go, and learn hereafter to know my plea- 
ſure, So now for my Pierre: | 

' Thm when Godlike Lover was difpleas'd ; 
We Sacrifice our Fool and he's appeas'd. (Exeune. 


SCENE The Second. 


. Enter Belyidera. 
Belv:ad. hes Sacrific'd } 1 am ſold | betray'd to ſhame 
Inevitable Ruin has inclos'd tne ! 
No ſooner was | to my bed repaird, ; 
To weigh, and (weeping) ponder my condicion, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe-falſe Care 
My Peace and Honour was intruſted, came - 
(Like Tarquin) ghaſtly with infernal Luft. | 
Oh thou Roman Lacrece! thou could'ſt find friends to yindicate thy 
I never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe z | (Wrong , 
He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it; 
Left me! undone me! Ohtharl could hate him! 
Where ſhall I go! Oh whither-whither wander ? | 
Enter Jaffeir. : 
aff. Can Belvidera want a refting place 
When theſe poor Arms are open to receive her? 
Oh 'ris in vain-co ſtruggle with Deſires 
Strong as my Love to thee; for every moment 
I am from.thy fight, the Heart within my Bofom 
Moans like-a render Infant'in its Cradle | 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it : Come, and with the Songs 
Of genrle Eove perſwade it to its peace. 
 Belvid, | fear the fiubborn Wanderer will not own me, * 
Tis grown a Rebel to be ruPd no longer, 
Scorns the Indulgeat Boſom that firſt-Jull'd ir, 
And htke a Difobedient Child difdains 
The ſoft Authority of Belviders. | ; 
7aff. There was a time—— Belv. Yes, yes, there Was a tife 
When Belvidera's tears, her cries, and ſorrows, 
Were not defpis'dz; when if ſhe chanc'd ro gh, 
Or look bur ſad; there was indeed a time 
When Fefeir would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eaz'd her declining Head-upon his Breaſt, 
And never left her 'rilt he found the Cautz, 
Burt let her now weep Seas, , 
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Cry, 'till ſhe rend the Earth; ſigh cill ſho burft 
Her heart aſundery ftill he bears it all z 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

:£ Havel becn deaf? am Ithar Rock unmov'd ? 
againſt whoſe root , Tears beat and fighes are ſent ! 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows. calmly ! 

Witneſs againſt me Heav'ns, have T done this? 
Then Lear me in a Whirlwind back agen, 
And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me | 
Oh thou too. raſhly cenſur'ſt of my Love! 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent this night, 
Dark and alone, no pillow to'my' Head, 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor quiet: im 'Mny Hearr, 
Thou would'ſt not Belv 'der#, ſurethou would'ſt not 
Talk to mie thus , but like a pitying Angel 
Spreading thy wings come ſertle on my breaſt , 
And hatch warm comfort there cer ſorrows freeze it, 
B:lv, Why, ther poor Moarner, in what baleful Corner- 
Haſt thou been talking with that Wirch the Night? 
On what cold ſtone haſt thou been ſtrertchr along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds abour chy Head, 
Tomix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ! 
Oh now 1 find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me ! 
| am no longer fit to bear a ſhare 
In his Concernments : "My weak female 'Virtue 
Muſt not be truſted ; 'Tis roo: frail and tender. 
Jeff. Oh Porcia! Porcia! What' a Soul was thine ? ' 
Belv. That Porcia was a Woman ,- and when Bratw + 
Big with the fate of Rowe, ( Heav'n guard thy ſafety ! ) 
Conceal'd from her the Labours of his Mind, 
She ler him ſee, her Blood was great as his, . 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble; and a Hearr 
Fit topartake his Troubles, as his Love: 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back , the dreadful dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt night in parting with me ; ſtrike it 
Here to my heart , and as the Blood flows from ir, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cats's Daughters. 
faf. Thou art too good, andlindeed unworthy, 
Unworthy ſo much Virtue : Teach me how 
| may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, 
Ard ſee with what attention I'll obey thee. 
Belv. Do not deſpiſe me: thar's the All I ak, 
7aff. Deſpiſe thee! Hear me 
Bely. Oh thy charming Tongue 
Is but too well acquainted with my weakneſs , 
Knows, let it.name bur Love , my melcing heart - 
Diſſolves within myBreaft z *citt with closd Eyes | 
I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten, * 
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7aff. What ſhall [da? b 

Belv. T&ll me! be juſt, and tell me 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy face ? 

Why am made a ſtranger ? why that fight, 

And 1 not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 

Is wrapt in Reſt , why clioofes then my Love 

To wander up and dawn inhorrifl-darkneſs, 

Loathing his bed , and theſe deſiring Arms ? 

Why are theſe Eyes Blood- ſhot, with tedious. watching? 

Why ſtarts he now? and looks as if he wiſht 

His Fate were finiſhe ? "Tell me, eaſe my fear ; 

Leaſt when we next time meet , I want the power 

To ſearch into the ſickneſs of thy /Mind, > 

But talk as wildly then as thou laok'ſt now... - 
aff. Oh Belvidera! | 1 

Belv. Why was [laſt night deliver'd to a Villain? 

?aff. Hah, a Villain ? 

Belv. Yes! to a Villain ! Why at ſugkh an hour 
Meets that aſſembly all made-up of Wrerches! » 
That look as Hell had drawn 'em intro League ? 

Why, 1 inthis hand, and in that a Dagger, 
Was | dcliver'4 with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 

«© To you, Sirs, and to;your Honour 1 bequeath ber, 
« 4nd with her this: When cer [ prove unworthy, 
« Vow know the reſt, then ſtrike 'it to her Heart ? 
Oh ! why's that reſ# conceald from me? muſt 'I 
-Be made the hoſtage of a helliſh Truſt? 

For ſuch I knowl amy that's all my vatuc! 

But by the Love and Loyalty I owe thee, 
TH free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves ; 
Strait to the Senate, tell *em all I know, 

All that I chink, all that my fears inform 'me * 

7aff. Is this the Roman Virtue 1: this'the Blood . 
Thar boaſt its puricy with Cat's Daughter? 

Would ſhe have cer berray'd her Braraa?':1;  Beby. Noi: 
For Brutus truſted her : Wer't thou ſo kind, 
What would not Bclv'd:ra (uffer for thee 2 
747. I ſhall undo my (elf, and tell thee all 
Beiv. Look not upon me, as 1 am a Woman; 
But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy. Friend ; wholong 
Has had admiiſion to thy heart, and there 
Study'd the Vartnes of thy gallant Nature; + 
Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage and thy:Truth, * 
Have been my daily leffon : i have.learat them, 
Am bold as thou , can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for'thee 5 and with thee ſhare them. 
| F74ff. Oh you divineſt Powers! look down and hear 
My Prayers ! inſtruft me to reward this Virtue! Yet 
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T& think a little ,' e'er+ thou tempt me further: 
Think 1 have a Taleto tell, will ſhake'thy Nature, 
Me't ail this boaſted Conftancy thou talk ft of 
[cto vile tears and defpicable ſorrows : | 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me! Belv. Shall 1 (wear? 
. No: donot ſwear: I would not violate 
Thy tender Nature with ſo rude: a Bond : . 
But as thou hop'ſt roſee melive-my days, - 
And love thee long , lock this within thy Breaſt ; 
I've bound my ſelf by allche ftriteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and humane . Belv. Speak ! 
af. To kill thy Father —— Belv. 'My Father! : 
7af. Nay the Throats of the whole Senate: 
Shall bleed my Belvndera : He amongſt us. 
That ſpares his Father ,' Brother, . or: has Friend,” 
Is Damn'd : How rich and beauteous will the face'- 
Of Ruin loak ;: when theſe wide ſtreets runblood ; - 
| and the glorious Partner's of my Fortune 
Shouting, and ſtriding'o'er the proſtrate Dead) }. - 
Stillto new,waſte ; whilſt thou, far:off in fafery 
Smiling , ſhalt ſee the: wonders of our. daring g' . * | 
And when ptght-comes; with Praifeand Love receive me. 

Belv. Oh ! 7af, Have a cate, andſhtink not even in thought! 
For if thou do'ſt $5 old þ Belv. L know it, thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword int this boſom : Lay. me 
Dead on the Earth, and then'thon wilt be ſafe © - 

Murder my Father ! tho. his:Crnel: Nature: :; 

Has perſecuted me ta my undoing, 5 * (ft; 5 + 47 

Driven me to baſeſt wants ; GanÞ behold him + 

With ſmiles of Vengeance; butcher'd n his 'Age ? 

The ſacred Fountain of my life deftroy'd ? py 

And canft thou ſhed the blood thae.gave me being ? - 
Nay, be a Traitor too, and ſell thy Country; + | 

Can thy great Heart deſcend ſawilely: towy”- + - | 

Mix with tired Slaves; Bravocg and /Commoiiftabbers, 
Noſe- litters , Ally-tarkiog: Villains! Joyn | 
Withſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages, 

To cut the Throats of Wretches afthey (Icep ? 

faff. Thou wrong'ſt me, Belvidera! I vecngagd 
With Men of Souls: fit to reform the ills 
Ofall Mankind: There's nota Hearramongſt them, 

Puts as ſtout as Death, ,yer.honeſt as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, &er Fraud and Vice were faſhions. 

B:lv. What's he,to whoſe curſt hands laſt night thou gay ſt me? 
Was that w:ll done? Ch! Icould tell a ſtory 
Would rowle thy Lyon Reart out of its Den - 
Anl make it rage with terrifying fury. 
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aff. Speak on | charge thee 1. +  Belv., Ol: my Lovel if e'& 
Thy Belvidera's Peace deſerv'd thy Carey . ' 1: | a 
Remove me from this place : 'Laſt night, laſt vight! 
7aff. Diſtrat me not, but give me all the-Truth. 
B:lv. No ſooner wer't thon gone, and '' albne, 
Left in the pow'r of that old Son. of Miſchief, ; 
No {oner was I lain on my ſad Bed; 
But that vile Wretch approacht me; looſe, cabatton'd, 
Ready for violation : Then my Heart +. 
Throbb'd with its fears: O. how L wept and fightd, 
And ſhrunk and trembled; wiſh'd in vain tor him 
That ſhould proteCy me. Thou alas! wert gone | 
aff. Patience ! iweet Heav'n;''rill Imake vengeance ure, 
Zelv. He drew the hideous Dagger farth thou: gav ft —_— 
And with upbraiding ſmiles he ſaid, behold 3.5 + 
This u the pl:dge of a faiſe Hruibands lov: * 
And in my Arms then preſt, and woud have claſ/'n me; 
Burt with my Cries ! ica-'& his Coward heart, F 
"Till he withdrew, ane miitter'd vows to Hell. p 
Theſe arc thy Friends ! rrith theſethy Life, WY Honou," 3; 
Thy Love, all's ſtak't, aud all. will go to-rume. 
7aff. No more: I -horge thee keep this ſecret. dots | 
Clear up thy ſorrows, look as if thy wrangs | 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more, retire, 
Rerire my Life, and doubt not of my Honour z ' 
[ll heal its failings, and deſerve thy Love. 'f 
Belv. Oh ſhould I part with thee,: reten wilt - D5) 
In Anger leave me, andireturnno more: ; 
7aff, Return no more! I would not live without thee 
Another Night to purchaſe the Creation. + 
Belv. When ſhaſtwe meet again? 
af. Anon at Twelye! th 
11 ſteal my ſelf to thy expeing Arms, 
Come like a Travell'd Dove aud bring thee Prace. 
Bebp. Indeed ! 7aff. By all ourloves? | 
Belv. "Tis hard to part; 
Burt ſure no falſhood cer lookt ſo fairly. | 
Farewell--- Remember Twelve. Ex. Bclvid. 
7-4. Let Heav'n forget me 
When I Remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curſt is my Condition, toſ#'d and juſtl'd, 
Fromevery Corner z Fortune's Common Fool, 
The jeft of Rogues, an Inſtrumental Aſs 
For Villains tolay loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about juſt for their caſe and ſcorn. 
Enter Pierre. 
Pierr, faffeir | 74f. Who calls! 
Pierr, AFricnd, that could haye wiſat 
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T have found thee otherwiſe imploy'd : what, hun 
A Wife on the dull foil! ſure a ftanch Husband 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt 2 wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from Caudles and ConfeCtions ? 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtening to, 
Of unayr'd ſhirts ; Catharrs and Tooth- Ach got 
By thin-ſol'd ſhooes ? Damnation! that a Fellow 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruftion 
Of a whole People , ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To caſe his fulſom Luſts, and Fool his Mind. 
aff. May not a Man.then trifle out an hour 
With a kind Woman and on wrong his calling 2? 
Pierr. Not in a Cauſe like ours. aff. Then Friend 
is in a damn'd condition: for ['l tell F 64 _ 
That Canker-worm call'd Letchery has toucht it, 
Tis tainted vilely : would'ſt thou think it , Renwanir, 
That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue ) 
es ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt, 
I found him out for watering at my Wife: 
He viſited her laſt night like a kind Guardian : 
Faith ſhe has ſome Temptations, that's the truth on't. 
Pierr. He durft not wrong his Truſt ! 
, T' was ſomething late tho - 
To take the freedom of a Ladies Chamber. 
Pierr. Was ſhe in bed? 74f. Yes faithin Virgin ſheets 
White as her boſom , Pierre, diſht neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee 
When the rank fit was on him. Pierr, Patience guide me ! 
He! us'd no violence ? 
74f. No, no! out on't, violence! 
Playd with her neck z bruſht her with his Gray-beard, - 
Struggh'd and towZ'd, tick[d her 'till ſhe ſqueak'd a lirtle 
May be, or ſlo —— but not a jot of violence ; 
P;Fr. Damn him, 
ff. Ay, ſofay I : but huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
My ſelf no Monſter yet: Tho no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to? ſure 'tis near the hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in perſon? 
Pierr. No: he has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain; Renanir; 
To give the Executing ez 
— thee be a Man if - 
thy t z; for a brave Revenge 
Neer conies 0o/ae: 7 «ff. Fearnor, lam cool as Patience : 
Had he compleated my Sm rather 


= 


Then 
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Spins, *Till we are ſafe, our Friendſhip cannot be ſo, 

Prerr, Again: who's that? Spino. *Twas I. 

Tho. And I. * Revell, And 1. 

Eliot. Aud all. Ren, Who are on my ſide? 

Spinoſ. Every honeſt Sword, 

Let s die like men and not be ſold like Slaves, 

Pierr, One ſach word inore, by Heay'n Ill to the Senate 
And hang ye ail, like Dogs in Cluſters, | 
Why peep your Coward Swords half out their ſhells? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine ? 

You fear to die, and yet dare talk of Killing ? 

Ren. Goto the Senate and betray us , haſten, 
Secure thy wretched life, we fear to die 
Lefs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt. 

Pierr. That's rank falſhood, ORE] S 
Fear'ſt not thou death? fy, there's ' a _knaviſh itch”. © 
In that ſalt blood, an utter foe to ſmarting, 
Had 7affeir's Wife prov'd kind , he had ſtill been true. 
Foh —— — how thar ſtinks? So a 
Thoudy! thou kill myFriend , or thou, orthou, _ 
Or thou, with that lean wither'd wretched Face!  ,; 
Away! difperle all to your ſeveral Charges,  ,, 
And meet __ where your honour calls you, _ 

I'll bring that man, whoſe blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
And you ſhall fee him venture for you fairly _—— 


Hence, hence, I ſay. C Ex. Renault angrily, 
Spino, I fear we have been to blame ; | 
And done too mnch. Vs i: | 
Theo. Twas too mich far' urg'd againſt the man you lov'd. 

Rev Here, take our Swords and cruſh 'ern with your ſeet, 


Spine. Forgive us, gallant Friend. 
Per, Nay, now yhave found 
The way to melt and caſt me as you will: 
Il ferchthis Friend and give him to your mercy : 
Nay he ſhattdye if yon will cake him from me, .. 
For your repoſe [Il quit my hearts Jewel; 
But would not have him torn' away by Vilfains 
And ſpitefull villany, Sp:ne. No z may you both 
For everlive and fill the worid with fame ! 
Pier. Now you areto kind. Whenceroſe all tais diſcord?, 
Oh what a dangerous precipice have we ſcap'd ! 
How near a fall was all we had long been buikding ! 
What an eternal blot had ſtain'd our glories, 
If one the braveſt and the beſt of men | 
Had fallen a Sacrifice to raſh ſuſpicion ! 
Butcher'd by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came ro cheriſh : 
Oh could you know him all as I have known him, 
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qrod he is, bow juſt, how, true, how brave, 
wud not leave this place till you had ſeen him ; 
ved your ſelves before him, ki{s'd his feer, 
giin' remiſſion for the worſt of follies; 

Come but to murrow all your doubts ſhall end, 

And to your Loves me better recommend, 

That I've preſery d your Fame, and, ſav'd my Friend 

CExeunt omnes. 


The end of the third At. 
ACT IV, 
Enter Jaffeir and Balvidera, 


Here doſt thou lead me? Eyery ſtep I move, 


W MethinksI tread upon ſome mangled Limb 


a rack'd Friend : Oh my dear charming ruine ! 
are we wandring ? Belv. To eternal Honour 


{a deed ſhall Chronicle thy name, 
x2 the glorious Legends of thoſe few 
haye ſay'd ſinking Nations: thy Renown 
| te the furure Song of all the Virgins, 
by thy piety have been preſerv'd 
horrid violation : Every Street _ 
lx adorn'd with Statues to thy honour, 
a thy feet this great Inſcription written, 
weaver hin that prop'd the fall of Venice. 
Rather, Remember him, who after all 
cred Bonds of Oaths and-holier Friendſhip - 
nd compaſſion to a Womans tears 
« hs Manhood, Vertue, Truth and Honour, 
kcriice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Belv. Oh inconſtant Man | 


wit thon damn me ? 
nil you promiſe? how will you deceive? 


reruen back, re-place me in my Bondage, 
d thy Friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ſt me ; 


& thy Dagger do its bloody office. 


Wt kind Dagger, Faffeir, how "twill look 
ithrough my heart, drench'd in my blood to th' hilts ! 


lt theſe poor dying eyes ſhall with their tears 
are torment thee, then thou wilt be free: 
thou think'ſt it nobler z Let me live - | 
M a Victim to the hateful luſt 


t Infernal Devil, that old Fiend 
Damn'd himſelf and wou'd undo Mankind : 


wht, my Love! aff. Name, name it not again. 


"a beaſtly Image to my fancy ; 
me into madneſs. Oh the Villain! 


Gwrſt approach ſuch purity as thine 


wm , , _ 


— 
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Ecernal Honour or perpetual Infamy. 
Ler's remember , {wo what dreadful hazards 
Propitious Fortune hitherto has led us, 
How often on the brink of ſome diſcovery 
Have we ſtood tottering , and yer ſtill kept our ground 
So well, the buſieſt ſearchers ne'er could follow 
Thoſe ſubtle Tracks which puzzled all fuſpicion : 
You droop Sir. ?ff. No: with a moſt profound attention 
Tyvechard it all, and wonder at thy vertue. 
Ren. Tho there be yet few hours 'twixt them and Ruin, 
Are not the Senate lull'd in full ſecurity, 
Quiet and ſatisfy'd, as Fools arealways! 
Never did ſo profound. repoſe forerun 
Calamity © great: Nay our good Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind : 
Strengthen'd the fearfull ſt, charm'd the moſt ſuſpectful, 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle : for we live, 
Welive my Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants : Let's conſider 
That we deſtroy Oppreſlion, Avarice, 
A People rurſt up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe cannot ſuffer. 
7aff. Oh Belvidera , take me to thy Arms 
And thew me where's my Peace, for I've loſt it [ Ex. Jaff, 
Ren, Without the leaſt remorſe then let's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword rexterminate theſe Tyrants, 
And when we ſhall behold thoſe curſt Tribunals, 
Stain'd by the Tears and ſufferings of the Innocent, 
Burning with flames rather from Heav'n thanours, 
The raging furious and unpitying Souldier 
Pulling his reeking Dagger from the boſoms 
Of gaſping Wretches; Death in every Quarter, 
With all tharſad diſorder can produce, 
To make a SpeCtacle of horror : Then, 
Then ler's call co mind, my deareſt Friends, 
Thar there's nothing pure upon the Earth, 
That the moſt valu'd things have moft allays, 
And that in change of all thoſe vile Enormities , 
Un.\er whoſe weight this wretched Country labours, 
The Means are only in our hands toCrown them, 
Picrr. And may thoſe Powers above that are propitious: 
Togallant minds record this Cauſe, and bleſs ir. 
Ren. Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, 
Should there my Friends be found amongſt us one 
Falle to this glorious Enterprize, what Fate, 
What Vengeance were cnough for ſich a Villain? 
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Eliet, Death here without repentance, Hell hereafter. 
Ren. Let that be my lot, if as here [ ſtand 

Lited by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 

Tho I had one only Brother, dear by all 

The ſtricteſt ties of Nature ; tho one hour 

Had given us birth, one Fortune fed our wants, 

One only love , and that bur of each other, 

Still fill'd our minds ; Could I have ſuch a Friend 

Joyn'd in this Cauſe, and had bu: ground to fear 

Meant foul play z may this right hand drop from me, 

If I'd not hazard all my future peace, 

And ſtab him to the heart before you: who 

Wonld not.do leſs ? Would ſt not thou Pierre the ſame? 
Pierr. You have ſingled mes,Sir,out for this hard queſtion, . 

ks if 'twere ſtarted only for my ſake! 

Am I the thing =_ fear? Here, here's my boſom, 

Search it with all you Swords! aml a Traytor? 
Ren,.No: butl fear your late commended Friend 


ls little leſs ; Come Sirs, *tis now no time 
To trifle with our ſafety. Where's this Zaffeir ? 
Spine, He left the room. juſt now in ftrange diſorder, 
Ken, Nay, there is danger in him: I obſerv'd hum, 
During the time I took for Explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt _ attention . 


To a confuſion which he could not ſmother, 

His looks grew full of ſadneſs and ſurprize, 

All which betray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 

That labour'd with relu@tancy and ſorrow ; 

What's requiſite for ſafety muſt be done 

With ſpeedy Execution : he remains 

Yet in our power: I for my own part wear 

A Dagger. Pierr, Well, 

Ren. And I could wifh it! Pierr, Where ? 
Ren, Bury'd1n his heart. Pierr. Away! wareyetall friends. 

No more of this , *twill Breed ill blood amongſt us. 

Spin, Let us all draw our Swords, and ſearch the houſe, 

Pull him from the dark hole where he fits brooding 

Or his cold fears, and each man kill his ſhare of him. 

Pierr, Who talks of killing ? who's he'll ſhed the blood 

Thar's dear to mel is't you? or you? or you Sir? 

What not one fpeak? how you ſtand gaping all 

On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there 

Yet nota word : Then Sir I'll tell you a ſecrer, 

Suſpicion's but at beſt a Cowards Virtue1 [ To Ren, 
\ Ren, A Coward [ Handles bis Sword, 
Pier. Put, put up the Sword, old Man, | 

Thy hand ſhakes at it ; come let's heal this breach, 

++ lam too hot: we yet may live Friends: | 


% 
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Then hazard the Succeſdonr hopes are ripe for, 
Id bear it all with mortifying Verrue. 
Pierr. Be's yonder coming this way through the Hall, 
His thoughts ſeem full. 7af. Prithee retire, and leaye me 
Wirh him alone: 1'1] put him to ſome tryal, 
See how his rotten part will bear the couching. _ 
Pierr. Be careful then, [ Ex Pierre, 
aff, Nay never doubt , but truſt me, 
What, be a Devil! take a Damning Oath 
For ſhedding native blood! can there be a fn 
In merciful repentance? Oh this Villain, 
Enter Rerault. 
Renault, Perverſe! and peeviſh! whar a ſlave is Man ! 
To ler his itching flz{h-thus ger the better of him ! 
Diſpatch the Tool her Husband that we'er well, 
Who's there ? 'Zaff. A Man. 
Ken. My Friend , my near Ally 1-—. 
The hoſtage of your faith , my beauteous Charge, 18 very well. 
aff. Sir , are you ſure of that? | 5- 
Stands ſhe in perfect health? beats her pulſe even ? 
Neither too hot nor cold ? Ren. What means that queſtion? 
aff. Oh Women have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, 
Inconſtant as their Wiſhes, always wavering,. 
And ner fixt ; was it not boldly'done 
Even at firſt ſight to truſt the Thing T loy'd: 
(A tempting Treaſure too! ) with Youth fo fierce 
And vigorous as thine? but thou art-honeft. 
Ken. Who dares accuſe me ? 7 . Curſt be him that doubts 
Thy virtue, I have try'd'it, and declare, 
Where I to chooſe a Guardian of my Honour 
I'd put it intothy keeping : for I know thee. Ren, Know me! 
Faff. Ay know thee: There's no falſhood in thee, 
'. Thoulook'ſt juſtas thonart: Letus embrace, 
Now would'ſt thou cut my Throat or I cut thine ? 


Ren. Youdare not do't. 74f. You lye Sir. 


Ren. How ! 7aff. No more, 
"Tis a baſe World, and muſt reform , thar's all. 


Emer Spinoſa, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, 
Brainveil, and the reft of the Conſpirators. 
Ren. Spinoſa , Theodore | Spin. The ſame: 


Ren. You are welcome! Spin. You are trembling. Sir. 
Ren. Tis a cold Night indeed, Fas Hed, _ 


Full of decay and natural infirmiries ; 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope tomorrow. 
Pierr. Twas not well done, thou ud'ft have ſtroakt him 


And not have gall'd him. «7. Damn him, let him chew on'c. 
Heav'n ! where am I ? beſet. with eurſed Fiends 


[ Pierre re-enters. 


That 
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That wait to Damn me ; What a Devil's man, 
When he forgets his nature —— huſh my hearr, 
Ren. My Friends, 'tis late: are we aſſembled all ? 
Where's Theodore ? Theo, At hand, 
Ken, Spinoſa, Spino. Here, 
Ren, Brainveil. © Brain, | am ready. 


Ren, Darand and Brabe, Dsr. Command us , 


Weare both prepar'd! Ren. Meztana, Rev:llido, 
Ternon Retroſs ; Oh you are Men I find 
Fit to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons, 
To morrow's riſing Sun muſt ſee you all 
Deckt in your honours?” are the Souldiers ready ? 
Omn. All, all. | 
Rex. You, Darard , with your thouſand muſt poſſeſs 
St.. Marks ; You, Captain, know your charge already ; 
'Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace: you 
Brabe with a hundred more muſt gain the Secque. 
With the like number Brainveil to the Procaralle, 
Be all this done with the leaſt cumult poſſible, 
Till in each place you poſt ſufficient guards : 
Then ſheath your Swords in every breaſt you meet. 
7af. Oh reverend Cruelty : Damn'd bloody Villain ! 
Ren. During this Execution , Darand, , you 
Muſt in the mid'ſt keep your Batralia faſt, 
And Theodore be ſure to plant the Cangn 
That may Command the ftreets ; whilſt Rewellide , 
MczLana, Teruon and Retro, Guard you. 
( This done! )' we'll give the General Alarm, 
Apoly Perards, and force the Ars'nal Gates 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral places, 
Or with our Canon ( if it dare reſiſt ) 
BatterttoRuin. But aboveall I charge you 
Shed blood enough , ſpare neither Sex nor Age, * 
Name nor Condition ; if there live a Senator 
After to morrow,, tho the dulleſt Rogue 
That eer ſajd nothing , we have loſt our ends; 
If poſſible, ler's kill the very Name 
Of Senator, ' and*bury it in blood. 
7aff. Metcileſs, horrid ſlave ! Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough , old: Renaxld: how thou charm'ſt me! 
Ren. But one thing more, and then farewell till Fate 
Join us again , or ſeparare us ever: _ 
Firſt, ler's embrace, Heay'n knows who next ſhall thus 
Wing ye together: 'Bur let's all remember 
We wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords, 
Let each Man think that on his ſingle Virtue 
Depends the Good and Fame o all the reſt 
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On terms ſo vile : Deſtruftion ; ſwift deſtruftion 
Fall on my Coward-head , and make my Name 
The common ſcorn of Fools if I forgive him; 
If | forgive him, if I not revenge 
With utmoſt rage , and moſt unſtaying fury, 
Thy ſuffering thou dear darling of my life, Love. 
- Bel. Delay nolonger then, but to the Senate; 
And tell the diſmal 'it ſtory &er utter d, 
Tell 'em what bloudſhed , rapines, deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd, how near's the fatal hour! 
Save thy poor Country, ſave the Reverend bloud 
Of all its Nobles, which to morrows Dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed ; Save the poor tender lives 
Ot all rhoſelirtle Infants which the Swords 
Of murtherers are whetting for this moment ; 
Think thou already heard'ſt their dying ſcreams, 
Think that thou ſeeſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 
Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity 
With torn diſhevel'd hair and ſtreaming eyes, 
1heir naked mangled breaſts beſmear'd with blood, 
And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes, 
Sofily they huſh'd , dropping in anguiſh from em. 
Think rhou ſeeſt this, and then conſult thy heart. 
Zaff. Oh! Bel. Think too, If thou loſe this preſent minute, 
What miſeries the next day bring upon thee, 
kmagine all the horrours of that night 
Murther and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Ccnfuſedly ranging. Think what then may prove 
My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 
And midſt the terrour of the publick ruine 
Do a damn'd deed; perhaps to ay a Train 
May catch thy life ; then where will be revenge, 
The dearrevenge that's due to ſuch a wrong ? 
7aff. By all Heavens powers Prophetick truth dwells in thee, 
For every word thou ny ſtrikes through my heart 
Like anew light, and ſhows it how 't has wander'd ; 
Juſt what th' haſt made me, rake me, Belvidere, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to fay 
This bitter Leſſon , where 1 muſt betray 
My truth, my vertue , conſtancy and friends : \ 
Muſt I betray my friend ! Ah take me quickly, 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd; 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. 
Bel. Haſt thou a friend more dear than Belviders ? 
aff. No, th' art my Soul it ſelf, wealth, friendfhip,honour; 
All preſent joys, and earneſt of all future, 
Are ſumm'd in thee: methinks when in thy arms 
Thus leaning on thy breaſt, one minute's more Than 
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Than a long thouſand years of vulgar hours, 
Why was ſuch happineis not givenme pure? | 
why daſh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings? 
Come , lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To Sacrifice , thus in his fatal Garlards, 
Deck'd fine and pleas d , The wantons skips and plays, 

Trots by the enticing AR Prieſteſs fide, 


And much tranſported with his little pride, 


Forgets his dear COR of the plain 
Tilt by Her, bound, Hee's on the Altar layn C 
Tet then too hardly bleats, ſuch pleaſures in the pain. } 
Enter ccr and 6 Guards. 
Ofc. Stand who goes there ? Bel. Friends. 
. Friends, Belvidera! hide me from my Friends, 
By Heaven I'd rather ſee the face of Hell, 
Than meet the man I love. 
Ofc. But what friends are you ? 
Bel. Friends to the Senate and the State of Venice. 
. My orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late hour, and bring 'em to the Council, 
Who now are ſitting. 74ff. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your paws upon me. 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt, Exennt guarded. 


SCENE The Senateyyſe 


Where appear ſitting , the Duke of Venice, Priuli, Antonio, aud 
Eight other Senators. 

Duke. Antony, Priaxl: , Senators of Venice, 
Speak ; why are we aſſembled here this night ? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Venice, honour, or its ſafety ? 

Prix. Could words expreſs the ſtory I have to tell you, 
Fathers, theſe tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but there is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep; tear off theſe purple Robes, 
And wrap our ſelves in Sack- cloth, ſitting down 
On the fad Earth, and cry aloud to Heaven. 
Heaven knows if yet there be an hour to come 
Eer Venice be no more. 4 

All Senators, How | Pris, Nay we ſtand 
Upon the Very brink of gaping ruine, | 
Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, 
To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 
Kindred and Friends, our Palaces and Temples 
Tolay in Aſhes : nay the hour too, fixr; 
The Swords, for ought I knoiy, drawn even this moment, 
And the wild Waſte begun: from unknown hands 

F 
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1 had this warning : but if we are men 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd , but do ſomething 
That may inform the world in after Ages, | 
Our Virtue was not ruin'd though we Were. [ A noiſe without, 
Room, room , make room for ſome Priſoners —— | 
2. Senat. Let's raiſe the City.. - 
Enter Officer and Guard, 
Prix, Speak there , what diſturbance ? 
Ofc. Two Priſoners have the Guard (eiz'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay they come to iaform his Reverend Senate 
About the preſent danger. 
Enter Jaffeir and Belyidera guarded. 

All. Give em entrance Well,who are you ? 

Jaff. A Villain. Anto. Short and pithy, 

Tic man ipcaks well, ?8ff. Would every man that hears me. 
Would deal fo honeſtly, and own his title. 
Dake. *Tis rumour'd that a Plot has been contriv'd 
Againit this.Statez that you have a ſhare int too, 
If you are a Villain, to redeem your honour, 
Unfold the truth and be reffor'd with Mercy, 
7aF. Think not that I to ſave my life come hither, 
I know its value berter z but in pity 
To all thoſe wretchc3 whoſe unhappy dooms 
Are fix'd and ſeal'd. ſce me here before you, 
The {worn and Corſe foe of Venice, 
But uſe me as my dealings may deſerve 
And I moy prove a friend, rEr: . The Slave Capitulates, 
Give him the Tortures, 7aff. Thar you dare notdo, 
Your fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch 
Tohear a ſtory: which you dread the truth of, 
Truth with the fear of ſmart ſhall ne'er get from me. 
Cov Qrds are {car'd with threatnings. Boys are whipt 
lnato confeſſions : but a Steady mind 
Acts ofirs ſclf, ne'er asks the body Coun{ell. 
Give h:m the Tortures. Name but ſuch a thing 
Again; by Heaven I Il ſhut theſe lips for ever, 
Not all your Racks, your Engines or your Wheels 
Shall force a groan away ——- that you may gueſs at, 
Arto. A bloudy minded fellow [I'll warrant ; 
/ damn'd bloudy minded fellow, 

Dake, Name your Conditions, 7 aff. For my ſelf full pardon, 
Zfides the hvesof twoand twenty friends [ Delivers alif, 
\Vhoſe names arc herc 1nroll'd : Nay, let their Crimes 
Le ner fo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oarhs 
And facred promite of this Revercad Copncil , 
that im a.full Aſicmbly cf the Senate 
ihe rhirg! askberatifid. Swear this, 
nd 11 untold the fecrets of your danger. 
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All, We'll ſwear. . Dake. Propoſe tie Oath. 

aff. By all che hopes, 
Ye.have of Peace and Happineſs hereafrer, 
Swear. All, We all ſwear, 

2af. To grant me what T've askd, 
Ye (wear. - All, We ſwear, 
. Jaff.. And as ye keep the Oath, 
May you and your poſterity be bleſt 
Or curſt for ever. All, Elfe be curſt for ever, 

af. —— Then here's the liſt, and with't the Delivers ano- 

w diſcloſe of all that threatens you, they paper. 
Now Fate thou haſt caught me. 

Anto. Why what a dreadfull Catalogue of Cut-throats is here! - 
[1l warrant you not one of theſe fellows but has a face like a Lion, 
| dare not ſ@ much as read 'their names over, | 

Dake. Give orders that all diligent ſearch be made 
Toſcize theſe men, their charaCters are publick, 

The paper intimates their Rendevouz 
Tobe at the houſe of a fam'd Grecian Curtezan 
Calld Aqwilina ; ſee that place ſecur'd. 

Anto, What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Durry , Nicky Nacky 
inthe Plot —— —— Il make a Speech. Moſt noble Senators, 
What headlong apprehenſion drives you on, 

Right noble, wiſe end truly. ſolid Senators, Ig 

To Violate the Laws and righr of Nations ? 

The Lady is a Lady of renown. 

* 'Tis true, ſhe holds a houſe of fair Reception, 

And though I ſay't my ſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as wellas I. 2 Senat. My Lord, long Speeches 
Are frivolous here , when dangers are ſo near us; 

Weall well know your Intereſt in that Lady, 

The world talks [oud on't. Anto. Verily I have dore, 
I ſay no more. Dake. But fince he has declar'd 
Him/elf concern'd, Pray, Captain , take great caution 
Torreat the fair one, as becomes her Character, 

Andlet her Bed-chamber be ſearch'd with decency. 

Yuu, Faffeir, muſt with patience bear till morning, to be our 
Priſoner, aff. Would the Chains of death 
Had bound me faſt e'er I had known this minute, * 

Ive done a deed will make my Story hereafter 

Quoted in competition with all ill ones: 

The Hiſtory of my wickedneſs ſhall run 

Down through the low traditions of the vulgar, 

\nd Boys be thought to tell the tale of Zaffeir. 

Duke. Captain withdraw your Priſoner. 

127. Sir, if poffible, 

{..a1 me where my own thoughrs themſclves may loſe me, 
>» 
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Where I may doze out whatI've left of life, 


Venice Preſerv'd, or 


Forget my ſelf and this days guilt and falſhood. 
Cruel remembrance how ſhall I appeaſe thee ! [ Ex. guarded, 


Noiſe without. 


More Traitors ; room , room , make room there, 


Dake, How's this, Guards? 


Where arc our Guards ? ſhut up the Gates , the Treaſon's already 


at 


Se 


our Doors, 

Enter Officer, 
Offc. My Lords, more Traitors : 
iz'd in the very act of Conultations 


Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of miſchief, 
Bring in the priſoners, 


Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Elliot, Revellido - 
and other Conſp:rators, in fetters, guardcd. 
Pierr, You, my Lords and Fathers, 


(As you are pleas'd to call your ſelves) of Yenice 


It 


you ſit here to guide the courle of Juſtice, 


Why theſe diſgracefull -.chains upon the limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your ſervice ? A 
Are theſe the wreaths of triumphs ye beſtow 


O 


n thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home and Honours? 
Duke. Goon, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Anto, And be hangd too., I hope. = 
Fierr. Are theſe theWMophies I've deſerv'd for fighting 


Your Battels with confederated Powers, 


wW 


hen winds and Seas confpir'd to overthrow you ? 


And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours, 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 
And ſaw your Wife, th Adriatick , plough'd 

Like a lew'd Whore by bolder Prows than yours 

Stept not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians, 


Th 


e task of honour and the way to greatneſs, 


Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 

To ſtipulate the terms of ſu'd for peace, 

And this my recompence ? If I am a Traitor 

Produce my charge zor ſhew the wretch that's baſe enough 

And brave enough to tell me I am a Traitor. 
Duke. Know you one faffeir ? [ AU rhe Conſpirators mArmure 
Pierr. Yes, and know his Vertue, 

His Juſtice, Truth, his general Worth and Sufferings 

From a hard father taught me firſt to love him, 


Emer Jattcir guard: 4. 


Dake, See him brought forth, 
Pierr. My friend too bound? nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall, 
Why droops the man whoſe welfate's fo much mine 


They're 


A Plt Diſcover'd. 
They're but one thing ? theſe Reverend Tyrants, 7ffeir, 
Call us all Traitors , art thou one, my Brother ? 
af. To thee I am the falſeſt, veryeſt f{lave 
That c'er betray'd a generous truſting friend, 
And gave up honour to be ſure of ruine. | 
All our fair hopes which morning was to have crown'd 
Has this curſt tongue o'erthrown. 
Pierr. So, then all's over : 
Fenice has loſt her freedom ; I my life 
No more, farewell, 
Dake. Say; will you make confeſſion 
Of your vile deeds and truſt the Senates mercy? 
Picrr, Curſt be your Senate ; Curſt your Confticution : 
The Curſe of growing faCtions and diviſion 
Still vex your Councils , ſhake your publick ſafety, 
And make the Robes of Government, you wear, 
Hatefull to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 
Duke, Pardon or Death. Pierr, Death, honourable death 
Renaglt. Death's the beſt thing: we ask or you can give. 
All Conſpir. No ſhamefull bonds , but honourable death. 
Dske. Break up the Council: Captain, guard your priſoners, 
fafeir, y are free, but theſe muſt wait for judgment. 
[ Ex. all the Senators, 
Pierr, Come, where's my Dungeon? lead me to my ſtraw : 
It will not be the firſt time I've lodg'd hard ' 
To do your Senate ſervice. Z4ff. Hold one moment, 
Pierr, Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate ? 
Preſumptuous Rebel —— on [ Strikes Jaff, 
{af. By Heaven you ſtir not. 
I muſt be heard, I muſt have leave to ſpeak : 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juſtice ? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 
For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt injuries 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 
Shut not thy heart againſt a friend's repentance, 
But as there dwells a God-like nature in thee 
Liſten with mildneſs to my ſupplications. 
Pierr, What whining Monk art thou? what holy cheat 
That wou'dſt encroach upon my credulous ears 
And cant'ſt thus vilely 7 hence. I know thee nor, 
Diſſemble and be naſty : leave me, Hippocrite. 
7aff. Not know me, Prerre ? 
Pierr, No, know thee not : what art thou? 
7 aff. 7affeir, thy friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd friend, 
Though now deſervedly ſcorn'd, and us'd moſt hardly, 
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40 Venice Preſerv'd, or 
Pierr. Thou Jaffeir ! Thou my once lov'd, valu'd friend ! 
By Heavens thou ly'ft; the man, ſo call d, my friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithfull, juſt and valiant, 
Noble in mind, and in his perſon lovely, 
Dear to my cyes and tender to my heart: 
But thou a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthlels Coward, 
Poor cven in Soul, and loathſome in thy aſpect, 
All eycs mult ſhun thee, and all hearts dereſt thee, 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me,. 
Like tomerhing banefull, that my nature's chill'd at. 
af. lhavenot wrong d thee, by theſe rears I have not, 
But {till arm honeſt, true, and hope too, valiant ; 
My mind ill full of thee : therefore ſtill noble, 
Let not thy eycs then ſhun me, nor thy heart 
Detcſt me utterly: Oh look upon me 
Look back and ſee my ſad fincere ſubmiſſion ! 
How my heart ſwells, as even 'twould burſt my bofom,; 
Fond of its Gaol, and labouring to be at thee ! 
What ſhall 1 do ? whar ſay to make thee hear me? 
Pierr, Hafſt thou not wrong'd me? dar'ſt thou tall thy (cf. 
7affew , that once lov'd, valued friend of mine, 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong'd me? whence theſe chains? 
Whence the vile death, which I may meet this moment ? 
VW hence this diſhonour, but from thee, thou falſe one ? 
7:f. —— Allstrue, yet grant one thing, and 'vedone asking, 
Fierr., Whats thac ? 74ff. To rake thv life on ſuch conditions 
The Council have propos d: Thou and thy friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 
Pierr, Life! ask my life! confeſs! record my (If 
A villa for the privilege to breath, 
And car:y vp and down this curied Ciry 
A diicontenied and repining ſpirit, 
- i: thenſome to it ſelf a few years longer, 
t. loſe, it mav ÞÞ, at laſt in a lewd quarrel 
For ſome new fret, treacherous and falie as thou art ! 
No, this vile world and 1 have long been janghng, 
Ana cannot parton betrer rerms than now, 
When onely men like thee are fit to live jn'r. : 
aff. By all thaVs jult - - Prerr, Swear by ſome other powers, 
For tho left broke that ſacred Oath roo lately, 
7a7. hon by that hell L merit, THnot leave thee, 
11! tarhy feitarleaſt, thowrrreconcil'd, 
However rhy r:{cntments deal with me. 
Piers, Not ſcave me! 
#47, No, th ſhalt not force me from thee, 
Uic me roproachfully, and like a flave, 


: : 
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0, Lutier me, heap wrongs on Wron?s 


A - Plot Diſcover d. | 
my poor head ; Il bear it all with patience, 
-w_ Aon out thy moſt unfriendly cruetcy, 
Lieat thy feet and kiſs 'em though they ſpurn me, 
Till, wounded by my ſufferings , thou relent, 
And raiſe me to thy arms with dear forgiveneſs, 
Pierr, Art thou not 7aff. What? 
Pierr, A Traitor ? 7aff. Yes. 
Pierr. A Villain ? 7aff. Granted, 
Pierr. A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritleſs, void of honour, one who has ſold 
Thy everlaſting Fame, for ſhameleſs life ? 
. All, all, and more, much more: my faults are Numbherleſs. 
Fierr, And wouldit thou have me live on terms like thine 2? 
Baſe as thou art falſe Faff. No, 'tis to me that's granted, 
The fafety of thy life was all I aim'd at, 
Ia recompence tor faith, and truſt ſo broken, 
Pierr, I ſcorn it more becauſe preſerv'd by thee, 
And as when firſt my fooliſh heart took pity 
On thy misforrunes, ſought thee in thy miſerics, 
Reliev d thy wants, and rais d thee from thy State 
Ofwrerchedneſs in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
Torank thee in my liſt ofnoble friends; " 
All I recerv'd in ſurety for thy truth, 
Were unregarded oaths; and this this dagger, 
Given with a worthleſs pledge, thou ſince haſt ttoln, 
So 1 reſtore it back to thee again, 
Swearing by all choſe powers which thou haſt violated, 
Never from this curs'd hour to ho!d communion, 
Friendſhip or intereſt with thee, though our years 
Were toexceed thoſe limited the world. 


Take it farewell for now I owe thee nothing. 

7af. Say thou wilt live then, Pierr, For my lite, diſpoſe is © 
Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what Iem rir'd with, 

7aff. Oh, Pierre Pierre. No more, 


7af. My eyes won't loſe the ſight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. 
Pierr, Leave me Nay, then thus, thus, I throw thee from me 


And curſes, great as is thy falſhood, catch thee, 7aff. Amen, 
He's gone, my father, friend, preſerver, 
And here's the portion he has left me. [_ Hold; the dagger wp, 


, This dagger, well remembred, with this dagger 

I gave a ſolemn yow of dire importance, 

Partcd with this and Belwidera together 

Haveacare, Mem'ry, drive that thought no farther ; 

NoglFIl eſteem it as a friend's laft legacy, 

Treaſure it up in this wretched boſom, < 


Where it may grow acquainted with my heart, 
! 
aat 


$2 Venice Preſerv'd, or 
That when they meet, they ſtarsnot from each other; 
So ; now for thinking : A blow, call'd Traitor, Villain, 
Coward, d.ſhonourable coward, fogh! 
Oh for a long ſound ſleep, and ſo forget it! 
Down, buſic Devil. 


Enter Belvidera. 
Bel. Whither ſhall I fly ? 
Where hide me and my miſeries together ? 
Where's now the Roman Conſtancy I boaſted ? 
Sunk into trembling fears and deſperation ! 
Not daring now to look up to that dear face 
W hich us'd ro ſmile evenon my faults, but down 
. Bending theſe miſerable eyes ro earth, 
Muſt move in penance, and implore much Mercy. 
aff. Mercy, kind Heaven has ſurely endleſs ſtores 
Hoarded for thee of blefiings yet untaſted ; 
Ler wretches loaded hard with guilt as Lam, 
Bow the weight and groan beneath the burthen, 
Creep witha remnant of that ſtrength th have left, 
Before the footſtool of that Heaven th' have injur'd. 
Oh Belvidera! I'm the wretchedſt creature 
E'er crawl d onearth; now if thou haſt Vertue help me, 
Take me intothy Arms, and ſpeak the words of peace 
To my d vided Soul, that wars within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to my confuſion 
By Heav'n lam totrering on the very brink 
Of Peace; ard thou art all the ho!d I've left. 
Bel. Alas! I know thy ſorrows are moſt mighty ; 
I know th' haſt cauſe tomourn; to mourn, my faffeir, 
With endleſs cries, and never ceaſing wailings, 
1h' haſt loſt /aff. OhT have loſt whatcan't be counted ; 
My friend too, Belwidera, that dear friend, 
V\ ho, next to thee, was all my health rejoyc'd in, 
Has us d m< like a ſlave; ſhamefully us'd me ; 
Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the ſtory, 
What ſhall I do? reſentment, indignation, 
Love, pity, fear and mem'ry, how I've wrong'd him, 
Diſtract my quiet with the very thought on'r, 
And tear my heart to pieces in my boſome, 
Bel. What has he done ? , 
7aff. Thou'dſt hate me, ſhould 1 tell thee. Bel. Why 
7aff. Oh he has us'd me! yet by Heaven L bear it? 
He has us'd me, Beividera, bur firſt ſwear 
That when I've cold thee, thou'lt not loath me utterly, 
Though vileſt blots and ſtains appear upon me ; 
Bur till at leaſt with charitable gondneſs, 
Be near me inthe pangsof my aflliction, 
Not ſcorn me, Belvid:ra, as he has done. 


4... 
3:1, Have f then Fer been falſe har now T'am doubted? 

Speak, what 8 the cauſe lamgrown intodiſtruſt, 

Why thought unfit to hear my Loye's complaining ? 


Bil, Tell me. © "Faff. Bear my failings for they are many, 


Oh my dear Angel}, ig that friend I're loſt 
All my Soul's pea ; for every thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe hafd, and deads it in my brains z 
Wouldft thou belieyeit?. .. BY 

Bel. Speaks. if Before we parted, 
E'er yet his Guards had led him to his priſon, 
Full of ſevereſt ſirrows for his ſulf rings, 
With-eyes o'crflowing and a bleeding heart, - 
Humbling my ſelf almoſt beneath my nature ? 
As at his feet | kneel'd, andſu'd for mercy, 
Forgetting all our friendſhip, all the dearneſs, 
In which w have hiv'd ſo many years together, 
With a reproachful hand he daſh'd a blow, 
He ſtruck me, Belviders, by Heaven, he ſtruck me, 
Buffeted, calPd me Traitor, Villain, Coward ; 
aAmla Coward? amla Villain? tellme: «| 
Th'art the beſt Judge, and mad'ſt me, if Lam (0: 


Damnation; Coward!.. Bel. Oh! forgive him, 7afeir. 


And if his fufferings wound thy heart already, 
What will they do to morraw? 

[f Hah! Bel, To morrow, 
When thou ſhalt ſee him ftretch'd in all the Agonics 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful death, 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain 
What will thy heart do then? Oh ſure'twill ſtream 
Like my eyes now. 

7ff. What means thy dreadful ſtory ? 
Death, and to morrow ? broken limbs and bowels? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
By all my fcars I ſhall ſtart out to madneſs, 
With barely gueſſing if the truch's hid longer. 

Bel, The faithleſs Senators, 'tis they've decre'd it: 
They fay according to our friends requeſt, 
They ſhall have death, and not ignobic bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy all as forfeited, 
Falſe to their oaths, and deaf to interceſſion ; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick death to morrory; 


74f. Death! doom'd to die! condemn'd unhcar'd! unpleaded?! 


Bel. Nay, cruell'ſt racks and torments are preparing, 
To force confeſſions from their dying pangs ; 
Oh do not look ſo terribly upon me, . 
How your lips ſhake, and all your facediſorder'd! 
What means my Loye ? G 


{ef. Leave 


"7 


7f, Oh! 


44 Venice. Preſere/d, or | 
' faff. Leave me, 1 charge thee leave me-——ſtropg temptations 
Wake in my heart. Zecl, For what ? | 
; Zeff. No more, but leave me. Bel. Why ? 
yk Oh! by Heaven I love thee with that fondneſs 
I would not have thee ſtay a moment longer,. 
Near theſe curſt hands: are not cold upon 
Bel. No, everlaſting comfort's in thy Arms, Su the xg bat 
0 and 


To tean thus - thy _— oy th caſe ag 
Than downy pillows 'd with leaves ( 
ff. Alas So thinkeſt not of the thorns'tis fill'd wg 
Fly cer they call thee: there's a lurkirg ſerpent 
Ready to leap and ſting thee to thy heart: 
Art-thou not terrifi'd ? 
Bel, No. aff.” Call to mind 
What thoa haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me: 
Bel. Hah! 
. Faff. Where's my friend ? my friend, thou ſmiling miſchief”? 
Nay, ſhrink not, now 'tis too late, thou ſhouldft have fled 
When thy Guilt firt had cauſe, for dire revenge, 
Is up and raging for my friend. He groans, ——_ 
Hark how he groans, b/Fffreams are in my cars 
Already ; ſee, th' have fixt him onthe wheel, 
And now they tear him---Murther !- perjur'd Senate! | 
Murther--Oh! -- hark thee, Traicreſs, thou haſt done this ; 
Thanks to thy tears and falſe perſwading love, Fumbling for hi 
How her eyes ſpeak! Oh thou bewitching creature !2 Dagger. 
Madneſs cannot burrthee: Come, thou littfe trembfer, E 
Creep, even into my heart, and there lie ſafe ; 
'Tis thy own Cittadel hah yet ſtand off, 
Heaven muſt have Juſtice, and my broken vows 
Will fink meelſe berteath its reaching mercy ; 
Til wink and then'tis done ROW 
Bel, What means the Lord 
Of me, my life and love, what's in thy boſom, 
Thou graſpſt at ſo? nay, why aml thus treated ? Dry aws the Whig 
What wilt thou do? Ah, do not kill me, Jaffeir, offers t'0 ” 
Pity theſe panting breaſts, and trembling limbs, | jz 
That us'd to claſp thee when thy looks were milder, 
Thar yer hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul, 
And plunge it not into ererval darkneſs. 
Jeff. No, Beividera, when we parted laſt. 
I gave this dagger with thee as in truſt 
To be thy portion, 1f-le'er prov'd falſe, 
Ourtfach condition was my rruth believ'd : 
But now 'tis foefeited and muſt be paid for. [ Offers to ſtab her again. . 
Bel. Ob, mercy! : [ Kneeling. 
Jaf. Nay, no ftrugling, | 


Rel... Now 


While thus | cling about thy cruel neck, 
KiG chy revengeful lips and die in joys 
Greater than any T'can gueſs hereafter. 

of. 1 am, I am a Coward; witneſs't, Heaven, 

icneſs it, Earth, and every being Witneſs ; 

Tis but one blow yet: by iminortal Love, 
I cannot longer bear a thought ro harm thee, $5 throws aw4y the daps 
The Scal of providence is ſure npon rhee. ger and empbraces her. 
And thou wert born for yet unheard of wonders : 
Oh thou wert eirher born toſave ar damn me ! 
By all the power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy reliſtleſs tears and conquering ſmiles, 
By the vitorntoue loyethar ftill waits on thees 
Fly to thy cruel Father: fave my friend, 
Orall our future Quier's loſt for ever : 
Fall at his feer, cling round his reverend knees ; 
Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy tears, 
Mele thy hard heare, and wake dead natufe in him, 
; Cruſh him in th' Arms, and torrure himwith thy ſofcne6 : 

Nor, till thy Prayers ave 40h wg him free, 

But conquer him, as thou vanguiſh'd me. [ Ex. 4mbs, 

The end of the fourth A. 


L215 35 
Enter Priuli ſoleus. 
Pris, w HY, cruel Igaven, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen'd tothis ſad one? Oh! diſhonor 

And deathleſs infamy is fallen upon me. 
Wazitmy fault? Amlatraitor? No, 
But then, my only child, my daughter, wedded , 
There my beſt bloud runs foul, and a diſcafe 
Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my memory, 
Tomake it rot and ftink to after ages, 
Curſt be the fatal minute when 1 got her , 
Or wou'd that I'd been any thing but man, 
And raig'd an iſſue which wou'd ne'er have wrong'd me, 
The miſerableſt Creatures (man excepred ) 
Are not the leſs eſteem'd, though their poſterity 
Degenerate from the vertues of their fathers ; 
The vilefſt Beaſtsare happy in their off ſprings, 
While only man gers Traitours, Whores and Villains, 
Curſt be the names, and ſome ſwifc blow from Fate 
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotten. 

Enter Belvidera in « long mourning Veil. 

Bel. He's there, my father, my inhumane father, 


— ————.. 
ns 
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Thar, for three years, has left an only child G 2 Ex- 


7 pht Difeive?L, 5 
34. Now then kill me. | f Leapr upon bib neck, ond kifſr bias; 


Venice, Preſorv'd, 07 
Expos'd/ to'all the outrages of Fare, 
And cruel ruin: oh! —— 
Pris, What child of ſorrow | | 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapt in weeds of ſadneſs, 
And mov'ſt as if thy ſteps were towards a graye?. . 
Bel, A wretch , who from the yery top of happineſs 
Am fallen into the loweſt depths of miſery, .,. . 
And want your pitying hand to raiſe me up again. 
Pris. Indeed thou talk'ſt as thou hadſt rafted arrows , 
Would I could —_ thee. 
Bel, 'Tis greatly in your power, 
The world on <br you charitable , and I, 
Who nc'er ask'd alms before, in that dear hope... S: 
Am come a begging to you, Sir. Prix, For what ? 
Bel; Oh, well regard me, is this voice a ſtrange one? 
Conſider too, when beggars once pretend 
A caſe like mine, no little will content'em. 
Pris. What wouldft thou beg for? | x 
Bel. Pity and forgiveneſs; [Throws wp her Veil... 
By the kind tender names of child and father, 
Hear my complaints and take me to your lave.... . ; Wee 
Pris. My daughter ? Bel. Yes, yourdaughter, by.a mother 
Vertuous and noble, faithfull to your honour, 
Obedient to your will, kind to your wiſhes, | 
Dear to your arms; by all the joys ſhe gave you, 
When in her blooming years ſhe was your treaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my face: behold | 
The lineaments of hers y have kilsd for ofteay, |: | 
Fleading the caufe of your poor caſt-off Child». . 
Priu. Thou art my daughter. Bi, Yes —— And-y' have oft told me 
With ſmiles of love and chaſte paternal kiſſes; 


Id much reſemblance of my mother. . we. 01:2 - \Dilae: Ol33s = 
Hadft thou inherited her matchleſs. vertues 9 td 1 rr 220 
I'd been too a bleſs'd. Bd, Nay, do not calhto memory. 
My diſobedience, but let- pity enter , --. 44 4 4-4 46 1 n 1 


Into your hearr, and quite deiace the impreflion 
For could you think how mine's perplext, what ſadneſs: : -- .: 
Fears and defpairs diſtract the peace withinme; -;- 
Oh, you wou'd take me in your dear, deas Arms, 5-5" | | (11 
Hover with ſtrong compallion &er-your young one, > »: 
To ſhelter me withſa proteCting wing, tt 915v 51; 1 
From rhe black gaths'd itorm, thats juſt, juſt breaking | 
Prix, Don't talk thus. Bel. Yes, 1 muſt, and you muſtjhear t00s? 
]-have a husb und. Priz.. Damn. him. 
Bel. Oh, do not curſe him ! 
He would not ſpeak ſo hard a word towards you 
Qn any terms, oh! cer he deal with me, 
E 


If Phat Diſcover d. 7 
?rid. Hah! what means. my child ? 
Bel, Oh there's but this ſhort moment 
Tmixt me and Fate, yet ſend me not with curſes 
Down to my grave, afford me one kind bleſſing 
Before we part: Jult take me in your arms 
And recommend me with/a prayer to Heaven, 
That I may dye in peace, and when I'm dead m— 
Pris. How my Soul's catcht? 
Bel. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear aſhes of my tender mother, 
She would have pitied me, had fate yet ſpared her. 
Pria.By Heaven,my aking heart forebodes much miſchief, 
Tell me thy ftory , for I'm ſtill thy father, 
Bel. No, I'm contented, Pris. Speak. 
3:1. No matter, Pris. Tell me. 
By you, bleſt Heaven, my heart runs o'er with fondneſs. 
Bil. Oh | Pris, Utter't. 
B:l. Oh my husband , my dear husband 
Carrics a dagger in his once kind boſome. 
Tapierce the heartof your poor Belwvidera. 
Prix, Kill thee? 
And covenant, againſt your State and Senate, 
He gave me upas hoſtage tor his truth, 
Wirth me a davger and a dire commillion, 
When cer he fail'd toplunge it through this boſome, 
I learnt the danger, choſe the hour of love 
Tattempr his heart, and bring it back to honour, 
Great love prevail d agg bleſs'd me with ſucceſs, 
He came, confeſt, betray'd his deareſt friends 
For promis'd mercy ; now they're doom'd to ſuffer, 
Gall'd wich remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If thcy are loſt, he vows tappeaſe the Gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood th' atronement-. 
Pris, Heavens ! 
Bel, Think you ſaw what pafs'd at our laſt parting ; 
Think you beheld him like a raging lion, | 
Pacing the earth and tearing up his ſteps; 
Fate in his eyes , and roaring with the pain” 
Of burning fury ; tiink you ſaw his one hand 
Fixton my throat, while the extended other 
Gr:'pd a keen threatning dagger, oh 'twas thus, 
We laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my boſome 
Preſented horrid death, cried out, my friends, 
Where are my friends? ſwore,wepr, rag 'd, threaren'd,loy'd, . 
For he yet loy'd, and that dear love preſery'd me, 
Tothis lait tryal of a fathers pity, . 


Bel, Yes, killme, when he paſs d his faith: 


I :fcarc 


is Venice Preſer#d, wv * 
I fear not death, but cannot bear a thought 
That that dear hand ſhould do th' unfriendly office z 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the Senate, ſavethepromig'd lives WS 
Of his dear friends , e&'cr mine be made the facrifiee, - 
Pris. Oh, my hearts comfort! Bel. Will you not, my fathet} 
Weep not but anſwer me. Pris. By Heaven, I will, 
Not one of em but what ſhall be immortal. 
Canſt thou forgive me all my follics paſt, 
I'll henceforth be indeed a father ; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the-vital warmrh thar feeds mv life, 
Dear as theſe eyes that weep in fondnefs over thee, 
Peace to thy heart, Farewel, 
Bel. Go, and remember, 
"Tis Belvidera's life her father pleads for. [| Ex ſeveraly, 
Entcy Antonio, 
Hum, hum, hah, | 
Seignior Prials, my Lord Prizli, my Lord, my Lord, my Lord: Now, 
we Lords love to call one another by our Titles. My Lord, my Lord, 
my Lord Fox on him, I am a Lord as well as he. - Andfoler 
him fiddle — I'll warrant him he's gone to the Senate-Houſe, and 
I'll be there too, ſoon enough for ſomebody. Odd - - - here's a tickling 
ſpeech about the Plor, I'll prove there's a Plot with a Vengeance— 
would I had it without book ;z let me ſee —— 
Moit Reverend Senatonrs, 
That there is a Plat, ſurely by this time, no man that hath eyes or 
underſtanding in his head will preſume to doubt , "ris as plain as the 
light in the Cowcumber —— no hold there —— Cowcumber 
does not come in yet —— tis as plain as the light in the Sun, or as the 
man in the Moon, even at -noon day , It is indeed a Pumpkin-Plor, 
which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gathered, and now we have 
gathercd it, prepar'd and dreſs'dit, ſhall we throw it like a pickled 
Cowcumber out at the window ? na : that it is not onely a 
bloody, horrid, .execrable, damnable and audacious Plot, but it is, as 
I may fo ſay, afawcy Plot: and weall know, moſt Reverend Fathers, 
that whgt is ſawce for a Gooſe is ſawce for a Gander : Therefore, | ſay, 
as thoſe blood-thirfty Ganders of the conſpiracy would have deſtroyed 
.us Geeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte todeſtroy them, ſo I humbly 
move for hanging - = - hah, hurry durry - - I think this will do, tho”, 
was ſumething our, at firſt, about rhe Sun and the Cowcumber. 
Enter Aquilina, 
Aguil. Good morrow , Senatour. 
Anto, Nacky, my dear Nacky , morrow , Nacky, odd I am very 
brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial- - -- ha aaa a---- kiſs 


me Nacky ; how daſt thou do, my little T rory Strumpet, kifs me 
1 ay, huſly, kifs me. NED is Os 


Agquil, 


A Þht: Diſcover d.. Fo 
Aqvil. Kil me, Nacky, hang you, Sir, Coxcomb, hang you, Sir, 
Ante. Hayty tayty, is it ſo indeed, with all my heart, faith--- Hey 
o we, faith--bey then wp go we, dum dum derum dump,  [Sings, 
Seignior, 


Age 
Auto. | 
gui. Do.you intend to die in your bed—— ? 

Awe. About threeſcore years hence, much may be done, my dear, 

Aquil. You'll be hang'd, Scignior. 

Ano. Hang'd, ſweetheart, Sragþs 2 5" hang'd quoth-a, that's 
4 merry conceit, with all my , Why thou jok'ſt, Nacky, thou 
art given to joking, I'll (wear, well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay, I muſt 
proteſt,. and will proteſt that I love joking, dearly, man. And1tove 
thee for joking, and1I'tl kiſs thee for joking, and towſe thee for Jo» 
king, and odd, I have a devil.ſh mind to take thee aſide about thar 
bufinels for joking too, odd'T have, and Hey then ap go we, dum dum 
derum dump. £ [Sings, 

Aqu#. See you this, Sir? [Draws 4 dagger. 

Anto, O Laud, a dagger! Oh Laud! it is naturally my averſion, I 
cannot endure the ſight on'r, hide it, for Heavens ſake, | cannot look . 
that way till it be gone——hide it, hide ir, oh, oh, hide ir! 

Aqui. Yes, in your heart, Ilthideir. 

Amo. My heart; what, hidea dagger in my heart's blood ! 

Aqul. Yes, inthy beart, thy throat, thou pamper'd Devil; . 

Thou haſt w_— to ſpoil my peace, and I'll have vengeance 
On thy curſt life, for all the bloody Senate; 

The _ faichleſs Senate: Where's my Lord, 

My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero, 

Doom'd by thy accurſed tongue, amongſt the reſt, 

Ta ſhameful wrack ? By all the rage that's m me” 

Il be whole years in murthering thee, 

Ante, Why, Nacky, 
Wherefore ſo paſſionate ?:+what have I done? what's the.matter mys-- 
dear Nacky ? am not 1 thy Love, thy Happineſs, thy Lord, thy Hero - 
thy Senator, andevery thing in the World, Nacky ? 

Aguil. Thou! think'ſt thou, thou art fit to meet my joys z 
To bear the eager claſps of my embraces? 

Give me my Pierre, or 

Anto, Why, he's to bt hang'd, little Nacky, 

Truſt up for Treaſon, and ſo forth, Child. 

4quil, Thouly'ſt, ſtop down thy throat that helliſh ſentence: -. 

Or *as thy laſt : ſwear that my Love ſhall live, 

Or thou art dead; hh 

Ano, Ah hh 

Aquit, Swear to recal his doom,” 

Swear at my feet, and tremble at my fury. : Ts 

_— do, now if ſhe would but kick a little bit, one kick now” 


Ah hh h, | 
Lavin 


Venice Preferv/d, | fag 


Aquil. Swegr , ot 
Anto, 1 do, by theſe dear fragrant foots 
And little toes, (weet as, ecee my Nacky Nacky Nacky. 
Aquil. How: © : ; 
Ant. Nothing but untie thy ſhoe-ftring a little faith ang trath” 
That's all, that's all, as I hopetolive, Nacky, that's all. f 
Aquil. Nay , then ao 
Anto. Hold , hold, thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 
Shall be preſery'd and ſafe. 
Aquil. Or may this Poniard 
Ruſt in thy hearr. 
Anto, With all my ſoul, 
Aqail, Farewcll CEx. Aquil, 
Anto. Adicu. Why what a bloody- minded inverterate, eermagane 
Strumpet have I been plagn'd with ! oh hh yer more! nay then [die 
I die-= lam dead already. - [ Stretches himſelf ox, * 


Enter [aficir, 


74ff. Final deſtruCtion ſeize on all.c+c work! : 
Bend down, ye Heavens, and ſhutting 70111: rhiis earth, 
Cruſh the Vile Globe into its firſt confulion ; 
Scorch it, with Elementalflames, to one curſt Cindar, 
And all us little creepers in't, call'd men, 
Burn, burn to nothing : but let Fence burn 
Hotter than all the reſt; Here kindle Hell 
Ne'er to extinguiſh, and let fouls hereafter | 
Groan here, 1n all thoſe pains which mine feels now; 


Enter Belyidera. 


Bel. My Life | ' | Meeting him; 
7aff. My Plague [ Tarning from her, 
Bel. Nay then I ſee my ruine, 
If I mutt die! 
7aff. No, Death's this day too buſie, 
Thy Father's ill time'd Mercy came too late, 
I thank thee for thy labours tho' and him too, 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy friends 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black hour ; 
And yet | live, 
Bel. Then be the next my doom. 
I ſcethou haſt paſs'd my ſentence in thy heart, 
And Ill no longer weep or plead againſt ir, 
But with the humbleſt, moft obedient patience 
Meet thy dear hands, and kiſs 'em when they wound me ; 
Indeediam willing , but I beg theedoit 


_— 
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With ſome remor'e , La ack giy'it the DO... a £6 | 
| View mewith eye of a relencing- 
And ſhew.me pity , for twilifweeten Juſtice. 
Jeff. Shew pity. to thee ? | 
Bel. Yes, and So ohen thy hands, $ 
Charg 'd with my fate, NOR. : 
As thou haſt done a the 
To this poor breaſt, when kinder 
When our ſting'd Ye gy» 
_ "9% kiſſes ſeal'd_ our [i 
joys have left me gaſp i ys arms, | 
6 im death come now, and rink from f. 
. Nay, Belvidera, donot fear my cruelty, 
nel thoughts of death perplex thy fancy, | 5: 
px RT A hae - 
With temper and un rit, 
Bel. | will 0 Ive done. _— 
feff. Fie , no.more on't - WO 
hem ang es ron he | __ 
We weddeſt firſt bl . ' *K. 
Bel. 'Oh hh. | 
a Nay , keep in thy tears, 
Leſt they unman me too. 
Bel, Heayen knows 1 cannot ; 
The words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly 
Theſe ſtreams will follaw --.- - + 
74. Come , THI kiſs 'em dry thet.. 
Bel. But, was't a rgiſcrable day? 
jeff. A curs'd one. 
Bel, I choughtit otherwiſe, and you've oft ſworn 
In the tranſj hours of warmeſt love 
When ſure you ſpoke the truth, you've ſworn you bleſ&'d it. 
was a raſh oath. 
Bel. Then why'am I not curs'd too ? 
af. No, Belvidera ; by th' eternal truth, 
I doat with too much fondneſs. | 
Bel. Stilt ſo kind ? | AZZ 
Still then do you you loye me? | 
faff. Nature, in her workings, 
Inclines not with more ardour to Creation, 
Thanl do now towards thee ; man, ne'er was bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt pair firſt mer, as I haye been. % 
Bel. Then fure you will not curſe me. 
7aff. No, 11l bleſs thee. * NE 
I came on purpoſe a6 ante to bleſs thee. 
'Tis now, I think, three Fes yeliy'd together.. 
Bel, And may no fata minute ww: us, 


(avs 9m each other, 


$3 . | "Y Venice Preſerv'd, or 
averend grown, for age and love , we go 
Dt ro One Grave, as our laft bed, together, 
There ſleepin peace till an eternal morning. < 
«f. When will that 7 [ Siging. 
Bel. 1 hope long Ages hence. | 
iff Pry not hirherto- ( b beg thee tell me 


Thy very fear) us'd thee mith tender'ſt love? 
Did cer my Soul riſe up in wrath againſt thee ? 
Did cer frown when Belvidera ſmil'd, 
Or, by the leaſt unfriendly word , betray 
A bating paſſion? have I ever wrong'd thee: 
Bel. No. 4 
7aff. Has my heart, or have myeyescer wandred 
To any other woman ? Wes > 
Bel, Never, never —— I were the worſt of falſe one ſhould I accuſe 
1 own I've been too happy , blefs'd above ( thee 
My Sexes Charter. 
?aff. Did I not ſay I came to þleſs thee ? 
Bef> Yes. 
?aff. Then hear me , bounteous Heaven, 
Pour down your bleflings on this beaureous head, 
Where everlaſting ſweets are always ſpringing. 
With a continual giving hand , let peace, 
Honour and ſafety always hoyer round her, 
Feed her with plenty , let her eyes ne'er fee 
A ſight of ſorrow, nor her heart know mourning, 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with ref, 
Harmleſs as her own thoughts, and proper her vertye; 
To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd, 
And comfort her with patience in our parting, 
Bel. How, parting , parting ? 
7aff. Yes, for ever parting , 
I have ſworn, Belvidera; by you Heaven, 
That beſt can tell how much 4 loſe to leave thee, 
We part this hour for ever. 
Bel. Oh, call back 
Your cruel bleflings, ſtay with me and curſe me! 
7aff. No, *Tis refoly'd, 
Sel. Then hear me too, juſt Heaven, 
Pour down your curſes on this wretched head 
With never-ccafing Vengeance, let deſpair, 
Danger or infamy , nay all ſurround me, 
Starve me with wantings, let my eyes ne'er ſee 
A ſight of comfort, nor my heart know Peace, 
Bur daſh my days with ſorrow, nights with horrours © 


Wild as my own thoughts now, and let looſe fury 
To make me mad enough for what I loſe, 


A Filet Diſcover'd. 
If I muſt loſe him; if I muſt, Iwill nor. 
Oh turn and hear me! ' 
" Now hold, heart, or never, 
Bel. By all the tender days weharve liv'd together, 
py allour charming nights, and joys that crown'd 'em, 
Pity my ſad condition, ſpeak, but ſheak. 
«f. Oh hh. | 
Bel. By theſe arms that now cling round thy neck, 
By this dear OO by ten thouſand more, 
theſe reaming eyes 
of durthee nem Fo af 
By thiimmortal deſtiny that doom'd me [ Draws bis Dagger 
To this curs'd minute, Pl not live one longer, - 
Reſolve to let me go or ſee me fall 
Bel. Hold , Sir , be patient. 
7eff. Hark , the diſmal Bell [ Paſſing-bell towls, 
Towls out for _ » I muſt atrend its call too, | 
For my poor friend , my dying Prerre expects me 
| feſt meſlage to requij Fd fee him 
Before hedy'd , and take hivlaft forgiveneſs, 
Farewel for ever. 
Bel, Leave thy dagger with me. - 
Bequeath me ſomething -- - Nor one kiſs at parting ? C Going ont 
Oh my pu heart, when wilt thou break ? 2 looks back 
[af Ye at ber. 


t ſtay? 
We have a Child, as yet, a tender Infant, 
Be a kind mother to him when I am gone, 
Breed him in vertue and the paths of Honour, 
But let him never know his father's ſtory z 
I charge thee guard him from the wrongs my Fate 
May do his future fortune or his name, L 
Now —— nearer yet —— [ Approaching each other. 
Oh that. my arms were rivetted | 
Thus round thee eyer! But my friends, my oath! 
This and no more. [| Kiffer her. 
Bel. Another , ſure another, et 
For that poor little one you've ta'n care of, 
PII giv't him truly. 
7af. So, now farewel, 
Bel. For ever ? | 
?eff. Heaven knows for ever; all good Angelsguard thee. 
Bel, Allill ones ſure had charge of me this moment, 
Curſt be my days, and doubly curft my nights, 
Which I muſt how mourn outin widowd tears ; 
Blaſted be every herb and fruit and tree, 
Curſt be the rain that falls upon the carth, 
And may the general Curſe _ man and beaſt ; v 
. | 
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Oh give me daggers, fire or water, | 
How 1 could bleed, how burn, how drown the waves i 

Huzzing and booming round my ſinking head, 

Till 1 decended to the peaceful bottom t 2 26 
Oh there's all quiet, here all rage and fury, 1 
The Air's too thin, and I my weak brain, Dat 
Hong for thick ſubſtantialſleep: Hell, Hell, $4N- *, up 
Burſt from the Centre , rage and roar aloud, 

If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as | am. 


Enter Friuli and Servants. 


Who's there ? _  [Theyſeize ber. 
Pris. Run, ſeize and bring her ſafely home, 
Guard her as you would life? Alas poor creature! | 
Bel. What? to my husband then conduCt me quickly , 
Are all things ready? ſhall we dye moſt glorioully ? 
Say not a word of this to my old father, 
Murmuring ſtreams, ſoft ſhades, and ſpringing flowers, | 
Lutes, Laurells, Seas of Milk, and ſhips of Amber, [ Ex: 


Scene opening diſcovers 4 Scaffold and a Wheel prepar'd for the executing 
of Pierre , then enter Officers, Pierre and Guards, 4 Friar, txecy- 
rioner and a great Rabble. 


Offic. Room room there 
Priſoner. 

Perry. My friend not come yet ? 

Father, Why are you lo obſtinate ? 

Pierr. Why you ſo troubleſome,.that a . poor wretch 
Cannot dye in peace ? 
But you, like Ravens will be croaking round him — — 

Fath. Yet, Heaven | 

Piery, I tell thee Heaven and 1 are friends, 

L neer broke Peace with't yet, by cruel murthers, 

Rapine or perjury, or vile deceiving, B 
Bur livd in moral Juſtice towards all men, | 
Nor am a foe to the moſt ſtrong believers: 

How e'er my own ſhort-ſighted Faith confine me. 

Fath, Bur an all-ſeeing Judge 

Pierr. You fay my conſcience 
Muſt be mine accuſer; I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 
And find no records there of crimes that ſcare me. 

Fath, Tis ſtrange you ſhould want faith. 

Pierr. You want to lead 
My Reaſon blindfold, like a hamper'd Lion, 

Check'd of its nobler yigour then, when baited, 


v 
ſtand all by, make room for "' 


4 


Down 


A Plit Diſcover'd. 
Down. to obedient rameneſs, make it couch, _ 
And ſhew ſtrange tricks which you call ſigns of Faith. 
So filly Souls are gull'd and you ger money. 

Away, no more : Captain , I would hereafter 

This fellow write nolyes of my converſion, 

Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled hours, 


Enter Jaſleir. 


jaff. Hold : Eyes, be dry ;. 
Hearr, ſtrengthen me to bear 
This hideous ſight , and humble me, take 
The laſt forgiveneſs of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vilP falſhood, to his ruine. 
Oh Prerre ! 
Piery, Yet nearer. | 
af. Crawling on my knees, 
And proſtrate on the earth, ler me approach thee, 
How ſhall I'look up to thy injur'd face, - 
Thatalways us'd to ſmile, with friendſhip, on me 2? 
It darts an air of ſo much manly virtue, 
That I, methinks, look little in thy ſight, 
And ſtripes are ficter for me than embraces. 
Pierr, Dear to my Arms, though thou haſt undone my fame; 
I cannot forget to love thee: prithee , Faffeir, 
Forgive that filthy blow my paſlion dealt thee ; 
| amnow preparing for the land of peace, 
And fain would have the charitable wiſhes 
Of all good men, like thee, to bleſs my journy, 
af. Good#I am the vileſt creature, worſe than c'er 
Sutfer'd the ſhameful Fate thou art going to taſt of, 
Why was I ſent for to beus'd thus kindly ? 
Call, call me villain, as I am, deſcribe 
The foul complexion of my hatefull deeds, 
Lead me to the Rack, and ſtretch me in thy ſtead, 
I've crimes enough togiye it its full load, 
And do it credit? Thou wilt butspoil the uſe on'r, 
And honeſt men hereafter bear its figure 
About 'em, as a charm from treacherous friendſhip. 
Offic. The rime grows ſhort, your friends are dead already. 
7aff. Dead! 
Pierr, Yes, dead, 7affeir, they've all dy'd like men too, 
Worthy their Character. 
74ff. And what muſt 1 do ? 
Pierr, Oh, 7affor! 
{f. Speak, aloud thy burthen'd Soul, 
and tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend, 


by 


Pierr. 


J3 
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Pier, Friend! Could'ſt thou yer bea Friend, a generous Friend, 
1 might hope Comfort from thy noble ſorrows, 
Heav'n knows I want a Friend, 
aff. And 1 a kind one, ; 
That would not thus ſcorn my repenting Vertue, 
Or think when he is to dye, my thoughts are idle. 
Pier. No! live, I charge thee, faffeir, 
Yes, I will live, 
Bur it ſhall be to ſee thy fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a rate, as Fenice long ſhall groan for. 
Pier. Wile thou ? * 
aff. 1 will, by Heav n. 

Pier, Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 

And I forgive thee, oh——yer——ſhall I truſt thee ? 
aff. No: I've been falſe already. 

Pier, Doſt thou love me ? ' 

7aff. Rip up my heart, and fatisfie thy doubtings, 

Pier, Curſe on this weakneſs. | He weeps, 

7aff. Tears! Amazement! 'Tears ! 

I never ſaw thee melted thus before ; 
And know there's ſomething lab'ring in-thy boſom 
That muſt have yent : Though F'm a Villain, tell me. 

Pier, Seeſt thou that Engine? [Pointing to the Wheel. 

Jeff. Why# 

Per. Is't fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common” Carcafs on a Wheel? 

7 aff. Hah! 

Pier, Speak! is't fitting ? 

7aff. Fitting ? | 

Pier. Ir's fit a Souldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and bin Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common Carcaſs on a Wheel ? 

7aff. Hah! X 

Pier. Speak! it's fitting ? 

7af. Fitting ? 

Pier. Yes, Igt fitting ? 

7aff. What's to be done ? 

Pier, Id have thee undertake 
Something that's Noble, to preſerve my Memory 
From the diſgrace that's ready to atraint it. 

Ojic, The day grows late, Sir. 

Pier. I 11 makehaſt! oh Zafferr, 

Though thou  betray'd me, do me ſome way Juſtice. 
7aff. No more of that: Thy wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfi'd, 


4 Plot Diſeoterd. 3 7 
t have a Wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed, my Child too | 


-1d up his little Throat, and alltap- Going away Pier, 
eaſe thos—— ; | holds him, 
Pier. No this no more! [He whiſpers Jatfeir. " 


Jef. Hah! is't then ſo? 
Pier. Moſt certainly. 


af. FI do't. 4 
Pier. Remember. 
offic. Sir. 
Pier. Come, now I'm ready, He and Jaf- 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of honour, Fei aſcend 
off the Rabble, that1 may have room be Scaffold, 


Toentertain my Fate, and dye with Decency. * 

Gome ! [Take off his Gown, Execationer prepares to bind hin, 
Fath. Son! 
Pier. Hence, Tempter, 
Ofic. Stand off, Prieſt, 
Pier, I thank you, Sir, 

You'll think on't. | 
aff. 'Twon't grow ſtale before to morrow. 
Pier. Now, 7affeir! now I am going. Now ;---{[ Execeationer * 


{To Jaffeir, 


{eff. Have at thee, | t having bound him. . 
Thou honeſt heart, then——here—— [Stabs him, 
And this is well too, h [Then ſtabs himſelf, 


Fath, Damnable Deed 1 
Pier, Now thou haft irideed been faithful. 

This was done Nobly We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
7aff. Bravely. 
Pier. Ha ha ha——— oh oh 
74}. Now, youcurs'd Rulers, 

Thus of the blood y'have ſhed I make Libation, £: 

And fprinkl't mingling : May it reft upon you. 

Andall your Race: Be henceforth Peace a ſtranger 

Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 

Your Generations oh poor Belvidera ! 

dir, 1 have a Wife, ' bear this in ſafery to her. 

A Token that with my dying breath I bleſt her, 

And the dear little Infant left behind me. 

[Jaff. dyes. 


| am ſick -Im quier 
Offic. Bear this news to the Senate, 
And guard their Bodies till there's farther order : 
Heav'n grant I dye ſo well [Scene ſ:wts upon them, 


[ Dies. 


Soft Muſick. Enter Belvidera diſtrafted, led by two of her Women, 
Priuli and Servants, 


Priu, Strengthen het heart with Patience, pitying Heay'n. 
f 


&8 | Venice Preſervd, or , &c. 
Belv. Come come come come come, Nay, come to bed! 
Prichee my Love. The Winds? hark how they whiltle ? 
And the Rain beats: oh how the weather ſhrinks me ! 
You are angry now, who cares? piſh, no indeed. 
Cho: fe then, I ſay you ſhall not go, ycu ſhall not ; | 
Whip your ill nature z ger you gone then! oh, - "[Jaffeir's Ghoſt Piſes, 
Are you rerurn'd? Sce, Father, herghe's come agen, 
Am | to Llamero love him! oh thou dear one, [Ghoſt ſinks, 
Why do you fy me? are you angry til ther ? 
7affeir ! where art thou! Father, why do you do thus! 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere, 
Srand off I ſay ! whar gone? remember, Tyrant ! F 
I may revenge my ſelf for this trick one day. C Enter Officer 
IH do't——Tlldo't. Renantt's a naſty fellow. $9 others, 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. 
Prin. News, what news ? (Offs, whiſpers Priulj, 
Offc. Moſt [ad, Sir. 
7affewr, upon the Scaffold , to prevent 
A ſhameful death, ftab'd Pierre, and next himſelf: | 
Both fell cogethcr. | 
- _ Pris, Daughter The Ghoſt of Jalf, and Pier, riſe 
Eel, Hah, look there! Rrogether both bloody. 
My Husband bloody, and his Friend too! Murther ! | 
Who has done this? ſpeak to me thou ſad Viſion, [Ghoſt fink, 
On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it, Vaniſhe 
Here they went down; Oh Tlldig, dig the Den up. 
You ſhan'tdelude me thus. Hoa, Zaffeir, Fafferr. 
Peep up and give me buta look. I have him ! 
| ve got him Father: Oh now how [ll ſmuggle him! 
My Love! my Dear! my Bleffing ! help me, help me! 
They have huld on me, and drag me to the bottom, 
Nay now they pull ſo hard———farewel | [She ther, 
Maid. She's dead, 7 "7088 
Breathleſs and dead, 
Frim. Then guard me from the ſight on't : 
Lead me into {ome place that's fit for mourning 
Where the free Air, Light and the chearful Sun 


May neverenter: Hang it round with Black ; 
Set up one Taper that may laſt a day 


As long as Pve rolive: And there leave me. 
Sparng uo Tears when you thus Tale relate, 
But bid all Cruel Fathers dread my Fate. Curtainfalls, 
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PMA» 
His Royal Highnels, 


DUKE 


SI R, 
FI FS ar approv d Oppinion, There's not fo unhappy a 

Creature in the World, as the Man that wants Ambi- 
tion: for certainly be Itzes to wery little uſe that only toils 
in the ſame Round, and becauſe he knows where he is, though 
in a dirty Road, dares: not venture ou a ſmoother Path, for 
fear of being oſt, That I am not the Wretch I condemn, 
how Royal Highneſs may be ſufficiently convinc'd, in that 
1 durft preſume to put this Poem under Your Patronage. 
My Motives to it were not Ordinary: For, beſides my own 
propenſity 10 take any opportunity of publiſhing, the extreanm 
Devotion I owe your Royal Kighnefs, the mighty Encou- 
rapement I received from your Approbation of it when pre- 
ſented: on the Stape, was hint enough to let me know at 
whoſe Feet it ought to be laid. Tet whilſt I do this, I am 
fenfible the Curious World will expe ſome Panegyrick on 
thoſe Heroick Virtues which are throughout it ſo much 
Admir d. But as they are a Theam too great for my Un- 
dertaking, ſo only to endeavour at the truth of em, muſt, 
in the diftance between my obſcurity and their height, ſavour 
of a Flattery, which in your Royal Highneſe s efteem 1 
would not be thought guilty of * though in that part of 'em 
which relates to my ſelf (viz. Tour Favours jhowr d on a 


thing ſa mean as. | am) I know not how to be ſilent. For 
A > Icu 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Tou were not only ſo indulgent as to beflow Tour Praiſe'on thi; 
but en (beyond my hopes) to declare in favour of my Firſ 
Eſſay of this nature, and add yeN\ the encouragement of 
Your Commands to go forward, when I had the Hongy 
to hiſs Your Royal Highneſſe's Hand, in_ token of Toy 
permiſſion to make a Dedication to Fou of the. Second | 
muſt confeſs, and boaſt, I am very proud of it, and it 

. were enough to make me more, were I not ſenſible how ſa 
F am undeferving. Tet when 'I conſider » Fou never give 
Your Fawours precipitately, but that it. is a"rertain ſign of 

ſome Deſert when you vourhſafe to promote: * 1 who haveter. 
minated my beſt hopes in it, ſhould do wrong to: your Goodneſs, 

jhould I not let the World know my-mind' as well as my Con- 
dition ts rats'd by it. I am certain none that know. your 

Royal Highneſs-will diſapprove my aſpiring to the Service of 

fo Great and ſo Good .a Maſter ; Gne who ( as 15:\apparent by 

all thoſe who have the Honour to be near you, and know you 
by that Title) never rais'd without Merit, or diſcountenancd 
without Juſtice. Tis that indeed obliging Severity which 
has in all men created an awful Love ahd Reſpef towards 
you : ſince inthe firmneſs of your' Reſolution the. brave and 
good man ts ſure of you, whilſt the ill-minded and malignant 
fears you. This I could not paſs over, and 1 hope your Royal 

Highneſs will pardon it, ſince "tis unaffeftedly my Zeal 10 

you, who am in nothing ſo Unfortunate, as that I have not 

a better opportunity to let you and the World know how much 

[ am | 


Your Royal: Highnefle's moſt humble, 
molt faithtul, and moſt obedient 
Servant, 


Tho. Otmway. 


The 'PREFACE 


Reader, }) 240 i T ” T , 

, I S not that I have any great affeQtion to ſcribling, 

| that'T peſter thee with a Preface; for amongit 

Friends,” tis almoſt as'poor a Trade with Poets, as 

it is with thoſe that write Hackney under Attorneys, it will 

hardly keep us in Ae and Cheeſe, Honeſt 'Arioſto began ro 

be ſenſible of it in his time,: who makes his Complaint to 
this purpoſe ; | | 


1 pity, thoſe nho iu" theſe latter Jays. 

Do Write, whez Bounty hath ſhat up her Gate ; 

Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock, 

And for their Labcars oft have but a Mock. ' ' © 
 FhusLfinditaccording to Sir Fob Harrington's Tranſla- 

tion; had I underitaod 124/ian, 'I would have given it thee 
inthe Original ;/but that is not-my Talent, therefore to pro- 
ceed: T his Play wasthe Second that ever I writ, or thought 
of Writing, © I muſt confeſs,” T: had often a Vitillation to 
Poetry, but gever-duſt venture on my Mule, till I got her 
into a Corner in the Country; and then, like! a baſhful 
young Lover,. when I had her private, Þ had Courage to 
tumble, but never thought ſhe' would have produc'd any 
thing; till:at laſt, I know not how, ere was aware, I 
tound ny felt Father of a Dramarique Birth, which LcalPd 
Alcibiades : bur T might, without offence to any perſon in the 
Play, as' well tave calld it Nebachaanezzur ; tor my Hero, 
to do him'right, was none of that {queamiſl} Gentleman | 
make him, but would. as: little have boggPd at the oblt- 
ging the Paſhon of a young agd a beaunitul- Lady, as 1 
ihould my felt, had I the fame Opportunities, which / 
have given him. This I publiſh to antedate the Objectt- 
ons ſome people may make.againſt that Play, wno have 
been (and much good may it do*em) very ſevere, as they 
think upon this. Whoever they are, 1 am ſure I neve: 
diſoblig'd them ; nor have they, (thank my good Fortune) 
much mjur*d me : inthe mean while I forgive *'em, and 
{Ince 


Gnce'T am out of the reach on't, leave *em to chew the 
Cud on their own Venom. Iam well ſatisf'd I had the 
greateſt party of men of wit and ſenſe on my fide: among} 
which I can never enough ——— the ———_ le 
Obligations I received from the Earl ot R, who, far aboye 
what I am ever able to deſerve from bim, ſeem'd almoſt to 
make it his buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it un the good opinion of 
the Kzng and his Royal Highneſs ; from both of which 1 
have ſince received Confirmations of their good Eiking of 
it, and Encouragement to proceed, And it is.to him, I 
muſt in all gratitude confeſs, Lowe the greateſt part of my 

00d ſince inthis, and on whoſe wdulgency I extreamly 
Puild my hopes of a next. I dare not preſume to take to 
my ſelf what a great many, and thoſe (T am gre” ood 
Judgment too, have been fo kind ta aftord me, (vA.) That 
it is the beſt Heroick. Play that has been written of late : 
for, I thank Heaved, I am nor yet ſo vain. But this I may 
modeſtly boaſt of, which the Author of the French Bernice 
has done before me, in his Preface to that Play, that ithever 
taiPd todraw Tears fromthe Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, 
thoſe whole Souls were capableot ſo Noble a pleaſure ; for 
'rwas not my buſineſs, to take ſuch as only come to a Play- 
Houſe to ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own deformed 
Pictures. Thougha certain Writer, that ſhall be nameleſs, 
(but you _ gueſs at him by what — ask*dius 
opinion of this Play, very gravely Cock'r, and cry*d, I gad 
he knew not 4 line in it he would be Author of. 'But he is a fine 
Facetious witty Perſon, as my Friend Sir Formal has it ; 
and to be even with him, I know a Comedy of his, that 
has not ſo much as a Quibble in it which I would be Au- 
thor oft, And fo, Reader, I bid him and thee 


Farewel. 


THE 


- The Prologue. 


Hen firſt our Author took this Play in hand, 
| He dowited ' much, and long was at 4 fland. 
He knew the Fame aud Memory of Kings 

Were to be treatel of as Sacred things. 

Not as th are repreſented in this Aye, 

Where they appear the Lamber of the Stage ' 

Us d only Py or reconciling T ools, 

Or what is worſe, made Villains all, or Fools. 

Beſides the Charatters he ſhows to Night, 

e fqund were vory difficult to write : 

He found the Fame of France ad Spain at ſtake, 
Therefore long paus'a, and fear'd which part to take ; 
Till this his Tudement ſafeſt underſtood, | 
To make i both Heroick as he cou'd. 

But now the \preate was yet unpaſt, 

He found CE da tonfin'd ua faſt. 

He is a Man of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly could to buſineſs bow, 
Till as the laſt | be did this Conqueſt get, | 
To make his Pleaſure Whitftone to his W t, C 
So ſometimes 0 wariety be writ. 

But as thoſe Block-heads who diſcourſe by Rote, 
Sometimes ſpent Senſe dthough they rarely know't. 

So he ſcarce knew to what his work would grow ; 

But *twas 4 Play, becauſe it would be ſo : 

Tet well hs knows this is 4 weak pretence, 

For Idleneſs is the worſt want of Senſe. 
Let hin not now of ya be text, 
Hell write in earneſt, when he writes the next ;, 


| Mean While emwnmnmne | 
Prune his s Branches, mevis Jpare;, 
not t00 ſevere ; C 


Tet do it kindly, be 
Fle may bear 5-00 Fruit another Tear. 


P ons. 

Ferlons, 3 Reppin &] i FM 
Philip the 2& K. —of Spain, Mr. Batterton. 
Don Carlos hisSon. Mr. Smigh; 


_ Don John of Auſtria, © "Mr; Herrl, \ , 


o'f 


Marquiſs of Poſa In 
Prince's Confident. ; Me .Cr uh, 


Rui=Gomez- Mr. Melb h. 


Queen of Spain. co E Mar Lee 


Dutchels of EbliWife 
toR Gomez. ; Mes. Shadoel. 
Henrietta. | Mrs Gitds 
Garcia. Mrs-Gillog-.. 


—— Ps x I % 


Officer of the Guards: | Mr. Norris... ..: 
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PRINCE ITT 


TRAGEDY. 


_— 
hs. DAM 


A AC T the Firſt, SCE NE the Firſt. 
A Palace Royal. 


Cree ———————_———  —— — ——— _ - — _— _ - — — — — 


The Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and Queen attended, 
Don Carlos, the Marqueſs. of Poſa, Rui-Gomez, &«, 
Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, Artendants Guards. 

Ryans. 
Appy the Monarch on whoſe Brow no Cares 

Add weight to thE bright Diadem he wears 

Like me, 'in all that he can wiſh for, bleſt. 

Renown and Love, - the gentleſt calms of Reſt 
And Peace, adorn my Brow, enitich my Breaſt, 
To me great Nations Tributary are 3 
Thongh whilſt my vaſt DR ſpread mY fr, 
Where moſt I Reign,' mult pay Homwge, bt 
Approach bright Miſtreſs of my by pirett os © 
Now ſhew me-him thar more Religion vives- ny: 
To Heay'n, or to its Altars more Devootly 


Don Carlos. So Merchants, caſt u tans Crake Coaſt, 
Are forc'd to ſee their deareſt " loſt. 


[ To the Queen. 


Curſe 


2 Don a Carlos Prive f Spain. 


_ What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made Aſid, 


[ 
py gee Mn Sho 
Ty Renew rs ep ip deci Ta | x0 FR 
ry Fai ? Oh!-—— [4 

— Why does my Carlos ſhrowd 


His ny and yrs all's Sunſhine = a Cloud ? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory I 1 
fie fl oh R ojal pelde;. |. 


From this fair Gharmer, ahd 

Shall ſuch a Noble Race 'of Hero's ſpring, 

As may adorn the Court when thou art King, 
D. Car. A greater Glory L can never know, 

Than what _— enjoy in You. 


The brigh ts of oY and Powe & roy 
I only conan as mm 'k fi Y_}} 


King. Beav*n?. how he nd ht HE\T Wy" 
Of Tranſport. 
D. Car, ———Not admire your Happigeſs? Ido ___ 
As much __— # as I rev rence > 
Let me expreſs the mighty Joy TRE ] the 
Thos, 'Sir, They ory Dae ea4 kacel.' : | | Pw 
ueen. How hard it is his Paſſion to confine! ! 
Pm ſure tis ſo, if I may judge by mine. [dfde. 
Alas, my Lord, ye tho bbſequions now. [To Caries. 
D. Carlos. Oh! might I but enjoy this Pleaſure all, . 
Here would I worſhip, end. for ever. kneet---- - 
Queen. *For Heav'n, my Lord,. you know not what you do. . 
Kmg. Still there: appears Diſturbance on his Brow : 
And in his Looks an 1read, 
Which from po common Cauſes can proceed. LAie. 
PI] probe him deepooons TiHe1 
wn —— hen, when, my deareſt Joy, [To the Queen, 
Shall I the mighty debt of Love defray ? 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples let's <a 
There on his Altars kindle th' Am'rous fre, 
Then Phcenix-like each in (hy II - 
Still heis fixt=——— 
———Gornr,, obſerve the Prigge..- by 
Yet ſmile on me my charming Excellence. - 
Virgins ſhould only Fears and Bluſhes ſhew 
But you mult lay aſide that Tithe now... -- 
The Do@rane which I Bad dar v'ais good : 
Oh the impetuous Sallies $; 


Toyhat un fore'd 20, xd? .. 
We her © q = lars. x7 fel. 


Carlos, farewel: yy L muſt ſabmit—— }. - 


King. Now wing'd with rapture tet us fly, my Sweet, Wy 


Ah! 


[Day Carles Prin Spain. 


3 
My Son, all Troubles from from thy Breaſt reſigh, 
ret tt. thy Father's Huppiniels be thige. © tx and 
D. Car. What King, what God would not : his End 
Te enjoy fo much below 2 


Did'ſt thou behold her, Poſa ? 


Poſa. Sir, I did. 


7” ce Autioacid frox ondÞ Sock a Bride, 


O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 


Once 1 had hopes of Bliſs. - 'Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was, if '1 could get 


But leave to lie a Proſtrate at her Feet. - 
Ne Boba a Look I could:m worn 


Til ofthe 


And one day 
Oh! then 1 und 


With Eyes thus languiſhing we lookt all day ; 


ity too would 
Foe agg an "= ; 
ſighing, ſhe confeſi'd ſhe loy'd. 


Gomerimes nil 


no limits to our Joy. 


So vigorous and ftrong we darted Beams, 
Os m— - Smear brat one M 


Surge, we found 
For when rude 
As we had gaz 


epriv'd us the fk 
7 we dreamr ll ihe, 
But after all. th hoſe Tn wad gone, - 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys 


bis-Sow 3 
In their full height my choiceſt 


os of the 


And Robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils. 


My deareſt Poſc 
Pe thy bell 


D. Car. 


R. Go. I've with concern beheld your Clouded Brow. 


though y'have loſt a Beauty well might make 
Your ſtricteſt Honour and your Duty' Fry 


thou wert ever kind ; 


el, and direct my Mind. 
Emer Gomez. 
R, Go. Still he is here——My Lord. 


Your 


Let not a Father's IIls 


But be Obedient, 


D. Car. Hence, Cy to dull Slaves thy Morals teach, 
I have noleifure now mT thee meg 


| 


he's 


now ? 


your 
prov'd wakind.. 


Sult you't uſurp a Power. &re my Will. 
R. Go. Sir, 20 + / 1009 200m warn 


Nor necd it be fo 'foon 
Have been your Guardian your Infancy, 
When tomy Charge commitrod, vo 


"Inftruted - 


4  DoſCarls Prince of Spin. 
Inſtroded you w- 10 expeQia;Cromny int 22 or 
' Taught you'A nbdrion and Wary nobleſt Apts, 
How to-lead Armies, and to conquer — 
Whilſt, thovgh but Young, — $* 
You would with pleaſure read of Sieges go 
And ſmile to hear of bloody Battels = 
And ſtill, though not controul, I may adviſe, 
D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a tod thin: Diſguiſe:/ 
Too well | know the Falſhood of thy aouly: | \ 
Which to my Father render*'d me ſo foul, . 
That hardly as his Son a ſmile Pre known, : 
Burt always as a Traitor met his, Frown. -. © 
My forward Honour was Ambition call :. 


- 
. - 
- 
$01.34 


Or if my Friends my early Fame-extall'd, :c i ni. 9) vi 
You dampt my Father's Smiles ſtill-as they ſprung, . | 

perforading tre pin'd he liv'd too long. ; A 
So all my Bo Us you were fruſtrate made, 1 


And robb'd of Sun-ſhine wither'd in the. Shade. | 
Whilſt, my good Patriot / , you diſpos'd the Crowe 
Out of my reach, to have it in your own. 

But PII prevent your Policy =m— - - **: 

R. Go. ———-My Lord, * *%W# 
This Accuſation is unjuſt dhe, hard. | 
The King your Father would not {6 upbraid 
My Age: is all my Service thys 
But I will hence, and let my-Maſter hear 
How generouſly you reward my Care; 
Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will | 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. CExit Gomez. 

Po. Alas, my Lord, yow-too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Intereſt with the King is large. 

Beſides, you know he has alrcady Teen 

The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen: 6 
The uſe he may of that Advantage make - 

You ought at leaſt avoid, but for her ſake. 

D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend, taſt toucht my nay bh pat; 

I never yet learnt the diſlembling Art. - | 
- Go, call him back, tell him that ji implore 

His Pardon, and will nere offend him more. 
_ The Queen! kind Heavn, make her thy neareſt Care. 

O! fly, o'retake him e're he goes too far. 

How are we bandrd up and down by Fate 
By ſo much more Unhappy as w'are great?- + 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch. born, 
'm forc'd to courta Slave whom -moſt 1 ſcorn ; ; 
Who, like a Bramble *mong(t a Cedar's Boughs, R 
' £ CXcs 


”- »4 a 


Doti Carlos Prince of Spin. & 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shade he grows. "© Re-enter” R.iGomez 
Now he returns : aſſiſt-me, Ralilod ,=—dbwny and Poſs; ht ECY 7 
Thou Rebel Paſſion 
Sir, I fear Pve done- - | CToR. Gomez. 
You wrong 3 but if 4 hay can forgive. X 
Heavn ! can I do this abje&Qthingand' hve? 67 1 Lat 
R. Go. Ah! my good Lord-le mates 209 largo amends; - 
When to is Vaſe beau bore tance 
Though it was ſomething r1 unkind, 
T apbeakd your faithful Servant ;angd your F end: 
D. Car. Alas, no more}; alt Jealouſies ſhall ceaſe - 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace.:©' 
So may juſt Heay'n-aſſiſt 'me/ when I ſax, 
As 1 to Gomez always will be true.  - 
R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as Pm in yours, 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy hours 
Crown'd with cceſs may all your Wiſhes be, © 
And you ne're. find worſe Enemies than me. + 
Nor ſpight df all his Greatneſs ſhall he need : 
Of too long date his Ruine is decreed: 
Spain's early Hopes of him have been my fears. 
"Twas I the Charge had of his Tender years, 
And read in all the progreſs of his Growth 
An untam'd, haughty, hot and'furious Youth ; 
A Will unruly, and a wild: | 
At all my Precepts ſtill with ſcorn he ſmiPd. 
Or when by th*Power T from his Father had, 
Any reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, 
Ukter's with Frowns on me his Sout would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu z 
For, Prince, Il bumble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my courſe | ſtecr. {Enter Eboli. 
Welcome, my Love.—— 
Eboli. My Lord, why ſtay you here 
Loſing the - leafure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting "in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'nefs of the State. 
R. Go. Only, my Fair one, how to makeghee Great: 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus neſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſures carlt impart. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, whets ſhall [de tleſt? 
It is an Ageſince I was Happy laſt. - : 
. Eboli. My Lord, I come not hither nopues hee 
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Your Lave, but offer ſomething to your Ear.” + 

If you have well obſery?d, you, muſt have ſeen 

To day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. -. | 
R. Go. Yes, ſuch as Youthful Brides do ſtill expreſs, 


Impatieat Longings for the rc gow hy 
A ching Joys will ſo diſturb the | 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. 
Ebols, Come, come, my Lotd, feem not fo- blind : too well 
Pye ſeen the W which . you from Carlos feel ; 
And know your ] acumen roy ws loſe 
Advantage, where you may © ſafely chooſe. 
Say now, it 1 inform you, how you may 
With full Revenge all your paſt Wrongs repay. 
R. Go. Bleſt Oracle! ſpeak how it may be done: 
My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own. 
Ebolj. Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunning try 
What of the Queen and Prince you can deſcry; 


Watch _ each quick and ſubtle Glance: 
Then wei rom _— ſuch Circumſtance 
As ſhall the King's new Jealonſie advance. 

Nay, Sir, Pll try what mighty Love you ſhew : : 


- 
' 


If you will make me Great, begin it now, _ 
How, Sir ? D*you ſtand Conſid*ring what to do ? 
R. Go, No, but methifiks I view from hence a King, 
A Queen, Prince, three goodly Flowers {pring, 
Whilſt on *em like a ſubtle Bee Pl prey, 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away, 
Lnable to recover, each ſhall droop, 
Grow pale, and fading hang his wither'd Top : 
Then t with Thyme triumphant back F' come, 
And unlade all the ious Sweets at hame. -. {Ex# Gomez. 
-Eboli. In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go-on, C 


And make what haſte thou canſt to be undone, 
Whilſt I have nobler bugneſs of my own. 

Was 1 bred up in Greataeſs ? have I been _ 
Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Queen? 
Made Love my ſtudy, and with praQtis'd Charms 
Prepar'd my {ſelf to meet-a Menarch's Arms ? 
At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace 

Of one whom Nature/made to her diſgrace ; 

An old, imperteQ, tegble Dotard, who 

Can only tell ( alas! ) what he would do? 

On him to throw away my Youth-and Bloom, 
As Jewels that are loſt Penrich a-Tomb ? | 
No, though all Hopes arein a Hyzband dead, 
Another path to Happinefs Pi] rread, 


Eleſwhere 
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Dis is Catlos þ Prince. hf _ x © 
Elſewhere find Joys which'Pm in him deny'd; | 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ſerve-my. Pride. 
Still it in Pleaſure irs egy! in Glory ſhine : | 
The gallant youthful A;fri8 ſhall be mine : 
To him with all my force of. Charms Il move. 
Let others toil for Granny WHILE 1 Love. : 


The End of the Firſt AR. 
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' ACT theSecond. SCENEthe Firſt. 
 Don.Joby of Auſtria. 
SCENE, n ORANGE GROVE. 


D, F. LV, FA RG y ſhould 'dall Law rule Nature; who firſt made 
That Law by which her ſelf is now betray'd? 


Fre Man's ( made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt that. was born moſt Free : 
Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin 
Obey'd the DiQates of his God-like 
Law was an Innovation brought-in ſince, 1 
When Fools began to love Obedience, 
And. calPd their Slavery | 
My Glorious Father got me in his heat, 
When os like 3 lia fel qrope-cur i Pow* 

warlike Belgra telit r; 
And the Gomanr-ownfd hits - : 
Why d it be a Stain then on my Blood, 2 
Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 2 
But Born obſcure, and TÞ more like a God ? py 
No; though his Diadem another wear,” "xe" 
At leaſt to all his Pleaſures Ill be Heir, "—— 
Here I ſhould meet my Eboli, my fair, 3 LEnter Eboli. 
She comes 3 as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, p. Þ 
When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn m—_ 
og rigs pr, nee edn h 

Eboli. Alas, my. you-know' not with what Fear ys 
And Hazard I am-come to meet yon-here.-/ 
D. F. Q baniſh it : Lovers like os ſhonld fly, 
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And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on-bigh, 
Where ſofteſt Extaſies and T are, | 
While fear alone diſturbs the lower Air. | 
Ehboli. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every where ? | 
Or if we could with happielt Secreſie | 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, Oh, whither ſhall w way 
T* eſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 
D. FJ. Alas, lay this Religion now aſide ; -- 
Pll ſhew thee one more Ba nt, that which Jove : 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf, and ranght his Mortals Love. 
Eboli, Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 
My Lord, you might conſider who I am. 
5 D. J . 1 know Y'are her [ loye,' what: fhoutd I more !*; 
Ebols, By Heav*n he's brave 
But can {o poor 
A thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that 1 
Will brand my Name with Luſt and lafamy ? 
D. F. Thoſe that are nobleſt born ſhould higher prize 
Love's Sweets. Oh! Let me fly into thoſe Eyes? . 
There's ſomething in'em leads my Soul aſtray : | ”"y 
As he who in a Necromancer*s Glaſs p50 
Beholds his wiſht-for Fortune by him paſs, | 
Yet ſtill with greedy Eyeg=— ,... . | 
Purſues the Viiion as it glides away. 
Eboli. Prete&tme, Heavn, I-dare no longer ſtay, 
Your. looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomething too 
That bids me fly, yet' will not let me go. { balf afade, 
D. F. Take Vows and Prayers if ever I proye falſe; «+ 
Sce at your feet the humble Auſtria falls, - -- + FÞ 
Eboli, Riſe, riſe, ——— - - [Auſtria riſes, 
My , why would you thps deceive?: -- - (Sight, 
D. $. How many ways #0 wound me you contrive ? 
Speak, wou'dſt thou have an Empire at thy feet ? 
Say, woud'ſt thou rule the World e..Pll conqper.it. 
Eboli. No; above-Empire far I eould priſe you, 
It you would be but—— 
D. F.— What? | 
po For ever true, 
. That thou may*lt nere have cauſe to fear choſe Harms, 
Pli b confin'd for ever in thy Arms : 


Nay, Fil not ont ſhort minure from thee {tray ; 'P lg; af 


[. Afde. 


My elf Pil on thy tender Boſom. lay, 
Till in it's warmths I'm melted all away. 


Eiter 
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Enter Garcia. 


Gar. —_—_ _ pep ear? 

Eboli,— Oh! fly, or I'm undone. F 

D. FJ. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone ? a 

Eboli. Think you that this diſcretion merits one? [Pulls it back 

D. F. I'm aw'd—— : 

As a ſick wretch, that on his Death-bed lies, 

Loath with his Friends to part, juſt as he dies, 

Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhes from his eyes. CExit D. ]. 
Eboli, Oh Heay*n ! what Charms in Youth and vigour are! 

Yet hein Conqueſt is not gone too far ; 

Too eaſily I'll not my ſelf reſign : 

Fre I am his, Pll make him ſurely mine ; 

Draw him by ſubtile Baits into the Trap, 

Till he's too far got in to make eſcape ; ) 

About him ſwiftly the ſoft Snare-IlI caſt, bs 

And when I have him there, I'll hold him faſt. 


Enter Rui-Gomez. 


R. Go. Thus unaccompany'd I ſubtilly range 
The ſolitary of dark Revenge: 
The fearful in herds to Coverts run, 
W hilſt Beaſts of prey affe&t to roam alone. 
Eboli, Ah! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your hours ? 
You little think what my poor heart indures ; 
wo with your Abſence tortur'd, I in vain 
Pant 


er Joys I nere can hope to gain. 

R. Go. You cannot my Unkindnes ſure upbraid ; 
You ſhould forgive thoſe Faults your ſelf have made. 
Remember you the Tak you gave | ATR 

E boli, womans genmn— is UC | 
: Your Pardon, for I do remember now. [Sigbs, 
If 1 forgot, *twas Love had all my mind: 

And tis no Sin, I hope, to be too Kind. 

R. Go. How happy am [I in a faithful Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſling of my Life ! 

Ebols/ Do's then ſucceſs attend upon your Toil ? 
I long to ſee you revel in the Spoit. 

R. Go, What ſtricteſt diligence could do, I've done, 
Teincenſe an angry Father ?gainſt his Son. 

I to advantage told him all that's paſt, 
Deſcrib'd with Art each Anrous glance they caſt : 
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So that this night he ſhnnn'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which through the Court has various Murmurs ſpread. 


Entey the King attended by Poſa. 


See where he comes with Fury in his Eyes z 
Kind Heay*n but grant the Storm may higher rife. 
If *t grow too loud, VII lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh to hear my Magick work ſo well. 
King, What's all my Glory, all my Pomp ? how poor 
Is fading greatneſs ? or how vain is Pow'r : 
Where all the mighty Conqueſts 1 have ſeen ? 
I, who o're Nations have Vitorious been, 
Now cannot quell one little Foe within, ; 
Curſt Jealouſfie, that poiſons all Love's Sweets ! 
How heavy on my Heart th* Invader fits! 
Oh, Gomez ! thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound. 
R. Go. What igt does ſo yoor Royal thoughts confound ? 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to have, 
And, ruling all, ſhould not be Paſlion's Slave. 
King. Thou counſelPſt well, but art no ſtranger ſure 
To the {ad cauſe of what I now endure. 
Know?ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give ? 
And doſt not wonder to behold me live '? 
R. Go, I only did as by my Duty ty*d, 
And never ſtudy'd any thing beſide. 
King. 1 do not blame thy Duty or thy Care : 
Quickly what paſt between 'em more, declare. 
How greedily my Soul to ruine flies ? 
As he, who in a Fever burning lies, 
Firſt of his Friends does for a drop implore, 
W hich taſted once, unable to give o're, : 
Knows *tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 
Oh then 
R. Go,.————| fear that yow'll interpret wrong. 
'Tis true, they gaz'd, but *twas not very tong. 
King, Lie ſtill, my Heart : Not 1c..3 was't that you Cid ? 
R. Go. No longer than they in your preſence ſtay'd. 
King, No longer ? Why, a Soul-in lefs time flies | 
To Heayn; and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes. © 
Hence abje& Fears be gone : ſhe's all divine. 
Speak, Friends, can Angels in perfe&ion ſin ? 
R. Go. Angels that ſhine above do oft beſtow 
Their Influence on poor Mortals here below, 
Kmg. But Carlgs.is my $0n, and always near 3 
Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphear. 


Pon Carlos Prince of Spain. 1r 
True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcuous Bleſſings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what falls from a Crown. 
But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 
It robs my Luſtre to add more to his. 
But Oh! I dare not think——o— 
That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt ſo humble be, 
To ſtoop at Him, when they had vanquiſht Me. 
Pſa. Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prince, 
That he of Virtue has too great a ſenſe, 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the bound 
Of ſtricteſt Duty, He to me has own'd 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd You. 
R. Go. You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe : 
Be not more Charitable than y'are Wiſe. 
The ary Br ſick, and we ſhould give him eaſe, 
But firſt find out the depth of his Diſcaſe. 
Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown 
We muſt not heal up feſter'd Wounds too ſoon. 
King. By this then you a pow*r would ore me gain. 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain, * 
Pm ſtung, and won't the Torture long indure ; 
Serpents that wonnd, have Blood thoſe wounds to cure. 
R. Go. Good Heav*n forbid that I ſhould ever dare 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo fair, 
Though ſhe her Eyes caſt on her Glorious Son ; 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet covet none, 
King. Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 
The Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. 
No, 1 will trace his Windings ; all her dark | 
And ſubtleſt Paths, Each little Action mark. Enter Queen Att. 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet 1 fear, ſhe dies. . Henrietta. 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes: | 
For all around ſhell her bright Beams diſplay, 
Should I to gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, | 


Spight of my ſelf I ſhall be led aſtray. 
| Exit the King Attend. 


looking at the Queen. 
Queen, How ſcornfully he is withdrawn ! | 
Sure Cre his Love hed let me know his Power : 
As Heav'n oft Thunders ere it ſends a ſhow'r. 
This Spaniſh Gravity is odd : 
All things are by Severity ſo aw'd, 
That little Love dares hardly petp abroad. . | 
Henr., Alas, what can you Old Age expett, 
When frail uncaſie men themelves _ ME 
D 2 


12 DonCarlos Prince of Spain; 
Some little Warmth perhaps may be behind, 
Though ſuch-as in extinguiſht Fires you'll find; 
Where ſome remains of Heat the Aſhes hold, 
W hich (if for more you open) ſtraight are cold. 
Queen, *T was intereſt and ſafety of the State z 
Intreſt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate; 
That always to dark Ends nuſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths o're our Ills. 
It was by that unhappy France was led, | 
When, though by Contraft I ſhould Carlos wed, 
1 was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 
Why ſfigt9ſt thou, Henrietta? © CHenr, Sighs, 
Henr, Who is it can : 
Know your ſad fate, and yet from Grief refrain ? 
With pleaſure oft I've heard you ſmiling tell 
Of Carlos Love. 
Queen. = —— And did it pleaſe you well ? 
In that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 
All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 
At every point he with advantage ſtood : 
Fierce as a Lion, if provok®d abroad ; 
Elfe, ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 
Henry, One fo Accompliſht, and who lov'd you too, 
With what Reſentments muſt he part with you ? 
Methinks I pity him. ——But Oh! in vain; 


He's both above my Pity and my Pain. [_A/ade, 
Queen, What means this ſtrange Diſorder ? 
Heny, —— === =— Yonder View, Enter D. Car- 
That which I fear will diſcompoſe you too. los, Poſa. 


Queen, Alas, the Prince ! there ro my mind appears 
Something that in me moves unuſual fears: 
Away Henricttg=—— [offers to go. 
D. Car. - Why would you be gone ? 
Is Carlos Sight ungrateful to you grown ? 
If *tis, ſpeak : in obedience VII retire. 
Queen, No, you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no nigher. 
D. Car. Muſt I then at that awful diſtance ſue, 
As our Fore-fathers were compelld to do, 
Whea they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in ? 
Let me approach ; Pve nothing for your Ear, 
But what's ſo pure it might be Offer'd there. 
Queen, Too. long *tis dangerous for me here to ſtay : * 
If you muſt ſpeak, proceed : what would you ſay ? Carlos 
Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give o're. kneels. 
D.' Car. Was I ne're in thus poſture ſeen betore ? 


Ah! 
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Ah ! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon reſign 
All ſenſe of theſe {ad Sufferings of mine ? 
To your more juſt remembrance, if you can, 
Recal how Fate ſeed kindly to ordain, 
That once you ſhould be Mine : which I believ'd, 
Though now, alas! I find I was deceiy'd. 
Queen, Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not Me upbraid. 
D. Car. I will not fay Pave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y'ave oft ſeen dying at your feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to hav 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 
For *midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 
Queen, If ere you lov'd me, you would this forbear; 
It is a Language which I dare not hear. 
My Heart and Faith become your Father's Right, 
All other Paſſions I muſt now forget. 
D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe Þ 
Upon your heart ſach might y influence, C 
That I muſt be for ever baniſtd thence ? 
Had I been rais'd to all the heights of Power, 
In Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperour, 
Of all its Riches, all its State poſſeſt, 
Yet you ſholild ſtill have govern'd- in my Breaſt. 
Qu, In vain on her you obligations lay, - 
Who wants not will, but power to repay. 
Heny, Yet had you Henrietta*s heart, you would 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you could. Ade. 
D. Car. Oh! fay not you want Pow'r; you may with one 
Kind look pay doubly all Pve undergone. 
And knew you but the innocence bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
You would not ſcruple to ſupply my want, 
When all I'll ask you may ſo ſafely grant. 
Qs. 1 know not what to grant, too well I figd 
That ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unkind. | | 
D. Car. Aﬀord me then that little which I crave. 
£4. You ſhall not want what-I may let you have. Gives ber band, 
D. Car, Like 0n6—— foghing. 
That ſees a heap of Gems before him caſt, 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt ; 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt I choice ſhould make, R 
DazzePd with all, I know not where to take. 
| Would 9 fich—— | 


U/. ———————Nay, yon too far encroach ; 


1 fear 
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1 fear I have already giv*n too much. CTurns from hin. 


D. Car. Oh! take not back again th* appearing Bliſs, 
How tp the Pr path to Happineſs 


Whilſt up the Precipice we climb with pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay, Madam, though you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive ; | 
At leaſt, remember. how I've lov'd 
U,—— — - will ' 

D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muſt beg more ſtill, 
Let me love on : it is a very youu 
And eaſie Grant, yet Pll requeſt no more. 

Qu. Do you believe. that you can Love retain, 
And not expett to be belov*d again y 
D. Car. Yes, I will love, and think I'm: happy too, 

So long as I can find that you are fo : 
All my Diſquiets baniſh from my breaſt : 
I will indeavour to do-ſo at leaſt. | [Sigbing deeply, 
Or if I can't my Miſeries out-wear, 
They never more ſhall come C oftend your Ear. | 

Qu, Love then, Brave Prince, whilſt I'll thy Lovep Gives ber 

(admire, which D. Carlos 
Yet keep the Flame fo pure, ſuch chaſt Defire, during 
That without ſpot hereafter we above 
May meet, when we ſhall come all. Soul, all Love. 
Till when— Oh! whither am I run aſtray ? 
L grow too weak, and muſt no longer ſtay : 
For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 
L find that I ſhall want the Power to go. $58 Queen and 
Henrietta, 


D. Car. Oh ſweet 

If ſich Tranſport. be in a Taſte ſo ſmall, 

How bleſt muſt he be that poſſeſſes all ! | 

Where am I, Poſa? Where's the Queen ? C fanding amazee. 
Poſa. ——— My Lord, 

A. while ſome reſpite to your Heart afford : 

The Queews retid 

D. Car. ——Retird? And did ſhe then 
Juſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut-it jn agen? 

This little Eaſe augments my pain the mare ; 
For now Pm more impatient than 
And: have diſcover'd Riches made me mad. 

Poſa, But ſince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 
You ſhould corre&t Delires that drive you on 
Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son. 

No longer let the Tyrant Love inyade 
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The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
. You to your Father now mult all refign. 

D. Car. But ere he robb%d me of her, ſhe was mine. 
To be my Friend is all thon haſt to do, : 


For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know, 

Make my ſelf happy ! Bid the Damn'd do fo; 

Who in ſad Flames muſt be for ever toſt, 

Yet ſtill in view of the lov'd Heav*n th'ave loſt. [Excunt. 


The End of the Second ACt. 
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ACT the Third. SCENE the Firſt; ' 


Don John of Auſtria. 
The GRO V E continues. 


D. F. Ow vainly would dull Moraliſts impoſe 
HILimis on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no Laws ? , 

Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be 

Inconſtant, with unbounded liberty 

Rove as he liſt—— 

| find it : for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 

Of which a God might covet for a Taſte. 

Methinks | yet — 

See with what ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 

The tender Lamb'came to the Sacrifice, 

Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay! 8 


Like too-near Sweets they took my ſenſe away ; 
And I even loſt the pow'r to reach at Joy. 
But thoſe croſs Witcherafts ſoon unravelPd were, 
And I was lulPd in Trances ſweeter far: 
As Anchor'd Veſſels in;calm Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the ſwellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched then's the Man, who thongh -"% 


He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin'd to one, 
Is but at beſt a Prigner on a Throne. 


16. Don Carlos Prin of Spain, 


To him King attended, Poſa, Gomes. 
King. Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave layn of Earth the Rule and Care, 
W hy all our Toils do you reward with [1], 
And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater till ? 
Or how could I your Deities enrage, 
That bleſs'd my Youth, thus to afflict my Age ? 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt ! diſmal Thought ! 
D. F. What ivgt ſo ſoon his Majeſty has brought 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride ? 
King. —— Ay true. 
Is ſhe not, Auſtria, young, and charming too ? 
Doſt thou not think her to a wonder fair ? 
Tell me—— 
D. F.-—-By Heav'n more bright than Planets are; 
Her Beautie's force might ey*n their pow'r out-doe. 
King. Nay ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant too. 
Oh Auſtria, that a Form ſo outward bright, 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night ! 
For ſhe, to whom I'd dedicated all 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its ſhrine the precious Relique down, 
T*adorn a little Idol of her own, 
My Son ! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me ! 
Oh the diſtratting Throes of Jealouſic ! 
But as adrowning wretch juſt like to ſink, 
Seeing him that threw him in upon the brink; 
At the third plunge lays hold upon his Foe, 
And tugs him dowa into deſtruCtion too : 
So thou from whom theſe Miferies Pve known, . 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. , Seizes roughly 
9n Rui-Gomez. 
R, Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Succeſſes of my Sovereign's fate. 
W hat igt, Great Sir, you-wou'd command me ? 
King. How ! — 
—— W hat is't ?—1 know not what I'd have thee doe : 
Study Revenge for me, *tis that I want. | 
D. F. Alas! what Frenzy does your temper haunt ? 
Revenge / On whom ! | 
King. On my falſe Queen and Son. | 
R. Go, On them! good Heav*n ! what ivgt that they have done? 
Oh had my Tongue been curſt ere it had bred 
This Jealouſic | [ batf a/ade. 
King. —— Then cancel what thou'ſt ſaid. " 
| Di 
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Didft thou not tell me, 'that thou fave' bm ad 


Printing RT Ong =x 
in requital ſhe ſuch'Glances gave, 
_— a dead Lover in his Grave? 


 R. Go, Idid;z and what lets could the Queen allow A 
Tobin, xBrrn hoy but thy wang yarn we | 
that from Love's ſtore, 

inp hr he for yo reſerv'd much more. 

Kmg. Oh. date catins © wontrone fore 
Of Love, that ſells it at a rate ſo- poor. 
Now thou'dſt rebate my. Paſſion with | advice ; oy adi 
eas mhnpune; nds wr uf as wy rn NE 7 
No, lead me where 1 their Jooſt toe, ; 


To, And muy ce Et 
IL y Vy on 5 Caries =? GIN; 15;57; 7 
== =_ Loyal Son end Condot bear I TT AIRS 


ith my 


all my Counſcllours at leaſt one kind. 


'Mongit 

Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear, 

(For ſo my Wrongs I ſhould too rarely bear) 

And weakly grow fKatterer. Is | 

Poſa, Withdraw — | < — of CEx# Poſa. 
My Lords, ; ; 


heard. 
R. Go. Yes, I obſerv'd it, Sir, with ſtri® regard. | 
The young Lord's friendſhip was too great to hide. 
Km. Is he then to my falſe Son ally'd ? 
I am environ'd ev*ry way, and all 


18 Ms dren, a 
No, Pl do things the World ſhall quiko:vh T4 a; 1,4 
My Juſt Revenge ſo true a;ſtamp; ho h 
As henceforth Heav'n it ſelFfhalbeawlate, 
And copy all its Vengeance ent by that. 
All but Ruj-Gdmesz | maſt have. withdrawn, | 
P've ſomething to diſcourſe wiki alone. .. V7 
| 1 CEx. mars peter a8 Gamer. 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depaads'thy Fate, ;. 
Thou'ſt wrought my fenſo.of Wwong to fuch a baight, 
Within my Breaſt it will no.loager tax, 
But grows each minute tilt iz force ks way. 
I would not find. my fulf at aſt- dooeivid.  ... 
R. Go. pens, 
Think, Sir, your tobe bit far, —— 
Of loſing Treaſures which- you holkkfo.dear.. 
Your Queen and Son may yet b&-ianacent.: 
I know but what _ » ould Lacks end Seine on " gow : 
King. Meant ! What and Þrs mean? 
No, +4 need- i tar erat 
No re lone ſomcthi mu | 
Now there's no ill I know chat would ſhun. 


Go. So now his Jealouſie-is at the tony. 
Each little Blaſt will ſerve to kee it; up. 
But ſtay, there's ſomething Pve / yet, 
Pofs's my Enemy : and true, he's great. 
Als, I'm arm'd 'gaint6all tathe can do 
Fo#-my Snare's large enough to hold: tim 4c 


Yet Pi diſguiſe that pn cnc pins 
But when he with the reſt is caught ith? a 
I'll boldly out, and wantonin the Spoil. 


| " Sane whey 


Poſa, My Lord Rui-Gomez,! and the King not F Lk 
You, who ſb eminent a Favourite/ are: - 


In a a ſhould ne're-be re be abſet.thence, Tf 
Go, No, Sir, 'tis you - +2 Lpomngeii 
Argcheriſt'd, ws {s tread pts cn 

Rtgh in that Bliſs the Workdavekwdoanjag: : 


Poſa. Since what may bleſs the World/we onglit to prits, I with 


Den Garlos —eÞ 


1 wiſh there were no pulylick Enentits * 3 | 
No lurking Serpents, Poiſon 89 diſpancs, « 9Xt25305V ©: ; bu ;4 
Nor Wolves, to prey on b | 
No Fattrers that with 
Thoſe ftinking Weeds 
R. Go. Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing cold do, 
] have s _— prop you _ Ke 
That though perhaps-our enjoys O ot} 2000 201975900 
Of Power, yet may he ſtil ket doubiybleſtc 9204 -infugny dt 
May. het nn lonntnnmndes E; 4 
Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall nord didomnd — ale . 
Since for Great Philip's good, & wou'd <9 were 
| (lf poſſible) more Honeſt than 
R. Go. Why, Poſa; what{ rey diſcebn'?: oy bk 
Poſa. Nay, half your Myſteries Pm- FINS) o 311+ 
Though this Pl boldly juſtifi to-all;, -- 
That you contrive a generous Prince's Fall. [Gom. ſmiks 
Nay, think not by your and -carclefs _ \. 
To laugh it off: I come RoChers A 
I do not, Sir. 


R. Go. Young Lord, what meankag has. 
*This Heat ? 

Poſa. To let. you ſee I know Pate Baſe. 

R. Go. Nay then I pardon #vkthat did {mile: 
- Aeon I thought Y'had yeltad- al PINE 

ef = — 

Poſa. Yes more Baſe thah- Zea ee oriche! 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood runs cold': 
Thy rotteh putrid Carkaſs"is/lefs fuil-  - 

Of Rancor and Contagion that-thy Soul: 
Ev'n now before the King:I'fawritplainy | 
But Duty to that Pgeſeneaw&-me then: ,. 1 
Lo. _ I dard thy Treaſon mith-niy\Swood. 
t ſtall 


Thy Villany talied all; Grmage had ndt a word. 
Trae, thou art old : yet-if- thou part colitiend 

To whom thy curſed Cauſerth6oudarft ds 
*Gainſt him in publick 'Vithe ilngocence - 1 * >: 
Maintain of the fair Qu tmurd ac yy 

R. Go. Farewell; bold 1 | 
Learn-better how-your-Paſſitivis to'di an 
Appear leſs cholerick, and be more My CExitR. G8. 

Poſa, === —H 
Whilſt ſuch as theſe have pdwr ? 

Priace! who mightſt have ſafely: 
If thou hadſb betn leſs —_ not ſo Good. -: 
2 


| Div Curlow Pre of Spaler 


the vile Monſters blood did T-not 
'own 
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LY 


preſerv'd my Patron and my Pr F ao 
Brave Carlos : ha 0s here. O ry th od, and Queen, 


The King, the King your Father's - 9—cx1, og 
Forgetting her his en) vi | 
Calls all bj engeance vu you 

D. Car. a le beet Oath > 
And, after all, my Innocence 

Poſa. Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this minute-will be here, 
And you are ruin'd, if but ſeea wich Her. 
Retire, my Lord.wwob garden | 7” 

Queen. How ! is he jealous grown * 
þ thought my Virtue he had better known, 
CC —— 

© make their entry on our-Marriage-day: 
Rad ro mane arbor anne, ray 
—_— — 
And to ſuch height 


Cruelty is wn, ' | 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen yi grown 


A Lord, this ime we maſt obe 
Que Intereſt, I beg you would not' ſtay: ' 

Not Ls you, he may to me be juſt. 

D: C o. Should 1 then leave you, Mladato? 
Yes, you muſt. - 

D. Car ; Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue riſe... 
——_— toloſe you, Te yer Can, 

Hell have the Honour of it, in your 'Cauſe:. 
ha thus hates the rigor ons, 

us a rigouy Laws, © 
ibomn. Talk nerf Brake for thn erin Comurds dare, 
not: ev'n 

When their baſe Fears compel*em to deſpair. 
Hope”s the far noble Paſſion of the: Mind. 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that's were] 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her: 
They who, thongh ſhe ſeem-frow! 

D. Car. To: wretched minds'ths 
And: Angels caſe our Griefs, 
I have too oft already-been-decei 


And the Cheat's phe too plainto bebelie'. 
You, Madam, bid Wot Moe cant if fog en 
Queen. You muſt. 19:75 ,1.-2 )  » Gat the Que 
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Poſa. You ſhall. 
Alas, 1 Love gwonld not fon Als 
And yet may find ſome way 

D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert m wt Res; 
| almoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo ry Or 
Thou of a. thing that's loſt tak'ſt too much care. 


[To the Oueen. 


ience to you PII: 
iy mg io owns 
Where if I ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To fave you, Madam, PII tan and die. 


CExit D, Car. 
Enter King and Rui-Gomez. 
King. Who would have guelt that this had _ Seeing Poſa 


the 
Diſtra&tion! where ſhall my Revenge begin ? - Queen, 
Why, he's the very Bawd to all their Sin 3 
And to iſe it, put*s on Friendſhip's s mack. 
But his Diſpatch, Rui-Gomez, 04 ron ask. 
With him pretend ſome priv 
Maire 2d, hm & fetuce him hence, hence, 
Then in ſome place” the-deed, impart . 
The buvneb by « Ponyard to his Heart. 
Xi So, Madam to the Queen, - 
— By the Fury in your Eyes, 
erſtand Fro 6 RR | 
pry Jealous gro 
And dare uf my Vir ic your So 
Kmg. Oh Woman kind / th en en, 
Too deep for cafie weak 
Hold, let me look : Indeed y*are 5 ae fair. 
S0 on the out-ſide Sedo's Apples were; 
And yet within, when open'd to the view, 
Not half ſo Gangiros or ſo foul as you. 
y wretched Woman that I am ! - 
y of a Husband's name ! 
De — 
King. Yes, Madam, for- your ſhame. 
Bluſh too my Judgment &re ſhoald prove { faint, 
To let me chuſd « Davil-forn Saint. 
Wh ee] antics Eve. 
The Fiend wittyn the. Flame I did not {py ; 


hy 


But. ſtill ran on and cheriſht my Deſires, 

For Heav®nly Beams miſtook-Infernal hres t./r-. 
Such raging Fires, as you fmce thought fig. -- 
Alone my Son,” my Son's hot Youth ſhauld meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance !—— 

Queen. ———Pgor unger'rousKing ?! 
How mean's the Soul from which ſuch. Thoughts muſt ſpring! 
Was it for this I did {6 late ſubmit, -:, — (2 
To let you whine and languiſh at my Feet; 0 
When with falſe Oaths you did my Heart beguile, 

And profer'd all your- Empire fora Smile * 

Then, then my Freedom *twas I didrefign, , .. 
Though you ſtill ſwore you would preſerve it mine. 
And ſtill it ſhall be fo, for from this hour 

I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. . 

Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon fhall know 

[ can reſent and rage as well as you. 

King. By Hell her Pride's as raging as her Luſt. 

A Guard there———Seize the Queen * [. Enter Gurl, 


22 DinCarlos:Pringedf.:Spairs 


Entey Carlos, and Tntercepts the Guards. 
D. Car. Hold, Sir, be juſt, 


A Title I was always proud” to'6wn. | 
King. Good Heav*n ! to 'nierit this, what have 1 done, 


Firſt look on me, whom once you calld your Jon; ; : 
That he too a before” my ſight appear ? 
2 


D. Car. Sir, where is the cauſe that I ſhould fear? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know 
The reaſon, why you uſe this Princeſs o ? 

King. Sure I ſhall find ſothe way to raiſe this Siege : 
He talks as if 'twere for his Priviledge. 
Foul Raviſher -of att my Hohobr, hence. | 
But ſtay : Guards with the Queen ſecure the Prince, 
Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be flow ? 
Now in my reach, Ill daſh %em at a Blow. 


Enter D. John of Auſtria, Eboli and Hentietts, 
Garcia. 


Your Rage grown up to this e 
Againſt your Beauteous Queen, 'and-Loyal Son, 
What St that they'to merit 'Chaids have dohe ? 
Or 1&t your own wild Jealouſie alone? 


D. 7. I come, Great Sir, with wonder here, to fee 


King. O AdBria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 
if thos haſt any a as Sy. Peace. - 
My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an accent bear ; 
'Twou'd make thee miſerable but to hear. 
D. Cax, Father, if I may dare to call you, ſo, 
Siace naw I doubt if Pm your Son or no : 
As you have ſeaPd my doom I complain. 
King. Will then that Monſter dare to (| 


D. Car. Yes: dying men ſhould not their thoughts diſguiſe ; 


And ſince you take ſach i Cruelties ; 

Fre of my death the new delight begin, 

Be pleagd to hear how Cruel You have been. 

Time was that we were ſmiPd on by our Fate, 

You not Unjuſt, nor I unfortunate. | 

Then, then, I was your Son, and fou were glad 

To- hear my early praiſe was talk?d abroad. 

Then Loves dear ſweets you to-me wonkd diſplay, 

Told me where this rich Beauteous Treaſtre Jay, 
how to gain't inſtructed'me the way. 

I came and faw, and lov'd, and bleſt you for't. 

But then when Love had feaPd' her to my heart, 

You violently tore her from my ſide: + 

And cauſe my Bleeding Wound I-could not hide, 

But ſtill ſome pleaſure to behold her took ; 

ow! es ems ve __ tify EIS look. 

Wholly forgetting all the pains T bore, 

Your png. ith envious Jealouſie boyls ore, 

Cauſe I can love no lefs, and you no more, 


Hen, Alas! how can you hear his ſoft Complaint, 


And not your hardned ſtubborn heart relent ? 
Turn, Sir, ſarvey that comely awful man, 
And to my Pray*rs be cruel if you can. 


King. Away, deluder : who taught thee to ſue ? 
Ebokt Loving the Queen, what iPt ſhe leſs can do, 


Than lend her aid againſt the dreadful ſtorm ? 


King. Why can the Devil dwell too in that form ? 


This is their little Engine by the by, ; 
A ſcout to watch and tell, when danger's mgh. 
Come pretty ſinner Thow'lt inform me all, 


How, where, and _ nay do not fear—you ſhall. 


Hen. Ah, Sir, Unkin 


King. Now hold-thy Syrens Tongue. 


| Who would haye rays 6 there \ why Youu lo 
g Beauty ſtop your Ears? 


- « ww 


D. JF. Can you to ſhi 


Dis:Earlos Pronse- af Spain. 23 


$ 


Heay'n 
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Heav'a layes its Thunder by, and gladly hears Tor ud Hen. 


When Angels are become Petitioners, , makes bis 


eſs to bey, 
Ebali. Ha ! what makes Auſtria ſo officious there ! F 
That glance ſeems as it ſent his heart to her. Aſide to 


Garcia. 


D. Car. A Banquet then of blood ſince you deſign, 
Yet you may fatisfie your ſelf with mine. 
| love the Queen, I have confeſt *tis true : 
Proud too to think I love her more than you ; 
Though ſhe by Heav'n is clear—but I indeed 
Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 
There were no lawleſs thoughts that I did want, 
Which Love had Ly” 4 to ask or:Beauty grant, 
Tho? I nere yet fi hopes to raiſe '*em on, 
For ſhe did ſtill preſerve her Honours Throne: 
And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down. 
If to her Cauſe you do not credit give, 
Fondly againſt your happineſs you?l ſtrive, 
As ſome loſe Heav*n, becauſe they womw't believe. 
Queen, Whilſt, Prince, my preſervation you deſign, 
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine. 
The clearneſs of my Truth Pd not have ſhown, 
By any other light beſides its Own. 
No, Sir, he through deſpair all this has ſaid, 
And owns Offences which he never made. - '' 
Why ſhould you think that I 'wonld do you: wrong ? 
Muſt F needs be Unchaſt, becauſe I'm young ? 
King. Unconſtant wav'ring heart, why heav*ſt thou ſo? 
I ſhiver all, and know not what I do. 
| who cre now have Armies led to fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and danger a Jelizht : 
Whole Winter nights ſtood under Heay*ns wide roof 
Daring my - Foes: now am not Beauty proof. 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſilisks thy Eyes, 


Th Infeion's fatal, and who ſees *em, dyes. [Goes away. 
Queen, Oh, do not flie me; I have no deſign 
Upon your lite, tor you may yet ſave mine, ["Kneels, 


Or if at laſt I muſt my breath ſubmir, 
Here take it, *tis an Off ring at your feet. 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord ? 
King. Why ? would'ſt thou live ?— _—_ 
Queen, Yes, it you'l ſay the word. 
D. Car. Oh Heav'n ! how coldly and unmoy'd he ſees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her Knees ! - 
Riſe, DIG) —— — ——_— ——— to take ber uy. 


Kong. 


worm.) take my \ 


'Tis-You, and only. You that I will love. . 
« King. ets 2s Marina chet Trils along, - 
With pleaſure hears AY 'Sirew's Song, | 


ply cp, < Des yohomn, + | 
nt Takes ber in 
bis Arms. 
give GT think th Trove. 
King. No, TY and Fo Love. 
Oh tha: we might for yer thus remain WS: | 
"One Cops Thing, and try your : 
- "Cot r Pow”r. 
" Km. TEENS) g, and try your Pow: 
| Thou Slave, that dar'ſt'do it with ſuch a port, 
For ever hee I ani thee my Court, Re 
 'Within ſome Cloiſter lead a Jo 
t this ſtrife. 
6p Swag 
ae TIA rg 


[Exit King. 


No. Heyy all his Pow'r ſhall Sy 
PU ſtay and take my wh ou.” 


-— 
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Do You command me, ſec how far ÞIl fly. 
ween. Will Carlss be at laſt my Enemy ? 
Conlider, this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needleſs ways deviſe, 
To loſe a Life which I ſo dearly prize. 
D. Car. So, now her Fortune's made, and | am left 


Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhiit. 4 Aſide. 
Madam, you might have ſpar'd the Cruelty ; 0 the 
Bleſt with your Sight I was prepar*d to die. Queen. 


But now to loſe it drives me to On, 

Making me wiſh to die, and yet not q 

Well, to ſome ſolitary ſhoar PII roam, | | 

And never more into your preſence come, 

Since I already find I'm troubleſome. aw 
* Queen, Stay, Sir, yet ſtay : —you {hall not leave me ſo. 

D. Car. Ha! —— 

Duecen.—— [ muſt talk with you before you £9, 

Oh Carlos how unhappy is our ſtate! 

How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate ? En | 

Who promis'd fair when-we did firſt begin, hf" | 
7 ull enV 3Þg to ſee us like to win, }. 

Straight ell to cheat; and threw the falſe Lot in. 

My PR: to you I now remember all. - ; 
D. . Oh Madam, I can hear 20 OTC — Knee. 
hong — You ſhall, — [ XK neels too. 

For [ can't chuſe but let yon know, that I, | 

If yowl reſolve owt, yet-will with you die. 
 _ D. Car. Sure nobler Gallantry was never known. : 


Good Heav*n! This Bleſſings is toq much for one. 
No, *tis enorFh for me to die alone. © 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. - 
Queen, Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you live. 
But to what Country, whereſoe're you go, »; 
Forget not Me, for Pll remember Ybu. 
D. Car.. Shall I ſuch Vertue and ſuch Charms forget * 
No, never. — 
Queen. Ob that we had never met, 
Bt in our diſtant Climates ſtill been free ! 
I might have heard of You, and you of Me : 
So towards Happineſs more ſafely mov'd ; 
And never been thus wretched, yet have lov'd. 
What makes you look ſo wildly ?-— Why &you ſtart? 
D. Car. A faint cold Damp i is thick'ning round my heart. 
Queen, W hat ſhall we do? 


D. Car, -——Do any thing but part. 


» 
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Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Sout expires = 
In view of all the Glory it admires, 

Ebvli. In ſach a Lover how I be bleſt! 
Oh were I of that noble heart —_ [Aſide 
How ſoft, how eaffe would I make his bands ! 
But, Madam, you forgot the Kings Commands:  CTo the 
Longer to ſtay, your Dangers you"l renew. Queen. 

D. Car. Ah Princeſs! Lovers Pains you never knew; | 
Or what it is to part, as we muſt do, 
Part t00 for. evere-—— 
After one minute, never more to ſtand _. 
Fixt on thoſe Eyes, or preſling this ſoft Hand. 
*Twere but enough to teed one, and-not ſtarve: 
Yet that is api th rm cant 
T Fate to us is Iggardly : 
That from Eternity can't ſpare one nl 

Queen. If it were had, that hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould -wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſlity has made + 
As both his Slaves, and now will be obey'd. 
cons let us try the parting blow to bear. | 

-- as 

D. Car. Farewel a [Looking at each other. 
mom—_—_ fx2d and rooted here, 
I cannot ſtir— }. | 

Queen. Shall I the way then-ſhow ? | 
Now, hold my heart—  _ . | F Goes to the door, then ſtops, 
—= Nay, Sir, why don't you go? - Land turns back again. 

D. Car. Why do you ſtay ! | 

1, I WON't,—— =_ 


 ' D. Car.moom — You ſhall a while | [_Kneels. 


With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 
That nay ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
Queen. Oh Eboli, thy help or Fm undone. {Takes bold on Eboli. 
Here take iPthen, and with 1t too my Life. [Leans imro Ebolil's arms. 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at ſtrife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
Pl try to vanquiſh and out-toil the 11]. 
Well, Madam, now Im ſomething hardier grown : 
Since 1 at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, * 
To venture the encounter PII be bold; Leads ber 
For certaialy my Heart will ſo long hold. » = [to the door. 
Farewel—Be Happy as. yare fair and true. 
Queen, Andall Heav'ns kindeft Angels wait on You. [ Ex, with Eb. 
D. Car. Thus long I ew oe in Loves crooked way, 
+. : 2 By 


3 
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By hope's deluding Meteor led aſtray : | 
For oe ve half the dang?rous Deſart crolſt, bt 
The glimnrring Light's gone out, and I am loft, CExit D. Car. 


The End vf the Third AQ.” © 


_ The Fourth ACT. 


*SCENE, The Anti-Chamber to the Queens Apartment. 


Don Carlos ana Poſa. 


D. Carkcs. & her next is the Apartment of the Queen : '} 
In vaink try, I muſt not venture in. '  'Is going, 
Thus is it with the, Souls of murther'd men; rerurns. 
Who to their Bodies would again repair, 
But finding that they cannot enter there, © 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. as. 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtty thrown 
From all thoſe hopes that promis*d me a Crown, Th c 
My heart, with the diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poyſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt: 
But it will break, and I ſhall be at reſt, - 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul ſhall never load. 
Thovgh Patience be the Virtue of a God: 
Gods never feel the llls that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we. bear. 
Father and King; both Names hear mighty ſenſe : 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too, in Son and Prince. # 
I was born high, and will not fall leſs great. 
SL1Ce Triumph crown'd my Birth ; I'll bave my fate 
As Glorious and Majeſtick too as that. 
To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend, 
Te!] *em ghe injur*d Carlos is their friend : 
And that to hcad their Forces I deſign ; 
So vindicate their Cauſe, if they dare mine. 
Poja. To thi Rebels ?mnnn— | | 
D.,Carl. No, tl are friends, their Cauſe is juſt ; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt, it mult. 
Let ti Common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 


” 


Whilſt ſordidly they live at eaſe and full, 
'  Senſeleſs what Honour or Ambition means, , 
' And ignorantly drag their load of Chains, * 
' Jam a Prince, have had a Croivyn in view, 
And cannot brook to loſe the proſpect now. 
If tart my Friend, do not my will delay. 
Poſa. V'Il do't——yp ——_ — [Exit Poſa. 


Enter Eboli. 
Eboli. My Lord. - - 
D. Car. Who calls me? 
Ebok. You muſt ſtay. | | 
D. Car. What news of freſh Afiiction can you bear ? 
Eboli. Surpoſe it were the Queen, you'd ſtay for her. 
D. Car. For her ?- yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtay; 
Stay ev'n till Time it {elf ſhou'd paſs away. 
Fix here a Statue never to remove, 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 
Though, may a thing ſo wretched as I am 
But the leaſt place in her Remembrance claim ? 
Eboli; Yes, if you dare believe me; Sir, you do ; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but You : 
Whilſt from the Theam ev*n Emylation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the kindeſt things. 
D. Car. But from that Charity I paorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. | 
Eboli. Nothing ? »-propoſe what "tis you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may be qt 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my due none ©re can pay ; 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, | 
Watching his Charge with never ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops'my entrance into Paradiſe: 
Eboli. What Paradiſe ? what pleaſures can you know, - 
Which are not in my nyower to- beſtow ? | 
D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 
The Queen muſt yield 'when in my Father's Arms. 
That Queen ſo Excellently richly fair, q 
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Fove, could he come again a Loves here, 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 

Oh, Madam, take not pleaſure to renew 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you wou'd not do. - 
Eboli, Unkindly urg?d ; thinkgon no ſenſe I have 

Of- what you feel? now you may take your Jeave: 
Something I had to ſay ; but let ir die. * 
D. Car. Why, Madam, who has injur*d you ? not I. 
Eboli. Nay, Sir, your Preſence I wouk not detain, 


30 Don Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Alas, you do not hear that I complain. 
Thongh could you half gf my Misfortunes ſee, 
'Methinks you ſhould encline to pity me. 
D. Car. 1 cannot gueſs what mournful tale you'd tell ; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. 
Speak, Madam, 
Eboli. Say I low'd, and witha | Flame 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name : 
_ Lov'd too a man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate : 
Yet fo far he art leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a Barren Rock, and won't be bleſt,- 
Though I invite him kindly to a Fealt, 
D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from that llluſtrious Eye ? 
Ebvli, Nay, to encreaſe your wonder, you ſhall know, 
. TharlT, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, 
Till ev'n I bluſh, as'now I tell it you. 
D. Car. You neither ſhall have cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
W hoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
Eboli, Then farther I the Riddle may explain. 
Survey that Face, and blame me. if you can. Shews him bis 
own Pitt wee. 
D. Car, Diſtrattion of my: Eyes ! what have they ſeen? 
"Tis my own Picture which I feat the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion firlt, 
Expecting Bliſs, but loſt it: I am curſt. 
Curſt too in thee, who from my Saint dar*ſt ſteal 
The only Relique left her of my Zeal, | 
And with the Sacriledge attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou thinkſt thou art, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
And bids defiance to thy Entrance there. 
Eboli. Neglected ? ſcorn'd by Father and by Son ? 
What a malicious courſe my Stars have run ? 
par 1:nce | mcet with ſuch unlucky Fate 
[1 Love, I'il try how I can thrivgan Hate. 
My own dull Husband may aſſilt in that. . * 
To his Revenge I] give him freſh alarms, + [_Aſice, 
And with the gray old wizzard muſter Charms. 
| havet : thanks, thanks Revenge , Prince, *tis thy Bane. 
C2n you forgive me, Sir ? I hope you can, ' {To Carlos wildy. 
Il try to recompence, the Wrongs Pve done 
And better finiſh what is il] begun. 


| D. Car. Madam, you atio ſtrange a rate proceed, 


1 ſhall 
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I ſhall begun to think you loy'd indeed.” 

Eboli. No matter ; he but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find Pl] be to you. 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may on that ſcore 
Preſume that you ſhall 72 her yet once more. . 
Fil lead yon to thoſe ſo much worſhipt Charms, 
And yield you to my happy RivaPs Arms. 

D. Car. In what a mi Sum ſhall I be bound ? 
| did not think ſach Virtue covld be found. 
Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt PerfeQions, ſtay : 
Fain I in gratitude wou'd ſomething ſay ; 
But am too far in debt for Thanks to pay. 


Enter Don John of Avſtria. 


D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afiftions ſpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 

D. Car. My Lord, What'Fate has left me, I am here, 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort x and bare. 
Once, like a Vine I flouriſh'd, and was young, 
Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ſtrong : 
But now a dry and wither'd Stock arn grown, 


And all my Cluſters and 'my Branches 


D. Fobn. Amongſt thoſe Numbers Siich your Wrongs deplore, 
' Than me there's none that can reſent *em more, 
I feel a rnerons Grudging in my breaſt, 


To ſee inch Honour; and ſpch Hopes oppreſt. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
But 1 ſee more that*s like my ſelf 'in You. 
Free-born I am, and not on him depend, 
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit'to bear, | 
Accept the Confirmation of it here, ; Embrace. 
D. Car. From you, to whom I'm by ſuch Kindneſs ty'd, 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide. 
This generous Princeſs has her Promiſe gin, : 
| once more ſhall be brovght in ſight 6f Heavn ; * 
To the fair Queen my laſt Devotion pay : 
And then for Flanders I intend my way. 
Where to th inſulting Rebels PU give Eaw, 
To keep my ſelf from Wrongs, and them in Awe. 
D. Fobm. Proſperity to the Deſign, *tis good ; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood. LS , 
D. Car. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh high, + 
Above the reach or ſhock of Deſtiny ; 
Mine early nipt-like Buds untimely die. 


# 
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Enter Office of the Guard. 
Off My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muſt hear ; 
* They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner. 
D. Car. A Priyner ?- what new game of Fate's begun ? : 


Heaceforth be ever curs'd the name of Sor, 
Since 4 muſt be a Slave becauſe Pm one. 
Duty ! to whom ?' He's not my Father: no : 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one way ; 
I'm weary 6n't, and can no more obey. 
D. Jobn. If "ask'd by whoſe Commands you did decline 
Yaur Orders, tell my Brother, *rwas by mine. Ex. Officer. 
D. Car. Now were [ certain it would ſink me quite, 
Pd ſee the Queen once more, thoygh but in ſpite, - 
Thongh He with all his Fury were 1n > 
I wow'd careſs and court ber to'his 
Oh that I could this minute die, if oh 
What he had loſt he-might too lately know, 
Curſirig himſelf to think what he has dofie : SF 
For I was ever an obedient Song  -- Ws 
With pleaſure all his Glories ſor, when young, EM 
Look?'d, and with pride conſider whence I ſprang ; © e-*..4 
Joyfully under him and free Play, "MY 
Baskt in his Shine, and wanton'd 1n his Shade—— 
But now —— 
Cancelling all-what &re he then conferr'd, ITE 
He thruſts me out among the common Herd : =, 
Nor quietly will there permit my ſtay, 
But drives and hunts me like a Beaſt of prey. 
Affliction ! O affliction ! **tis too great, So 
Nor have l ever learnt to ſuffer yer, 7 
Though Ruin at me from each ſide take aim, 
And I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame: 
Tough the devouring fire approaches faſt ; | 
Yet will I try toplunge : if power walt, : | 
I can at worſt but ſink, and burn at laſt. CEx, D. Carlos. 
D. John. Go on, purſue thy Fortune while *ris hot : 
I long for work where Honour" $ to be got. - : 
*But, Madam, to this Prince you're wondrous kind. 
Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet, I find, 
D., Fobn, Why, ſhe's a Beauty,. render, young, : yo fair. 
Eboli. 1 thought I might in Charms have equal] 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 
Is this your Faith? are theſe your Promiſes ? 


D. Fobn. 
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Dox Carlos Prince of Spain. 
D. Fobx, You would ſeem jealons, but are crafty grown ? 
Tax me of Falſhood, to conceal your own, 


.Go, yarea Woman 


Eboli, Yes, I know I am : 

And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that name. 
When Heart and Honour I to you reſfign'd. 
Wonld I were not a Woman, or leſs kind. 

D.” Jobn, Think you your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen ; . 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? . 
Too well I ſaw it : how did you diſpence 
In Looks your Pity to th? afflicted Prince ? 

Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 
You watcht, and fixt your melting eyes on him, 
Admird him 
Eboti, Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancie——— 
But 'twas with pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eyes you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong'd and a. 4) a laid, 
Wrong'd too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. 
D. Fobn. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more. 


Farewel [D. J. is going. 
_- Ebdli. Farewel, if yare reſoly'd to go. 
© Inbumane Auſtria, can you leave me ſo? 
-. Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rackt : 


Add not to your Inconſtancie Neglet. 
Methinks you ſo far might have grateful proy'd, 
Not to havequite forgotten that I loy'd. 
'D. Jobn. If &re you lov'd, tis you, not I forget. 
For a Remove 'tis here too deeply ſet, : 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain. [CEboli turns away. 
Why thus unkind ? 
Eboli, Why are you jealous then ? _ [Turns to him. 
D. Jobn. Come, let it be no more ! Pm huſht and ſtill ! 
Will you Forgive? | 
An How can you donbt my will! 
I do. 
D. John. Then ſend me not away unbleſt. 
Eboli, Till your Return I wil not think of Reſt. 
Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. | 
The next Apartment's mine ; Pl wait you there. 
Farewell. {Eboli ſcems to weep. 
D. John. O do not Ln me ſee a Tear; 
t quenches Joy, and ſtifles Appetite. 
Liks War's fierce God upon my Bliſs Pd prey; 
Who, from furious Toils of Arms all day, 
Returning home to Love's fair poo at night, 
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. When young our Folly, and when old our Fear. 
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Comes riotous and hot with full Delight CExit D. Jokin.; 
Eboli. H? has reapt his Joys, and now he would be free, 2 


And to effect it puts on Jealouſte. 

But I'm as much a Libertine as he ; 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Deſires. 

Yet will I hold him: Though Enjoyment tires, 

Though Love and Appetite be at the beſt, - 

Hell ſerve, as common Meats fil up a Feaſt, | C 
And loop like Plenty, though we never taſte, 


Enter Rui-Gomez. . 


OId Lord; I bring thee News will make thee young. 
R. Go. Spegk; there was always Muſick in thy Tongue, 
Eboli. Thy foes are tott'ring,. and the Day's thy own :. 

Give *em but one Lift now and they go down. 

Quickly to th' King, and all his Doubts renew : 

Appear difturb'd, as if you ſomething knew 

Too difficult and dang?rous to relate, 

Then bring him hither labouring with the weight. 

I will take care that Carlos ſhall be here: 

Sor for his jealous Eyes .a ſight prepare; 

Shall prove more fatal than Meduſa's Head, 

And he more Monſter ſeem than ſhe ere made. 


_ Enter King attended. 


When ſhall I get th Uſurper diſpoſſeſt ? 

My Thoughts, like Birds when trighted from their reſt, 

Around the place, where all was huſht before, 

Flutter; and - hardly ſettle acy morem—— 

Ha, Gomez. / what art-thou thus muſing on ? [Sces Gomezr.. 
R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son. 

What mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 

Attend on an unhappy Father's life. 

How Chilgren Bleſſings ſeem, but Torments are; 


King. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! C 


King. Why doſt thou bring theſe 6dd Refiections here ? 
Thou envielſt ſure the Quiet which I bear. 

R, Go. No, Sir, 1 Joy Pth* Eaſe which you poſleſs, 
And wiſh you never may have cauſe for leſs. 

King. Have cauſe for leſs ! 'come nearer : thou art fad, 
And looK'it as thou wouldſt tell me that I had, 
Now, now I feel it riſing uÞ again— 


Speak quickly, where is Carlos ? where the Queen ? 
What. 
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What-not a word? have my Wronegs ſtruck thee dumb ? 
'Or art tou ſwoln and labouring with my Doom, 
Yet dart not let the fatal Secret come ? 
R. Go. Heav*n great Infirmities to Age allots : 
Pm old and have a thouſand doting Thoughts, 
Seek not to know ?em, Sir. | 
King. By Heay'n I mult. 
R. Go. Nay, I wou'd not be by compulſion juſt. 
King. Yet, if without it you refuſg, you ſhall. 
R. Go, Grant me then one Requeſt, Pl tell you all. 
King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 
R. Go. It is that you wou'd here forgive your Son, 
For all his paſt Offences to this hour. | 
King. Tiyhaſt almoſt ask*d a thing beyond my.pow'r. 
But ſo much Goodneſs Pth? Requeſt I find, 
Spite of my ſelf Pl] for #hy ſake be kind. 
" His Pardon's ſeaPd : the Seeret now declare, 
R. Go. Alas! *tis only that I ſay him here. 


King. Where ? with the Queen ! Yes, yes, *tis ſo I'm ſure. 


Never were Wrongs ſo great as I endure. 
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint, 
For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monſtrons Woman ! 
Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing repenting Fugitive ? 
But, Gomez, 1 will throw her back again ; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then. 
PIl cruſh her Heart, where all the Poiſon lies, 
Till, when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. 
R, Go. They the beſt method of Revenge purſue, 
Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Stay tilt their Wrongs appear at ſuch a head, 
That Innocence may have no room to plead, 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a while delay, 
I gueſs the Prince may-come agen this way. 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Priyacy. , 
King. And when he's fixt, be ſure bring word to me, 
Till then, Pll bridle Vengeance, and retire, 
Within my Breaſt ſuppreſs this angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay ; 
Then, like a Faulcon, gently cut my way, 
And with my Pounces ſeize thPunwary Prey. 


LExit King. 


Entey 
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Ebols. I've over-heard-the Buſineſs with. delight, 

And fmd Revenge will have a Feaſt to night. 

Though thy declining years are in their wane, 

| can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 

Away : The Queen is coming hither. - - LExit R, Go. 


Enter Queen, and Women. Henrietta, 


Ueen;——— Now 
To all Felicity a long adieu : 
Where are you, Eboli ? 
Ebols, Madam, I'm here. 
Queen. Oh how freſh Fears aſſault me every-where ! 
I, hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. * | 
Eboli, No, Madam, he the Owders diſobey'd 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he ſtyles his Friends. 
But ©re he g by me does humbly ſue, 
That he meſs his laſt Farewell of you. 
Queen. Will he then force his Deſtiny art laſt ? 
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte :: 
Tell him, 1 beg his Purpoſe he'd delay. 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, 
Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the hour 
In which I hear that he has lefr this Shoar. 
Tell him, P've gain*d his Pardon of the King. 
Tell him—— to ſtay him—— tell him,any thing.c——— 
Eboli. One word from you his Duty would reſtore : : 


And though you promigd nere to ſee him more, 
Methinks you might upon fo jnſt a ſcore. 
But ſee he's here——— 


Entey Don Carlos, 


D:. Car. Run out of breath by Fate; 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
Wearrd with all, I panting hither fly, p- 
- Tolay my ſelf down at: your feet and die. 'Kneels and kiſſes 
; Queen, Oh too unhappy Carlos ! yet unkind? *J ber Hands. 
*Gainſt you what Harms have ever I deſign'd, 
Fhat you ſhould with ſuch violence decree, 
Ungratefally at laſt to'murther me? 
D. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, . 


- 
. 


For 
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For I've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 
That yet I impudently live to hear - 

My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her. 

Say, has your Honour been by me betray'd ? 

. Or have I Snares Yentrap your Vertye laid ? 
Tell me: if not, why do yon then upbraid ? 


Queen. You will not know th Aﬀictions which you give. 


Was't not my laſt requeſt, that you wor'd live ? 
I by our Vows conjur*d it ; but I fee, 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of 'me, 
Regardleſs, your. own Ruine you deſign, 

Though you are fure to purchaſe it with mine. 

D. Car. I, as you bad me live, obey*d with pride ; 
Though it was harder far than to have 47d. | 
But loſs of Liberty my life diſdains : 2 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſaffer Chains. 

My Father ſhould have fing!ld out ſome Crown, 

And bidden me go conquer®t for my own : 

He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would have done. 

- But to preſcribe my Freedom, fink me low 

To baſe Confinement, where no Comforts flow : 

But black Deſpair that foul Tormentor lies : 

With all my preſent load of Miſeries, | 

Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, { 

And roug'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 

Queen, Yet then be kind; your angry Father's Rage, 
I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will aſſwage. | 

You're hot with Youth, He's Cholerick with Ape. 

To him, and put-a true Obedience on; 

Be hunfble, and exprefs your 'felf a Son. 

Carlos, I beg it of you : will you'not ? 

D. Car. Methinks *tis very hard ; but yet PI do't. 
I muſt obey whatever you prefer, 

Knowing y'are all Divine, and cannot Err. 
Forif-my Dog's unalt*rable, I ſhall 
[This way at leaft with leſs Diſhonour fall : 
And Princes leſs my Tamenefs thus condemn, 
When I for You ſhall ſaffer, thongh'by Him. 
een. In my Apartment farther we'll debate 
Of this, and for a happy iſſte wait. : 
Your preſence there he cannot difapprove, - 
When it ſhailTpeat your Duty, and my Love. 


wa * 
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[He riſes. 
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; 


Exit Car. 
and Queen. 


Enter 


hes >. I \ 
. 
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- 


Entey Rui-Gomez. 


Eboli. Now, Gomez, Triumph : all is ripe - the Toil 

Has caught *em, and Fate ſaw it with a ſmile. 

Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine ; 

But Pm content the Maſter-piece be thine, 

Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood ; 

A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood : 

W hilſt 1 go reſt withina Lover's Arms, | | 

And to my Auſtria lay out all my Charms. * [L4fide. Exi. 
R. Go. Fate open now thy Book, and ſet *em down : 

I have already markt *em for thy own. | 


Enter King, and Poſa at a diſtance. 
My Lord the King. 


King. Gomez. ? 
R. Go, The ſame. 
King. Halſt ſeen 
The Prince ? 
R. Go. | have. 
King. Where is he ? 
R. Go. With the Queen. | 
King. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 
And, keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 
Shew me, if ?mongſt your Preſidents there &re 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th? Infernals groan ? 
Huſh Hell a little, and they are thy own. | 
Poſa. W ho ſhould theſe be? the King and Gomez ſure, Fat 8 di> . 
Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure. ſtance. 
For Flanders his Diſpatches Pve prepar'd. 
King. Who's there? . *Tis Poſa, Pander to their drawing near 
(Luſt.P to Poſa. 
Now, Gomez, to his Heart thy Dagger thruſt : 
In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it far ; 
Strike deep, and, if thou canſt, wound Carlos there. 
R. Go. ||] do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs: 
May he ſtrike mine, it of his Heart I miſs. 
"Thns, Sir —_— —— =o [Stabs. him. 
Poſa. Ha, Gomez ! Villain ! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt : but yet I would not die alone : 
Here, Dog  —— —— [[Stabs at bim. 
R. Go. 


. 
«A 
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” R., Go. $0 brisk ? then take it once again. 4s they are ftrupglivg the dif 
'Twas only, Sir, to'put you out of Pain, Þ patches fall our of Pola's boſom: 


[Stabs bim again, and Poſa falls. 
Poſa. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 


| faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [ Dies. 
King. The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Yes 

| ſhall be very mindful. What aretheſe ? Takes up the 

For Flanders ! with the'Prince's Signet ſeaPd !  prols th 


Here's Villany has yet been unreveald. 
See, Gomez ; Practices againſt my Crown. [ Shows *cm bim. 
Treaſon and Luſt have joyx'd to pull me down. 
Yet ſtill I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 
W hilſt they but ſplit themſelves with their own ſhock. 
But I too long delay, give word I come. + 
R. Go. What, hoa! within: the King isaigh, make room. 


The SCENE draws, and- diſcovers D. John and 
© Eboli embracing. 


King. Now let me if I can to Fury add, 
That when I thunder I may ſtrike *em dead. 
[ Looking earneſtly on ? em. 
Ha Gomez ! ' on this Truth depends thy Life. 
Why, that's our Brother Auſtria ! 
R. Go. And my Wife ! 
Embracing cloſe. Whilſt I was bufte grown 
in others Ruins, here Pve met my own. 
Oh! had I periſf'd e're *twas underſtood. 
King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood. 
Is it not -admirable !— Ex, D. Jolin and 
R. Go, O Sir, yes! | Eboli embracing. 
Ten Thouſand Devils tear the Sorcereſs — 
King, But they are gone, and my Diſhonour's near. 


Enter Don Carlos and Queer diſcour/ing. 


Look, my inceſtnous Son and Wife appear. 

See, Gomez, how ſhe languiſhes*and dies. . 

'Sdeath ! there are very. Pulſes in her Eyes. | | 
CD. Carlos approaches the Kip. 

- D. Car. In Peace Heav'n ever guard the King trom Harms ; 

In War Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms ; 

TiIlFa1} the Nations of the World ſhall be 

Humble and Proftrate at- his Feet like me. [ Kneegs. 

| hear your Fury has my Death delignd. | 

Though P've deſery'd the worlt, you may be kind : 
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Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, | 

And do not ſpill thar Blood which is your own. 
King. Yes, when my Blood grows tainted, I n&re doubt, 

But for my Kcalth *cis good to let ir out + 

But thine's a Stranger, like thy Soul, to me, 

Or elſe be curs'd thy Mother's memory : 

And doubly: curſt be that unhappy Night, 

In which I purchagd Torment with Delight, 
D. Car. "Thus then I lay aſide all rights of Blood. [R5ſcs boldly, 

My. Mother curs'd ! ſhe was all Juſt and Good. ; 

Tyrant ! too gocd to ſtay with thee below, 

And therefore's blelt, and reigns above thee now. 

Submiſſion! which way got it entrance here ! 
King. Perhaps it came ere Treaſoy was aware. 

Thy traiterous Deſign's now- come to- light, 

Too great and horrid to be hid in night. 


See here my Honour and thy Datie*s Stains. Sbews the 
Pre paid your Secretary for his. pains. * Diſpatobes, 
He waits yon there, to Council with him go, Sbews Po- 

Ask what intilligence from: Flanders now. - ſa's Body, 


D. Car. My Friend here flain, my faithful Poſa *tis. 
Good Heav*n ! what have 1done to merit this ? 
What Temples ſackt? what Deſolations made, 
To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on-my Head? 
This, Villain, - was thy work : what Friend of thine [To Gomez, 
Did I &re wrong, that thou ſhouldſt murther mine ? 
But Pl] take care it ſhall not want Reward —— [ Draws. 
King. Courage, my Gomez, ſince thy King's thy Guard. 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfill. 
D. Car. No ; though unjuſt, you are my Father F Throws away 
. (ll; Þ. bis Sword. 
And from that Title muſt your Safety. own : 
' Tis that which awes. my Hand, and not your Crown. 
'Tis true, all there contain'd I had deſign'd : 
To ſuch a height your Jealouſie was grown, 
it was the only way that I could find 
To work your Peace, and to procure my own. 
King. I lunking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, 
You'd eaſe me of my Crown to give me Peace, 
- D. Car, Alas"! you fetch your Miſconſtructions far, 
The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to Her, c 
Were much too great for Empire to repair. 
W hen you forgot a Father's Love, and quite 
Depriv*d me of a Son's and Prince's Right, - 
Branded my Honour, and purſy'd my Life, 
My Duty long with Natore. was at ſtrife; 
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Not that I fear'd my Memory or Name | 
Could ſuffer by the voice of common Fame ; 
A thing I ſtill eſteem'd beneath my Pride : 
For though condemn'd by all the World beſide, C 
Had you but thought me Juſt, I could have did. 
At laſt this oaly way I found, to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealoufie————— 
To go for Flanders, and be ſo remoy'd 
From all I ever honour'd, ever lov'd : 
There in your right hoping I —_— compleat, 
'Spight of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great, 
Thus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear | 
Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here. 
. And can this merit Hate ? he wou'd forgo 
The Joys and Charnis of Courts to purchaſe you ; 
Baniſh himſelf, and ſtem the dang'rous Tide ? 
Of Lawleſs Outrage, and Rebellious Pride. 
King. How evenly ſhe pleads in his defence ! 
So blind is Guilt when *twou'd ſeem Innocence. 
She thinks her ſoftneſs may my Rage diſarm, 
No, Sorcereſs, y'are miſtaken in your Charm, 
And whilſt you ſooth, do but afliſt the Storm. 
Do, take full view of your tall able Slave ; Q. looking 
Look hard; it is the laſt yare like to have. 1] on Carlos. — 
D. Car. My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give. a*% 
- King. Yes, and thou dy*[t. a 
D. Car. Not till ſhe give me leave. > 
She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny : 
And whilſt her Aſpe&X's kind, I cannot die. 
Queen, No, Prince, for ever live, be ever blcſt. 
King. Yes, I will ſend him to's eternal Reſt. ” 
Oh ! had I took the Journey long ago, 
| nere had known the Pains that rack me now. 
Queen, What Pains ? what Racks ? Lapprogghing him. 
King. Avoid, and touch me not. 
I ſce thee foul, all one inceſtuous Blat ; 
Thy broken Vows are in thy guilty Face. ' 
veen. Have I then in your Pity left no place ? 
King. Oh! thus it was you drew me in before, 
With Promiſes you ne re would ſee him more. 
But now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 
I've gotten Freedom, and [I'll keep my own. 
Queen, May. you be ever free, but can your Mind 
Conceive that any Ill was bere delign'd ? 
He hither came onely that he might ſhow 
Obedience, and be reconciPd to you. 
You ſaw his humble, and datiful Addrefs. 
G 
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King. But you before-hand fign'd the happy Peace. [Enter Eholl 
Oh Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take. 

Teikne, how got this Monſter Entrance ? ſpeak. 

Fho!i. Heav'n witnefſy 'twas without my knowledge done. 

Rl. Go. No, ſhe had other BuYneſs of her own, f Aſide, 
Oh Blood and Maurther ! | "27 "— 

4.ins. All are falſe :” A Guard. [Enter Guard. 
Seize on that Tratitour I — {To Carlos. 

D. Car, Welcome; Pm prepar'd 

Queen. Stay, Sir, let me dic too : I can obey. 

King. No, thou-ſhalt live. | [_Seemmply kind. 
By Heav*n, but not a Day. LA/aae. 
| a Revenge fo- exquiſite have fram'd, 

She unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damn'd. 
Henr. It cver Pity could your Heart ingage, 

If ere you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 

Incline your ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r. 

King. I dare not venture thee, thou' art too fair. 
What would'ſt thou ſay ? 

Henr. Deſtroy not in One man * 

More Vertue than the World can boaſt again. 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, 
Your Virgina-Joys : that may ſome Pity move 

King. No; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down : 

Pd now not ſpare his life to ſave my ovrn. 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue Pll not be caught. 

Henr. By all that Hopes can Frame I beg. If not, 

May you by ſome baſe hand unpity'd die, 
And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory. 
By Honour, Love, by Life ——— 

King. Fond Girl, away. ' 

By Heav'n, TI "11 kill thee elſe. Still dar*{t thou ſtay ? 
Cannot Death terrific thee ? 

HON, w— No, for I, 
It you refuſe me, am reſolv*d to die. 

D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſt your Sorrows here 

On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 

There yet for you are mighty Joys in ſtore, 

When I in Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more. 

Oh Madam ! CTo the Queen. 

Queen, Oh my Carlos! muſt you die , 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eye ?\, * © 

D. Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they dart 
A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Hearr : 

For {tnce I muſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my aid my Manly ſpirits call. 
Queen. You like a Man as roughly as you will 
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May die, but let me-bea Woman ſtill.” - BU 0:12 ONvTogo. 
King. Tivart Woman, a true Copy of the firft, —— © 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was curſt. rae ek 

Your Sex by Beauty was to Heav*n ally'd : 
But your great Lord.the Devil _— you Pride. 
He too an Angel till he | durſt rebel; ' 
And you are ſure the Stars that with him fel. 
Weep on ;, a ſtock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you wou'd deceive: * 
Queen, Cruel ! Inhumane! Oh my Heart !' why ſhowd 
I throw away a Title that's' ſo good, 
On one a ſtranger to what-e*re was fo ? 
Alas, Pm torn, and know not what to'do. 
The juſt reſentment of my Wrongs i great, Ready to fink 
My ſpirits ſink beneath the heavy weight. with paſſion. 
Tyrant, ſtand off : I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
 D. Car. Bleſt Angel, ſtay 
Queen. Carlos, The ſole Embrace 
You ever took, ,you have before his face. | 
D. Car. No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eaſt, { 


[Takes ber in his Arms. 


In all the Glories of his Empire dreſt,- 
Was ever half ſo rich, or half fo bleſt: 
But from ſuch Bliſs how wretched is the fall! 
They too like us muſt die, and leave it all. ' 
King. All this before my face ? what Soul could bear't ? 
Go force her from him. [Officers approaches. 
D. Car. Slave, ?tviill coſt thy Heart. 
Tiadſt better meet a Lyon on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 
She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 
My felf for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
KR. Go. Have pity 
King. Hence ! How wretchedly he rules, 
That's ſefv'd by Cowards, and advis'd by Fools. 
Oh Torture \—_—_ 
D. Car.——- Royze, my Soul, conſider now, 
Thatto thy bliſsful Manfion-thou'muſt go. | 
But 1 ſo mighty Joys have taſted here, - | . 
6 [ /.cant'17 On 


[ Ironically. 


I hardly ſhall have ſenſe of any there; 

Oh ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far ! 

Sweeter than Incenſe which to Heav*n aſcends, ber Boſom. 

Thongh *is-preſented there by Angels hands. 
King. Still in his Arms? 'Cowards; go tear her forth 
D. Car. Yowll ſooner from its Center ſhake the Earth. 

PII hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; 

Then PII bequeath her to you when I die. 

G2 FR tits, 
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King. Cut off his hold! or any thing.—m—we 
D. Car.—— Ay come ; "Ir 
Here kill, and bear me hence iato my Tomb. 
Pd have my Monument erected here, 
With broken mangled Limbs ſtill claſping her. 
Queen, Hold, and PII quit his Arms» [The Gu. offer their Axes. 
King. Now bear him hence. [They pare, 
Queen. Oh horrid Tyrant ! pe [The Gu, are 
Stay, unhappy Prince — | mg Carlos off: 
Turn, turn: Oh Torment ! muſt I leave you ſo ? 
No, ſtay, and take me with yon where you go. 
D. Car. Hark, Slaves, my Goddeſs fummons me to ſtay, 
Dogs ! have you Eyes, and can you diſobey ? 
See her ? Oh let me but juſt touch my Bliſs. [Preſſing forward. 
King. By Hell he ſhan'c : Slaves, are ye mine, or his? 
Oueen. My Life 
D. Car. My Soul, farewel 
Queen, —— He's gone, he's gone. CExit Carlos. 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone. 
o- ' Give me my Death, that hate both Life and Thee. 
Rd.” King, 1 know thou doſt, yet live. 
Queen. Oh Miſery ! 
Why was I bora to be thus curſt ? or why 0s ber ſelf 
Should Life be forc*d, when 'tis ſo ſweet to die ? on tbe floor. 
King. Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe : but to renew [To Eboli. 
Thy Credit in my heart, aſſiſt me now, 
Prepare a draught of Poiſon, ſuch as will 
A@ flow, and by degrees of Torment kill. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all. ſenſe 
Of dying; tell her Pve releas'd the Prince, 
And that &re Morning he'll attend her. 1 
In a Diſguiſe his preſence will ſupply : c 
So glut my Rage, and ſmiling ſee her die. 
Eboli. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey*d 
R. Go. Do, work thy- Miſchiefs to their laſt degree, | 
And when-tare in their height I'll murther thee. - [A/rde. 
King. Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot; 
O're Love and Nature I've the Conqueſt got. 
Still charming Beauty triumphs in her eyes, Looking at 
Yet for my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies. © the Queen. 
CExeunt Queen and Women. 


But, oh! what Eaſe canl ex to get, 
When I muſt purchaſe at. ſo dear @ rate ? CExeunt Omnes. 


The SCENE /uts. 
The End of the Fourth. Aft. 


ACT 
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ACT the Fifth. SCENE the Firſt. 


Enter Kzng ſolus. 


King. "EF Night : che ſeaſon whert the Happy take 
Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake : 
Now diGontented Ghoſts begin their rounds, 
Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholſom Grounds ; 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
To frighten *em with ſome ſad tale of Fate. 
When I would reſt, I can no reſt obtain: 
The Ills Pre born ev'n ore my Slumbers reign, 
And in {ad Dreams torment me I 
The fatal Bug neſs is &re this 
Pm ſhockt, and ſtart to think w af have done, 
But I forget how I that Philip am 
So much for Conſtancy renown'd by Fame. 
Who through the progreſs of my Life was ne're 
By Hopes tranſported, or depreſgd by Fear. 
No, it is gone too far to be recalPd, 
And ſtedfaſtneſs will make the A& extolPd. 
Enter Eboli in a Night-Gown. 
Who? Eboli? 


Eboli, My Lord. 
King. 1s the Deed done ? 
Ebolj 'Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone. 
King. Can ſhe expett it, who allow*d me none ? 
No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as fall 
Of 'Horrour, and as Helliſh as her Soul. 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom gain'd ? 
Eboli. She does. 
Xing. How were the Tidings entertain'd ? 
Ebols. Ore all her Face young a 09, "0 pn were, 
Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer 
But when confirm'd, no Lover ©re ry kind : 
She claſp'd me faſt, 'careſs'd, and calld me Friend. 
Which Opportunity [ took to give 
The Poiſon ; and till Day ſhe cannot live, 
King. Quickly then to her : ſay that Carles here 
ON to confirm his Happineſs with her. 

Go; that my Vengeance I may finiſh quite : 
'Twould be imperect ſhould I loſe the Sight, 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 
And ſhe may ſtill miſtake me for my Son, 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 
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To let her ſec me {corn her when ſhe dies, 

Eboli, You'll find her all in ruful Sables clad, 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperfe& light, 
Such as in Vaults aſſiſt the ghaſtly Shade, 
Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night. 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, 
Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. 

King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin ! incorrigible Luft ! 
Not damn'd ! it is impoſlible, ſhe muſt. 
How do 1 long to ſee her in her Pains, 
The poi&nous Sulphur rowling through her Veins ? 

Enter D. John and Attendants. 

Who's there ? my Brother * - 

D. John. Yes, Sir, and your Friend. 

What can your Preſence here fo late intend ? 

Kmg. Oh, Auſtria, Fate's at work ; a Deed's in hand 
Will put thy Youthful Courage to a ſtand, 

Survey me; do I look as heretofore ? | 

D. Jobn, You look like King of Spain, and Lord of Pow'r : 
Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory on the Wang : 

You look as I would do, were I a King. | 

King. A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man. 

®Zzut thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon I'll grow : 
I'll be as happy and as gay as Thou. 

D. Jobn. No, Sir, my happineſs you cannot haye, 
Whilſt to your abjeR Paſſions thus a Slave. 

To know my Eaſe your Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Bz ſomething leſs a Man, andmorea King. 

Xing. I'm growing ſo. ?Tis true, that long I ſtrove 
With pleading Nature, combated with Love, 

Thoſe Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul fo falt ; 
But now the date of the Enchantmenr's paſt. 
Betore my Rage like Ruines down they fall, 

And I mouat up true Monarch o're 'em all. 

D. Joon, I know your Queen and Son y'aye doom'd to die, 
And fear by this the fatal hour is nigh, | 
Why would you cuta ſure Succeſlion off, 

At which your Friends mult grieve, and Foes will laugh ; 
As It linve Age has from you took away 
Increalt, your groy malicious and deſtroy ? 
Ring. Low tt not, Auſtria ,, thon my Brotiier art, 
Ant 1 m7 Bloc! Pim certain haſt a patt, 
Ony tie ju; 1 Vengeance Own. 
+1:, and my adopted Son, 
D. 504, 1 m4 :G2tels there in a Crown are Charms, 
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But in my Nephew's wrang t muſt decline, 

Since he muſt be extinguiſh'd ere 1 ſhine. 

To mount a Throne ore Battlements Fd- climb, 
Where death ſhould wait on me,: not I on him, 

Did you e're love, or have yon ever known 

The mighty Value of ſo brave a Son'? | 

King. I guelvd I ſhould be treated thns before , 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas ! art eafie grown, 

And think'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own. 
D. John. Not, Sir, fo ealie, as I muſt be bold, 
And ſpeak what you perhaps wov'd have untold ; 
That y*are a Slave to th'vileſt that obey, i 
- Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 

And blindly follow as they lead aſtray : 

Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 

Beſt'by Familiarity ttPare known, 

Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they fawn. _ 
Ttare theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 

Poſſeſt your Mind with falſe miſG-grounded Fears,” 

King. Miſs-grounded Fears? Why ? Is there .E Truth 

In Womens Vows, or Diſobedient Youth ? . 
I ſooner would believe this World were Heav'n, 
Where I have nought but Tolls and Torment mer, 
And never Comfort yet to mar! was given. 
But thou ſhalt ſee how my Revenge V1l treat. 
[TheSCENE draws, and diſcovers the Oucen alone 

in mourning on ber Couch, with a Lamp by ber. 
Look where ſhe ſits, as quiet and ſerene, [Clronically. 
As if ſhe never had a Thonght of Sin; 
In Mourning, her wrong?d Innocence to ſhev. 
Sh' has ſworn't ſo oft that ſhe believes it rue. | 
O'rewhelm'd with Sorrow ſhell in darkneſs dwell, : 


So we have heard of Witches in a Cell, 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. 


[Q. riſes, and comes towards bim. 


Queen. My Lord ! Prince Carlos ? may it be belicv'd ? 
Are my Eyes bleſt ? and am I not deceiy'd ? 


King. My Queen, my Love, I'm here—— LEmbraces ber. 


Queen. My Lord the King ? 
This 1s ſurprizing Kindneſs which you bring. 
Can you believe me Innocent at laſt ? 
Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt. 
King. O Tongue in nothing practis'd -but Deceit ! 
Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. 
Yes, vile Inceſtuous Woman, it 1s I, 
The King; look on me wel}, deſpair, and die: 
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ueen, Why, had you not pronounc'd my Doom befare, 

M. to Affliction you.could add no more ? 

Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when I find 

You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 

King. No, now tiyart fit for Death: had I believ'd 
Thou could'ſt have been more wicked, thou ha&'ſt liv'd. 
Liv'd, and gone on in Luſt and Riot ſtill, 

But I perceiv'd thee carly ripe for Hell : 
And that of the Reward thou might'ſt not miſs, 
This night taſt drank thy Bane, tl'art Poiſor'd ; yes, 
Thon art——— 
Queen..——-—Then welcome everlaſting Bliſs, 
Bat erel die, let me here makea Vow. 
By Heav'n, andall I hope for there, Pm True. ; 

King. Vows you had always ready when you ſpoke ; 
How many of *em have you made, and broke ? 

Yet there's a Pow'r that does your Falſbood hear, 
A Juſt one too, and lets thee live to ſwear. 
How comes it that above fuch Mercy dwells, 
To permit Sin, and make us Infdels ? 

You have been ever ſo to all that's Good, 
My Innocenge had elſe been underſtood. 
Art firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When 1 arriv*d to be the Prince's. Bride, 
You then a kind indulgent Father were : 
But finding me unfortunately Fair, 
Thought me a Prize too rich to be poſleſt 
By him, and forc'd Your felf into my Breaſt ; 
Where you maintain'd an unrefiſted Pow*r ; 
Not your own Daughter could have lov2d you more, 
Till, conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blaw'd, 
And I a lewd Adultereſs proclaintd, 
Accus'd of fouleſt Inceſt with your Son, 
What more could my worſt Enemy have dane ? 

King. Nothing, 1 hope z I would not have is faid, 
That 1n. my Vengeaace any fault I made. 

Love me? oh low- pretence ! tao feebly butt! 

But *tis the conſtant fault. of dying Guils, 

Eva to the laſt to cry ttVaze Innocent ;, | 

When their Deſpair*s ſo great, they can't repent. - * 

Queen. Thus having urg'd your malice to the. head, 

You ſpightfully are come to rail me. dead, 
Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
\Vith ſpeedy _ P& have ſaarch'd her lite ; 
Torn a broad pallage open to her Heart, 

And therc have ranſackt each polluted part ; 


Triumphi'd and laugh'd O have feen. the iſſuing Flood, 


Us 


And A MC ro hands in Blood. 
That had out-doge the low Revenge You bring, 
Much fitter for a; Woman than a King. | 
King. I'm glad I know what Death you'd wiſh to have, 
You would go down in filence to your Grave ; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And bury with you if yon could your Crimes. 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, , 
proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt aloud. 
Queen, About it then, the noble Work begin ; 
Be proud and boaſt how cruel you have been. 
Oh how a Monarclys Glory *tewill advance! + 
Do, quickly let it rich the Ears of France, 
I've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
Who'll certainly revenge his Siſter*s wrong, 
Into thy Spain a mighty Army bring, ' | 
Tumble from thy Throne a wretched thing, & 
And make it quite forgot thon &re wert King. 
King. I nere had pleaſure with her till this Night : 
The Viper finds ſhe's cruſt'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh, were He here, and durſt maintain that word, 
I'd like an Eagle feize the callow Bird, 
And gripe him till the daſtard Craven cry'd, 
Then throw him panting by his Siſters ſide. 


Queen, Alas! I faint and fink; my Lord, your Hand: [To.D.], 


My Spirits fail, and I want ſtrength-to ſtand. 
D. Fobn. Oh Jealouſie, ; 


A Curſe 'which none but: he that bears it knows ! Leads ber to 


So rich a Treaſure who, would live to loſe ? a Chasr. 
King. The Poiſon works, Heav*n grant there were enough : 
She is ſo foul, ſhe may be Poiſon proof. 
Now, my falſe Fair one 
Queen, Tyrant, hence be gone, 
This Hour*s my laſt, and let it be my own. 
Away, away ; I would not-leave the Light 
With ſuch a hated ObjeQt in my fight. 
King, No, I will ſtay, and evin thy Pray*rs prevent : 
| would nor give thee leiſure to Repent ; 
But let thy Sins all in one throng combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt rortar*d mine. 
Queen, Glut then your Eyes 3 your Tyrant-Fury feed, 
And triumph; but remember, when-Pm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you 
May feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now. 
Go on, your worſt R ches I can bear, 
And with *em all you ſhall not force a Tear. 
King. Thus, Auſtria, my cant poernnne [ obtain, 
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And once more ſhall appear my ſelf-again. 

Love held me faſt, whilſt, like a foaliſh Soy, 

1 of the thing was fond becauſe *twas gay ; 

But now Pve thrown. the gan Toy away. | 3 CEbuli within, 
Eboli, Help, murther, l——= W040 : | 
King. —— - See, Aaſi'14, whence that Cry : | 

Call up our Guards, there may be Danger nigh. [Entey Guard, 

Enter Eboli in ber night-dreſs, wounded and bleeding, 
Rui-Gomez I ber. 

Eboli, Oh! guard me from that cruel Murtherer. 

But *tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far... .. | 

Turn, wretched King, P've-ſomethiag to unfold, 

Nor can I die till the ſad Secret's told. = 
King. The Woman's mad :. to ſome Apartment by 

Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame 8nd die. 

Fate come abroad to night reſolv*d to range, x 

L love a kind Companion in Reveuge... | {Hug R. Go: 
Eboli. If in your Heart Truth any. favour wins, | 

H ©re you would repent of ſecret Sins, 

Hear me a word. 
King. —— W hat would'ſ thou ſay ? Be brief. 
Ebvli. Do what you can to ſave that precious Life 3 


Try every Art that may her Death prevent: 
You are abusd, and ſhe is innocent. -: x 
When 1 perceiv'd my hopes of you-were vain, 


Led by my Luſt I practis'd'all my Cherms 
To gain the _ I to my Arms. 
there top croit; I did the purpoſ: change; | 
_ Pride made him my Engine for Revenge ; [To R. Go, 
Taught him'to raiſe.your growing Jealoufie, KR 
Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly, - 
And that was done for which I now muſt die. 
King. Ha, Gomez! ſpeak, and quickly; is-it ſo ? 
R. Go. I'm ſorry you. ſhould doubt if*tbe ar no. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was batray'd,, - 
Cannot want Malice now to take | ; 
And therefore does this Penicence pretend. 
Eboli, Oh Auſtria, take away that vgly Fiend : 
He ſmiles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul : 
See bow his glaring fiery Eye-balls-rowl. 
R. Go. Thus is her Fancy tortur*d by her Guilt. 
But ſince you'll have my Blood, let it be ſpilt. 
King. NO NOIeo—— 
Speak on, I charge.thee, by the Reſt 
Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſt. 
Ebols. As what Pve faid is ſo, 
There may I fad, where I muſt, anſwer all, 


CToD. þ. 
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What moſt I need, Heav'ns Mercy on my Soul. © [ Dies. 
King. Heav'n ! She was ſenſible that ſhe ſhould die, ' : 
gee oy een | | | 
D. .. His Guilt's tooplain, ſce his wild ſtaring | 
By unconcern he would ſhow innocence : __ 
But harden'd Guilt ne're wanted the pretence 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no defence. j 

Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Cate, 
You ſeem not guiltleis, but betray Deſpair. 

King. His Life? what SatisfaCtion can that give? 
But oh! in Doubt I muſt for ever live, 
And loſe my Peacew=w—Yctlithe Truth will find: 
Pil rack him for*t. Go, in this minute bind 
Him to the Wheel 

R. Ga How have I this deſerv'd, 


e 


Who your Commands obey'd and fery'd ? 
What*wwould you have me do? 
King. Pd have thee tell 


The Truth: Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 
R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud Pm loſt, 
And can but tell you what I think at moſt. 
You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, 
And I ſtill brought the beſt latelligence 
I could ; till finding Him too much aware I 
Of me, I nearer meaſares took by Her : 
Which if 1 after a falſe Capy drew, 
”Tis I have been Unfortunate as You. | 
King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to ſhow 2 : 


R. Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 

King. Then, Villain, I am damn'd as well as thoy, 
Heav'n! where is now thy fleeping Providence, 
That vook ſo little care of Innocence ? 
Gh, Auſtria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half fo good as thou wert kind ! | 
But Pm too tame: ſecura,that Traitour, Oh Guard ſei- 
Earth open, to thy Centure let me go, £65 buys. 
And there for ever hide my Impions Head, 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav*d &re made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too lateT've underſtoad : 
Yet live, and be Immortal as tart Good. 

Queen, Can you to think me Innocent incline 
On her bare word, and would not credit mine? 
The Poiſon's very bulic at my heart : 
Methinks I ſee Death ſhake bis threatning Dart, $2 
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die? 
Perſiſt, continue on the Injury : 
Call me till Vile, Inceſtuous, all that's foul. 

; . TEES H 2 King. 
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_ King. Oh pity, pity my deſpairing Soul ; + 
Sink it,not quite. Raiſe my Phyſicians. ſtrait 3 3 - 
Haſten*em quickly e're it be too- lite. : yy 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at frrife. 
rl give my Crown to him that faves her Life. - 


Curſt Dog !— _ LTo Gomes, 
D. Fghn. Vile Proſtitute !. F 
King. Revengeful Fiend ! WUDT SH $1 


But Pve forgotten half : to Carlci ſend ; 
Prevent what his Deſpair may make him do. 
Enter Henrietta. 

Henr, Oh Horrour, Horrour ! everlaſting Woe! 
The Prince, the Prince ! 

King. Ha ! ſpeak, 

hes. He} Hah he dies, 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from a Bath, his Veins all cur, 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe_ - : 


His Fate, to ſave that Life which he will loſe. 
King. Dear Auſtria ;, haſten, all thy Invrelt uſe. 
Tell him i it is to Friendſhi an Offence, 
And let him know his Father's Penitence. 
Beg him to live. 
R. Go. Since you've decreed my Death, know twill be hard : 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when d. 
I —_ him that for his late Pride and Scorn. 
ing. There _—_ _ B _ a —_— 
But be Revenge uch Pains go th 
As a. Religious Cruelty nere knew. 
Rack him! Pl broil bim, burn him by degrees, : 


Freſh Torments for him ev'ry hour deviſe 
Till he curſe Heav*n, 'and then the Caitiff dies. 

Queen, My faithful Henrietta, art thou come. - 
Fo wait th? okay PPY Miſtreſs to her Tomb * - 
1 brovgttt thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now br leave thee to Heav*n knows. what Wrong. 
But-Heav*n to its ProteQtion will receive 
Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive. 

Henr, How much I lov'd you, Madam, none can tell ; 
For *ris unſpeakable, Þlov'd ſo well. 
A proof ot it the World ſhall qui uwr=r r 
For when you die, [11 ſcorn to ſtay: behind. 

Enter D. Carlos fare between: two, and 


D. Fobn, See, Stir, your __ 


/ 
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King. My Son? but Oh ! how dare._- | 
I uſe that Name, when this, fad Obje('s near ?} | —_— ww | 
See, Injar'd Pringfs who *zis thy-Pardan craves 3./ ; 
No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves. : 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 
D:; Carl. I come to take my Farewel, &re I go 
To that bright Dwelling where there: is gq room , 
_ Blood, and where the Crycl never:come. -- - 
King. 1 know there is not, therefore wuſt deſpair. 
Oh Heayv*n ! his Cruelty I cannot bear. 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſue ? 
D. Carl. My Father, ſpeak the words once more, is't | you! 4 
And may I think the dear Converſion true 2 ' 
Oh that I could. | 
King. By Heav'a thou muſt——it i is: 1; 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt-thou die ? no, live, my Carlos, live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 
D. : Carl. Lie was my Curſe, and giv'a me {ure i in ſpight. 
Oh! had I periſht when I firſt Gw Light, 
I never then theſe Miſcries had.brought 
On you, nor by uy had been Guilty thought. 
Prop me :. apace I feel ry Life decay. 
The little time on Earth.I have to ſtay, 
Grant I without Offence may here beſtow, | Pointing to 
You cannot certainly be Jealons now. the Queen. 
King. Break, break, my Heart—— Leads D.-Carlos 
D. Carlos. YPave:thus more Kindneſs ſhown, to the Chair.. 
Than if ya'd Crown'd and plac'd me on your Throne.. 
Methinks ſo highly happy I appear,, 
That I could pity you, to ſce you there.. 
Take me away again : You: are.too good. -, 
, yon Carlos, ig. you 2. Oh ſtop that, Royal Flood:;z 
Live, and els your Father's Throne, when I, | 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. . 
D, Carlos. Crowns are beneath me, 1 have higher Pride :. 
Thus on you fixt, and dying by your © 


How much a Life and Empis e&:1 diſdain.? "> 
No, we'll togethet. mquat,, Where. both. ful rel * 
Above all Wrong#, and never more complain... 


Queen. O matchleſs Youth-! ©. Conſtancy Divine ! 
Sure there was never Love that.equall'd. thane;, _ 
rel ſo Par eg7k as » = Fo a. 


Wh hes WOU Ns Gf Wren At 
And in.romembratiee of then, be ye, | 
A fplemn annual Proceſſion, make 3 


$4 Dos Catlos Prince OY 


In chafſt Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
Wirth Hyacinths and Lilles'detk thy Tomb. "i 7 
But one thing more, 416d then, vain World, "adi : >"Yic Wor” 
It is, to reconcile my Lord and | au" 
, © D. Car. tes dove no wrong to ae, 1 um poſeſt. £ 
Of all, beyond my expeQtation- bleſt 
But yet methinks there's worething in wy heart | 
Tells me I muſt not tos tliſkindly 1! 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your hand ; ; £ 
Before | die, what is't you wonld command'? 
King. Why wert thou made io excellently Good : d 
And why was itno ſooner underſtood ? 
But I was curs'd, and blindly led 
Oh ! for thy Father, for thy Father pra Y. =_ 
Thou may'ſt ask that which I'm too-vile ts glare 3 
And leave me not tortnented by Deſpair. 
D. Carl. Thus then with the remains of Life 


May you be ever freeffrom all that's 1. EITEE 


een, And everlaſting-Peace PREY 
= . No more: this Vertury no: er 


My a hr 'd Soul, tos converſant with! 


Grows blind, and overcome with too bw 
Here raiſe *em up: gently, .ye wiper homers 
Ve gloriout, Toils, a Scepter and CO 
; en, Whet6are you? Oh? EE Tmaitbe gas,” 


King. Bleſt happy Sol, take not 
| Stay till I die, then EGS 
And guard it up, which elſe maſt fink below. 
Q«. From all my Injuries gd afl 
From Jcalouſte Lov , the ork 205 


Thus 1 remove to find: 
. Carlos, thy Hand ; receive me on "EM 
Within this Minnte' how ſhall we be 
ALE EOS pps: 
V hat-ever amd,or 
Thus, where we g6,” we thall the Ange in 
| For LO r preſling, and' for ever Kind 


rwkend oo - IN fot-yen ail ©] 0091 

mn. ek rerlting Gay = 

| Farewel—- oe 3IC208KG © (i 
D. C. I follow you, 

Thus all o're TR he Hlaphm om Qs mp fe | 


King. Ttrare gone, Frirwyfrot malt vibes | 
Run, {ally our, and ſet the World on fits,” 


tf ſoon; 
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4 bj Sanus E- 


Dax ajrfuoof Spain : "- 


let BoREUlf the Winds 3 © 

t ber free thoſe Sirics whom ſtrong ck bins 3 
Let the Earth open all d&& ns RIES. 13. 
The flenda lon nk 6 und ſha ? dr Cakes; 
Till all things from their y: MITES 
Cn AE Hoon ke URI $i aafnr bm 
Here I'll lie down, and never more ariſe; - © © | 
Howl ont nity Life, and ren@the Air witli Cries. REESE 

+ ... D. Fobn. \Hold, Sir, «fort 'rixt heart fome Eaſe 

Xing. Oh ! name it not%* ch thing as Peace. | 

From theſe warnt Lips yet 6tte ry EB 
How my one, my Cirks, Pm | bel Hreak (OE | 


Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below: 
Peta He's gone, and now there's not 1 vile: 2 thing 
| 
D. Jobn, Remember, 'Sir, You are a King. . 
King. A King ? it is rog Bitte 3 PN be more, .. 

I tell thee. Nero was al 

He kilPd his Mother : but Þ'v /out-cfone, 

Murther'd a Loyal Wife AN Lotion 

Yet, Auſtria, whyJhoul@ I grow mad for for that? 

” Jain. Collect oe ond cali your Mind. 
D. F Your Spitits, . Sir your 
Kmg. Look to 't; Rihe Gan Tel thee are delign'd. 

Tow, H-"; ſhalt grow i - ia thy -, 

t, Goat, my Hero : Oh, a y Beard, 

With Eyes Rheum, ang follow Cheek 

Will be ſuch $, thou canſt not want Syce 

But above all beware of 

[t was the dreadful 'that mals me. 

D. Joby, - DreaqSir, no more. 
King. Oh Heafs ! Oh Heav'n !. but ſtay, 

Nam'd 1 not Heav'n ? 'T did, and at the word 

(Methought 1 aw't) the Azure Fabrick ſtirr'd. 
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Now wen't you 
Eo 
try if to big Promiſe belt 

Tin avs when that rote \4 


But now, ” 
Tou know” what os Parked oft D's done; 
I't On forſake the Play: Hae, and turn Nien. 
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HISTORY and FALL 
O F 


TRAGEDY. 


1 As it iS Adted at the 


| Lod VISCOUNT 
My Lord, | 


HEN. firſt it- entred | into my 
Thoughts ro make this Preſenc 
” - to your Lordſhip, I received not 
only Encouragement, but” Pleaſure, ſince upon 
due. examination of my ſelf, I found it was 
not a bare Prefumption, bur my Duty to the 
remembrance of many extraordinary Favours 
which I have received at Your hands. 
For heretofore having had the Honour to be 
' near You, and bred under the fame Diſcipline 
with You, I cannoc btit own; that in a great 
meaſure I owe the ſmall ſhare of: Letters I have 
- to Your Lordſhip. For Yout Lordſhip's Ex- 
- - ample caught' me «0 be aſhamd of Idleneſs; 
nx: I firſt grew in love with Books, and learnc 
to value then), by the wonderful Progreſs which 
evertin Your tender Years You!i made in them ; 
{ſo that Learning and Improvement grew daily 
more and more lovely in my Eyes, as they ſhone 
in. You. 


PS is Your 


The Epifile Dedicatory. | 
Your Lordſhip Ins an . extraordinary Reafon: 
- to bea Patron of Poerry; for Your great Father 
loved ir. May Yout Lordſhip's Fame and Eme 
ployments grow. as great, or greater than his 
were ; and may Your Vertues find a Poet to re- 
. cord them, equal (if poſſible) to that great 
*X Genius which ſung of him. OO 4M Wale 
MY flender hamble Talent.muſt not hope for | 
' it; for You have a Judgment which I muſt al- 
ways ſubmit to, a general Goodneſs which I ne- 
ver (to- its worth) can value: And who can 
praiſe that well which he knows not how to. 
comprehend ? | 
Already the Eyes and\/Expe&tations of Men:of 
the beſt Judgment 'are fax'd upon - You : For 
whereſoever You come, - Yon have their Atten- 
tion when 'prelent, and their Praiſe: when You. 
are gone: And Fam:ſlre. (if Tobcain but Your 
Lordſhips Pardon), Efhall have the Congratula- - 
tion of all my Friends, for having taken this op-- - 
portunity. to expreſs my lelf- "> 
Your Lorlſhip's 
mot Humble Servant; + 


LH 


'. Thomas Otway.... 


. PRO. 


When Empires , 
A api any af Kr 
Horece an Oni hep Foſe ara | 
Oxid's ſoft Genius ender Arts- 


' Of moving Nature, melted hardeſt Hearts. 
It did th Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 
To liften to the Language of bis Love. 
Her Father vere arr And on pIreefy,” 
With reviſh' Eeblvites joe) | 
Hey ran ſprtcd, fener-full and 
Horace's lofty Genias boldlier rear d 
His manly Head, and through all Nature ftecr 
Her ricl Pleaſures i in bus Verſe refin'd, 
'em 10 the Feliſh ths Mina, 
hu true Poet's fearleſs 
ies and Follies of the Age. 
"Meveenas that great Faw rite raid 


by he 
| (290, cir s ra: bleft, 
| | ; & pan. 
py ef Favour c d bis Miſe, 
| Al conſtant Favonr be AE fees to loſe... © 


he wrote with Fancy 


And 
' And from the Crop of bis luxuriant Pim 
E'er ſince, ſucceeding 'Poets humbly glean. 
Though mich the enoſÞ narworthy of the Throng, . 
porta bat ſteal She 
4rs t Sheeves 
"+ brifdhi of So -" 
t & 1 you'll ſee it 
- - 2.26.4 of rl 


MINA ZLIN1 
To../ach low 


Shifts of late are Poets worn, 


| Ages poſt, (when' will-choſe Se) Wee. , | 


a; 


hts that were Immortal as his "Mind. 


day's Poet fears b'bas done him wrong... 


". Whilft we b&th Wit'sand Caſar's Abſence mourn. 


, Ob! when will be and netarn ? 
© Wben we there agein bims ſit 
"Aid" Boxes and a Courtly Pit 


- _ way # Det acd Preſident of Wi? 
| +, Ea ro Te and bis Nation's Fears, 


Y; 


may it come) appears, 


Ths 


wo 


Tow, Criticks, ſhall fe bon Spies Y; 
And Poets with un That be ar NN 

Ev's Thu-day's Poet be alter F 
His Thoughts more loftily and} ow) | 
And he himſelf, whilſt you bis Verſt allow, þ 
As much tranſported a#he's lnunble mow, we 


P 


AM 


—_— 


Pcrfons repreſented. 


| Men 
Cains Marius 
Sylla, 
Marinas Funigr. 
Graenius. 
Metellus. 58s 
Quintus Pompeins. 
Cinna. *Y 
Sulpitins, +7 
Ancharius, 2 Senator. 
Prieſt. - 
A : 
Q. Pompeinus's Son. 
Guards, Liftors, 
Ruſſians, &c. 


Women 


Lavinia 
Nurle. 
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*ACT L SCENE &” 


bin. L Li | Morin and 5 "PE 
bs arp my} Mew dai, 


Enter Metellus, Antonios, Cinns, and Senators, 


Hen will the Tyylar Gods of Reme awake, - 

\ To fix the Order of our wayward State, 

| Texan of Laws, Preroght aber an 
ves 3 

The wa of Rules. and z who 

Ought firſt to govern, and who muſt obey d. 

it was nok thos when God-like Scipio held 

of Power; he-who ry er mon poiſe 


how to guide.the py pen rw 
lo its fall bounds, nor di Nobles wrong, 
For he himſelf was-one- 


Cinna, He was indeed, . 
A Noble born, and ſtill in Rome thereare yy 
Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honoury TED” 
Such as are fit to LT ata At” x | 


"7 


Metell. 


» a... " 


_ - he h ik and Fal 
And awe this riotous "Rabble, 
That beaf down all Au before *em 
Were we not-ſoldyo Ruine.” — © EE USERD oF, 

-- Metell, Gimme there ——- -- - | 
' Thov'ſt hit my Mark: Weare to Ruioe ive fold; 

In all things fold z Voices are bo” 10 one 

And yet we boaſt of Liberty Gods! 
That Guardians of an Empire ſhould be choſen 
By thelewtt noiſe of a [nh Roar -" 
1 he ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableſt Stateſman, 

Amon. Would it not'anger any -—_—_— Roman, 
To ſee the giddy Mulrtitude t 
Never conſulting who'*fis beſt defirves. 
But who feaſts MS to obtain the « 4m oh 
As *tis not maty | 
In KR equa | eo 2 "an 
For. Ks PENS: | Houſe was Riot. H 
To day the drunken Rabble reel to one ; ky 
To morrow they were mad agen for t'other;,. . | 
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment : 
And none could gueſs otiWhom thechoice woutd ſertle'3” 
Till at the laſt a Stratagem was f. 
A mighty Yeſlel a inner, Wine 


W 1 


Was brought crown'd Wreaths 
Of Ivy made to + with 

The Mouſter-people roar'd for Joy: : 

When ſtreight the Candidate 


In pomp, to grace the Ps toad had made 'em 
The Fools all gap'd, Thettwhen a whi *he had 
With a ſmooth Tale tickled" theit Aſſes Ears, 


H'at both ends tapp'd his Butt, and got | the Conſulſhip. b 
Cirns: This Curſe we owe to Pride, . , 

Thar made him firſt moſt baſely bribe « Proplc 

For:Confſul in the War againſt Faugwrhs A 


Where heiwent ont, 4#rc/axc, your Licntegant. 

Ard bow the Kindneſs was return'd, alt know- 

I never lov'd his rough -untoward Nature, | 

Ard wonder fuch a Weed got growth in Kome. 6 
Merell,. Whatſays my Gonna ? Fa 
Cinna, That I like not HMarwe, 

Nor love him —— | 
Metel. There Rome's better Genius Ipoke. 

Let us conſult and weigh this Subject well, 

'O Romans, he's the Thorn that galls vs all. 

Oar harraſs'd State,js:erippled with ;the weight 

- Of. his Ambition: We're na4 fate in Marine, 

f .4 


On 


Da 


% 
" 4 ” * 
” 


From what a wretched deſpics be 
His Greatneſs grew ? 


Born in the outmaſt of - 
And foſter'din a jy ke " 
By Covetouſneſs, and all-the: hateful means  - - 


Of working Pride, au ny pers Fate - 
So bigh, wo_—_—_ it ED SO 
Anton, Ambition, 

Diſtorts him to ig as, hw nd 
In bis firſt ſtars of Fortung/ Qbhow'Tril, 
Were his Endeavours and Submiſſions then ! 
When ſuing to be choſen firſt Eds, «| 

He was by gage Vote repuls'd, 245 * wh it Tar 
And in the ſame day ſhamefully gerum'd, 98 
Tobtain the Office of that Nawe, ; _T 
-Equal was his ſacceſs, deny'd ig-bbth +; |- | 1 
Yet could he condeſcend at laſt to as. | 

The Prztorſhip, and but with Bribes got that.) PINE 
Yet this is he that has diſturb'd the World, , - Ani 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. {487 


Metell. 1 muſt confeſs;j v RRT, ABfa. © the 
To lee the ap Thea awewy {2h Llane” o'y 
For, Romans, I have yg dd - Wl. | , 

I was the firſt (and I 
That lent my hand to ra 
When firſt I made KT OR 
| thought there mightberſo 
That promis'd well. - His. Parents 
And ferv'd my Fathex juſtly i in their: 
Then as his Fortunes ag men F® 


And went againlt Fugurt | 
I took him a ore 21 330 ? 
'Twas there his Pride _ fell io TY __— 
Oppreſt my Friends, and.xobb[d me of my. Mi "20 
Cim. The Sto Ws PEO Bale Inggei | 
Diſimulatipn, Cracley, gud Pride, 
fl Manny; gnorance, : wdall (067 Uk. 
Ofone baſe born, in Meri are yoi 
Hezell. Ev'n Age | 
Six times the CoRfr of fice 


I Fa 
——— —— on 
* o 
de 9 i : 


t. 


Devo Pe. 


Ft$4 UC 3 9(L fd 
How well; our preſent LN ICOTOS DEP GEORTS :1 or non Mix (iT 
Yet now agel,- page 1as worn um 1oWs. . aq =: ay 
Conſum'd wi 2 Diſcaſes refed, p 
He courts th People once wo ſea, 1 1. 
To lead the Was Teaind i 
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4 The 'Hiftory and Fall 
Anton, For this cach.dayhe riſes with the Sun,.. 
And in-the Field of Afers. in arms. 
Excelling all our: 
'He Rides and Tilts, and when the Prize t'bos wes, 
He brings it back with Peſuatph into Zome, I % | 
And there preſents it tote fordid Rabble 3 = 
Who ſhout to Heaven, and &y, Let/Adoias live. 
Metell. He ſhall not  Hawe-C; byes ——»oyeny note | 
There'is a Romany _ ROT x 
Sylla's his Name, fp# 
Of the Cornelii, bred RN Tre i Wa m rag 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Merize, Rill has croſt 
His Pride; and clouded er'g his brighteſt Trivmpbs : 
He's Conſul-now.® Then 1& wall teſolve, | 
And fix on him, to check this Havweker,-- - * 
- That with his aw of nd nigh or Laws | 
Ou te into Holes, and faights our Laws. , 
Gs Agreed for- Sylla. 
© Alk+ All for Sylla. _g | 
. Mecell. Nay, , | 945 
This.Monſter AMerinv, FiShes we we tek 
Ev'n now would wed' —_—_— 
Ard asks my Daughter Ae his ated Ty 
But, for my Wrongs,. J = be che 
- My eldeſt born, her, and 
My Fortune I'1] copfirot of him, — eb the Prone.” 
Of this baſe-borp, *hot* brain's, Plebeſan Tyrans, 
Anton. Now "Rane t Stake of Liberty is ſer, + 
And muſt be puſh'd for Teeth of Fortune. | 
Cirn, Then Caixs Marins (hall not havethe- Conſulſhip, 
Metell. No, 1 wou'd xather be bw, $ Slave, 
That furious H tine Sul 
That mad wild Shares avis leet 
On each occaſion whph bed _ orck 
To toſs our Lawwatd Uberties 
Anton. That lawleſs Tridugs ber oſt be rednc'd,. , 
Unhing'd from off the po w_—_— holds him up, 


ng. 


178 


His Band « foll full ry bondeed oman Knights, | 97Gs 

All-in their Your Ta: ith Riot, TEE.” 

Which he his _ a 7G $ . 

Tall wild young Men," 1:25. 
Meell. Fear nothing, let But 54/7 

And then ſee how like Day be ES — 


And ſcatter all thaſe ( thr N 
Coufufions Night, whertin the Sark 


5 2 : 


Pas: -5 7 


wirlitie E xercit©; - 35755 


C5 


ofa divided Stat, Men kaoky + _ pOSac 14491 bod 
ono rot fear they Jolitthe) oo 7 [en als 
yg: ory her {+ » — 
How {till h'has born a Face. 
And kept an equal  opttn n for Sar 
Cinn. H'has in the 
Of Gold, in honour of" Ghote 
Wherein's deſcribed hww ron # Kitty _ 
Gave up Fugwrths Priſonet to BT 1 10 
And all in ſpite of Merizs. Oh now, : 
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake 
Reſume your Rights, and kvex our 
Courage, JE and fnateHotor 
Juſtice unbyaſs'd, the trot Rajpaitr SA 
Preſence of Mind, and refoltt pe 
Meet all in Sylla. 
Metell, Let's aprec for*Sylla, | 
| Enter Marius. ſevjor, Marins- 810? whe hk 
Merins ſen, There ans Heron 
And Tempet a Wa ee 
of the 
jo Tempo hee ty we 
"= 4 rais d their Te. 
ocroſs m way, | 
0] um Co 3 a7 having ph "ugh 
bronght Jugart hi 
If 1 _—P SEES ? : 4 
Spent all my years one : *Y 
Chill'd-my warm Youth in mi 2 
Till l brought Pee and Fenty Th 
Made her the Court and 1 Shake rf 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus ? | 


Mar. Jwm. Becauſe ſhe's rul'd 
By lazie Droans on others Labours, 


And fatten with the m—_—_— == 


Old gouty _ of Grade Fling 
7M Ma 


Thar al are Feepfeating if 
And otic prvenie 
Gran, One di 
To Madneſs. TR s that raven 
And damn'd Sedigion, of a 

And manners ſordid; vhe y 


6 The Hiſtory: nd Bull 
And to that Shove. Live, oy Pagers 
+= + 4 y 


His Country's Honoup, Lib 

Nay, had he any, eva} 

| Rome win xp dats, 
And eaſily debauch Uber Þ: his ends, 


AMar (en. H'has taken 


ht] 


When ſhe, was over- ey ith Happ 
Wantonly full, on o0ging: SE. 

For Sylla too, a Boy,.a [a Womas s Play iog,. 
She has relinquiſh'd me, | my. Age: -. 
Conftant ill Fooof we af -for'c, 


And wreck her Fate as low as | firſt found i it; 
When it lay trembling like,a hunted Prey, . 

And hungry Ryi 8 ib the wind; - © 

When barbarous Nations, of a Race unknowny 
From nndiſcover'd Northern came, 
To lay-her waſte, and her the Earth 
Fill I, 1 Aris: roſe, the Soul of all | 

The Hope ſh'had left, and with unwegried Toil, . 
Dangers each hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 


(A 'd ' 
berthen for a God). QPP9I' m7 Me. 1 | 


'Twixt her and Deſol; "-Go 'gorg 


Qf:Death with flaught of. 
Ye op hn 
| Farm 


Reſtor'd her Peace, a 
Mar. jun. The Glory. of 
Whea #ome, like he 
In Aſhes — 29090.1V, 
All Sons of FOO QF 
Whoſe Trade was _ 
Hung like a Swarm.af M 
Of 7taly, and threatned Fate to, Ewape. -. 
Gran, They came jr A ri ap IRS poſi, 


And ſeem'd a P F 
Had Goat aPeoplom EN: 2 
y, pinch'd 


Of Viſage foul ans uy Far che 
er nds ; Bk Hy 


By bitrer Froſtsand W; 
As hungry Lions of the Deſart- 
Their Wives wh of Children at their backs, 
Bold manly Hags whom Shame. hadylong, forſook, 
And ragrant livi ig, een, Ls 
Follow'd ina Troops like | ye 
Mw. jun. And all was Eno ths che? Dole | api * 
Shrank like a Wo | 


"and liq icarce was. heard bf. | 
pony Tharcut: E ore, haha bee oy Play, 


Ard.ever done me Ha Wroogs p ::5:0, 
Becauſe, like a tame Ha % gl fy. 
Jo8 at his Quarries, nes Att L 


- Drcnble 


ISM 
wW tc il at ame- 
of oe. 1 have obſerv'd thee thus a 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate had ſeiz'd thee. 
Mar. jun. Why did you Lavinia? would {þ' had ne'er: 
Been born, or that Metellns had not got her. | 
Mar. ſen. Forget ber, Marine, ſhe's a dainty Bit,. 
A Delicate for none but Sylz's taſkte,, 
Th' Fav'rite Syl, th' Idol that's up. . 
To blaſt thy Hopes, and clqud thy, FichereGlorie 
Conſider that, my Mari ' 
Mg. jun. Forget her} Oh! win bemes might enſoare. 
A veror's Soul, and make him-le ye. his Crowns | 
At random to be ſcuffled for by Slaves. - 
Forget ber? Oh!, teach me co agent ) teach me. 
Read me each Day e of the Wrongs 
Doe you by that Inglorious Patrician, . 
Till my Hears krow v0 Longiogs bus Revenge, . 
And quite farget Levinie Cer dwelt there, 
Methioks *Ewould nat be hard, cen the Senate, 


To ſtrike this through _ Chair. 
bee him thence, ind mount Bin 


en, Oh ! name no6 him DT Cork ovdiber: 
SYla a d Conſul? ſet 'em far apart 
As Eaſt from Weſt, "for as they.now axe met, 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, ta thee and thine. 

Gran. 1'd rather ſee Rome but one Funeral Pilc,. 
And all her People quitting ber like Bes,. 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives . 

Much rather ſee her Senators in Chains-. _. | 
Dragg'd through'the Streets to Death, and Slayts made Lords, . 
Than ſee that vain preſumpguous Upſtare's Fcide 
Succeed to lead the Armies you have bred,.-: 

Mar. ſen. "Tis ſuch a wrong as even tortures: "Thought, 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, ... | 
Fought all her Battels with renown'd Succeſs, , 

And never loſt her yet a Man- in yaia,,. 
Should, now her Nobleſt Fortune is at 
And Mubridates Sword igdrawn, be 5 OP 
Aſide, like ſome,olf broken bazter'd Spidld : . 
To ſee my Laurels as I ruſt; | up 


And all this mnnag by ao cf apts, =Yy 


y 


3 -* 


* 


of that od : —_ IT 
Stake me, ju wi 
Lay my wm Hairs low in the Care of Death, 
Rather than live in mem'ry of fuch Shame. 
_ Gran, Periſh Metthe Get and all his Race. ' | 

Mar. ſen, There ſpoke th: : Soul of Meine By the bead 
Ol Fove, 

I hate him worſe than Famine or Diſcaſes. 

Periſh kis Family, lect inveterate Hare 

Commence between our Houſes from this moment; 
And meeting never let em bfoodlefs part. 

Go, -Granias, bid Salpitini ftraight be ready 

To meet me with. his Gnards the Forwm. 
By all the Gods,. I'll chafe the our, 

That rages thus it Rome; or let her ood 

To that degree, till ſhe = enough 

To tremble at the Rod Revenge, 

Why didft not. thon applied. me for £1 Thoogt, 
Take min thy Arms, ad cheriſh 'my old Heart 

"FT had been a lucky Omen. Art domb? 

Mar. jun. As dumb as folemn Sorrow bughr to be. | 
Could my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no cad. 
Muſt 1 repbve to hate qo ng 

| Yet know Lavinia tobk Her recs? 
Lavinia | Oh! there's Muſick in the Wave, 
That ſoftning'me to Infant Teriderneſs, 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt leaps of Life. 

ar. ſen. Then thon art loſt : If thou art Man and Roman, 

If thou haſt Vertue in theez or canſt prize 
Thy Father's Honour, forn her like a Slave. 
Hell! Love her ? Damnher : theres AMerelss in her. 
Inevety Line of her bewitching Face, * 
There's a Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood ſhe came of. 
I'd rather ſes thee in a Brothel trap, 
And baſely Wedded to a Ruffizn's Whore, 
Than hed (houldſt thick to taint my Generous Blood 
With the baſe Puddle of that o'er-fed' Gown-man. 
Lavima ? 

Mar. jun, Yes, Lavima : is ſhe not 
As hormieks as the Turtle of the Woods ?- 

Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Fields? 
As opening Flow'rs untginted yet mn wW 
The Pride of Nature, and the Joy e? 
Why firſt did -you_ bewitch me to kk? 
W hen from the Sacrifice: we came topether, 


Grin Marin 


And as by ber's our Chariot drove 
Theſe were your watds.; Marin 
That muſt give Happineſs ta th 
Confirming: in thy Aras Ty. d., 
Wirth old | Merells, Io 
Mar, fe. Then ſhe-was charoing. -.. 
Marg yaw. Oh! found her 10. 
| lookt: and ga2'd, and never mifs'd my Heart, . 
It fled fo pleatipgly away. + Bag now * 
My Soul 1s all Lavinie's, now.he's 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vaws ma there, 
Th' indelible Records of faithful:Love. 
You'd have me hate her. Can my Nature change ? 
Create me o'er again— and [.may be 
That haughty Maſter of my ſelf De FEDE, me : 
But as I am, the Sv of NS TR 
T hat me er, 1 ce 
The hopeleſs ſtate of my urhappy Lovez .. 
With Torment, like andbateGleve. tha lies 
Chain'd to the Floor, ſtretch'd hel _ 5 his back, 
look to Liberty, and break my 
Mar. ſen, Has the yet. heard 9p BIS member's? 
Mar. jun, If Eyes pajſpek the lariguage of the Heart, 
If teg' reſt Glances, Sighs, and ſaddey ——_— 
_ be interpreted for-Love in 0ns-' 
oung, ſo Fair, and Innocent Us n the 
Our Souls can ne'er be 
Mar. ſen. No more; PlL bave Tovinia nam'd no more. 
When next thou nam'ſ her,” let it bawitb infawy. 
Tell me, ſh'has whor'd or. fied her Father's Houſe 
With ſome courſe Slave t' a ſecret RP 
And then I1l you ons bt. þ Skies To - 
Mar. jun. | ſhall obeys Gods, rgm your a 
And find like me one wretched it yau "Can. 
No, Sir, II] ſpeak that hateful name no/more, 
But be as Curſt as you can wiſh your Son,. * 


+ Emcer Sulpitins. *-/ 


Mar. ſen, Oh Sulpitins | 
Thou darling of m' Ambition, art chay came? 
What news ? 

Sulpit, V've left a Preſent at your: Houſe, 
The Head of a Adgtelus, a gay, tall,. 
Young thing, that was in time t' have been a Lord, 
But he's but Worms meat-Now. | 
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Alar. en, My beſt Sulpitins, : 
Thou Gs entre me. "See here a Mus, : 
A Stranger to my Blood as well "as Fortune, | ti 
But meerly of his choice iy Honours Friend : © --- ooh ts) 
W hat mighty things would he not do for me? 2. 
.Could'ſt rhou, when Honourcall'd thee, 'whine for Love? —< 

Sulpit. How? my young Son of War in Love? -with whom ? 

Mar. jun, A Weman, Sir. — I mult not ſpeak her Name, 

Slpit, If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous means, 7 © * 
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound. . 02 
Take in a new Infeftionto the Heart, _ ww 41 (1 
And the rank Poyſon of the old will die. 

Mar, jun. A Rlantane-Leaf is excellent for that. 

Swlpit. For what ? | 

Mar. jun. For broken Shins, © 

Salpit. Why? art thou mad? 

Mar. jun. Not Mad,bnt bound more than-a Mad-man-is, 
conlio'd cofwits, kept withonr'my Food. OL | 
'Whipt and tormented, —Prithee do not wake mey/- - 

Let me dream dn ——— z 4.9 
- FSulpit. Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies 

Is buke i0- his Breins'z/ the'44ab that comes: | 
Drawndy-e little Teanvef ſmalleſt Atom _ 
Over Mens Noſes as they lie afleep, | 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazebnut © 
Made by a Joyner-Squirrel : 'in hich State 
'She gallops Night by Night through Lovers Brains, 
And then how wickedly they dream, all know. 
Sometimes ſhe courſes o'er: #'Courtier's Noſe, 
And then he dreams of begging an Eſtate. 
Sometimcs ſhe hurries o'er a Soldier's Neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats, 
Of Breaches, 'Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades. 
Of good rich Winter: quarters; and falſe Muſters. 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, | 
And then dreams he 
Of Paregyricks, flatt'ring Dedications, 
And mighty Preſents frotn the Lord knows who, 
But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 
Sh' has been with Sy{s too, and he dreams now 
Of nothing but a Conſulſbip. 9:4 

Mar. Sen. A Rattle! 
Give the fantaſtick giddy-Boy a Rattle, - 
The puliog Fondling ſhould not want a Play-thipe. 
A Conſulſhip ? b= 
Swlpit, By all the Gods, hell ſhake it; 


| H'has 


Let not a Hair of that Aſetellns * 


of Cans Marius: 


has drawhy, 6 Force from Cope here to Kome, 
or Saccels : 


As if he meant 
The Rabble too are drunk bimaleead.—— 
together, 


Mar. ſen. Alarm all onr Ci ro 
That are my Friends: Draw you your C 
And take poſſeſſion of the Forum, Thou, 
Ioglorious Boy, behold my Face no more, 
Till thou'ſt done ſomething worthy of my Name. . 
Mar, jan. Eirſt periſh Rome, and all lhold moſt dear, 
Rather than let me feel wy Father's Hate — 
Mar:fen. Why, that's well ſaid — 
Sulgit. My Troops are all together, 
All ready on the Forwm + But the Heay'ns 
Play tricks with us: Our Enſigns, as they ſtood 
layedibefore our T rooph, ook Ere uxcouch'd, 
And burnt, to Tinder. 


* Three Ravens brought. their young ones inthe Screeth,., | 


Devouring 'em before the People's Eyes, 

Then bore the Garbage bagk into their Nelſts, 

A noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air - 

Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men. 

en i 

Q, oid Friend, not wr 

Ambition ! Ob, Ambition! If 1 # > Ty 

Fortune now 


For thee things great "no 
Hark thee, Sulpirins, (if It romeo lms, 


Forſake me ? 


Whod ſtrip my Age of its more Honours. 
. Elſe why have 1 thus buſtled in the 
Through various and uncertain Fortunes <a 
But to be Great, unequalld, and alone ?. 


Which only he can be who ſpurs 


a5 ſift lat as when he firft 


" 


The End of the FR A ACT: 


= [Exean, 


"Oe: ff 


a6” T. in.” 


Ent & Metellos and Nwſe- 


Actell.F Cannot reſt tonight - W-boding 
. Have chas'd ſoft Sleep from my H--7 
This ſeerns Lavinia's Chamber, and ſhe up. ' 
Reſt too to Night has beene- oy: 
gore" —_ ow ov parry _ methond nl 
Nurſe, Now rweive 
es Lamb? What, Lady- bird F Gods locbid-- 
Girl Laid ?- ; pi” 


. ». 
Dog” te ty 7 >” 4 


5 a Enter Laviois. ">. $8 1 


of » ” 


Lavin. How now ?- Who c calls ? =” 
Nurſe, Your 
| Bordlbip's Peale. 


Leavin. Pm here. 


DATE HG, 
Wheg ought bet: broad, . k 
Or Witches ga cold on Herbs for nr Spotl | , 
By the-pale hea of--thi 

Lavin, Alas! L could not wry Dream 
Methought I ſaw one by: wy Bed; 
To warn-me | ſhould have-a care of Sleep, 
For 'twould be beanefol —— -* 

Axttell. Dreams give-Children Fears. 


Levin, Art which I roſe from-my uneaſie Pillows, 
And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
T* avert th' unlucky Omen. 4 
Aftell, ' Twas well done, 
Nurſe, Give us leave/a-while': 1 muſt impare % 


Something to my Lavitis. Yet ſtay, 
And hear it too. Thou know ſt Levinie's Age. 
Nur fe. "Faith, 1 know her Age fo an hour. 
Aterell. She's bare Sixteen. is 
Nurſe, 1] lay fixteen of my Teeth of it; and yet no Diſpa- 
ragement, | have but fix 3. She's not Sixteen, How long is © now 
ance Marias tiumpy'd laſt ! 
—_ No matter, Woman what's that to thee ? 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all 96! in ——_ ſiace — 'd 
ome 


of Clur Nlains : F-”0-. 
Zee bn Triganh, I IOOOEY recer Mar 


then too was but at M ora an Age. 
Well, Les is in Bug as I 


wb Btaria 
EE Gard bo Tikrey x then Þ Ts ne Sure 


I all forget it of all da — Upon wimglnny peer 
laid W x Ref elldopf— tpn Day Cle Lindthen 4f8 


and you were at theShow. Nay, I do bear 
when it did taſte the ormlſeed oa - 
wy Nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to ſee it teachy ang 
fall out with the Nipple. Shout, que' the e in the Streets, 
'Twayno ded Itrons to bid me trutlge. And that time it is 
Thirteen Years; and | then the cot d-iand alone, vay,ſhecou'd run 
and waddleall about : For juſt the day Te broke her Fore- 
head, awd then my Hwzband (Peace ohm 7 gr </ 
Man) took up the Baggagess Ay, quorth | doſt the (al 
oy Thou wilt tall fl ickmard « ' _; 
wilt thou not} Vinny? ckings, the etty C 
Crying, md faid, Ay. 1 warrags and | ſhould live a Thonſand 
Years, | never ſhould forget ig. Wilt thou not; Yizy, quoth he; : 
and pretty Fool, it flopt, and ſaid Ay. , 

Metell, Enough of this 3 An | 

. Nurſe. Yes, my lavgh, tothiak it 
ſhould leave nr hg. 3 And yefin mESrofs in bed a 
Bump on its Brow «as 2-patlous Knock, 

fall'ſt upon thy Face ? 


and it cry'd bitterly. Ay5Quo' my 
tho wilt fall backward when FR wilt thou not, 
Ai——_— 


F;amy? Look you now, it tinted, 

Metell, Intolerable trifling Goſlip,,peare. 

Nurſe, Well; thou walſt the pretty'ft Babe*that e'er | ourſt. 
Might 1 but live to ſee thee arry'd oncey I ſhouldbe happy. it 
ſtinted, and ſaid, Ay. * 

XMetell, What think you then of Marriage, my Zavinia? 
tt was the Subject that 1 came to treat of, - 

EavingIt is a thing I haye nor dreamt of yet. 

Nwſe. Thing? the thing of ? = | not thy Norſe, 
| would ſxecar thou badft ſockt thy W om from thy Tear. The 
Thing? 

AMerell, Think of it now then, for-1 cometo make 
Propoſals may be worthy of your Wiſhes - 

They are for Sylla, the young, | ehe gayyhe bandſome, | 
N oble in Birth and Mind, the V 

Nurſe. ua, - oa Lady, fuch a Man as all the wejld.- 

why be's 2 Man of Wax 


houſe-wall) my 
a Brain Bot, as 1 


Metell. Conſider, Child, my'Hopes are all'in Thee 
And now Old Age gains wound per Tos et = 


'"Moneſt 


55 
*Moogſt all its ſad 


A high-born | L 
That Rome 'can'boaſk, to give thee to his Arms;.. - be 
So in the Winter of \my Age to find _ , | 
. Reſt from all workdly Cares, andkind rejaycing. 
In the warm Sun-ſhine of thy Happineſs. - 
wy Levin. |f Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 
Or that-my being bleſs'd can make.you ſo, 
Let me implore ic on my Knees. I am 
Your only Child, and ſtill, through all the Courſe: 
Of . my paſt-Life, have beemobedient too: 
And as y* have ever. been a loving Parent, + 
And bred me up with-weaghful-tender'ſt Care, . & 
Which never coſt methitherto a Tear ; 
Name not'that Sys any-more, indeed -: Wed 


I cannot love him. 
Metell. Why ? | | 
LavinIndeed I cannot. - T0. | 
Metef, Oh early Diſobedience ! by the Gods, . ” 
Debauch'd-already toiher Sex's Folly,  . _ 
Perverſereſs, and untaward head-ſtrong Will ! 
Lavin, Think me not ſo; I gladly\{hgll ſubmit 
To any thing 3. nay, 'muſt-ſubmit to all z+- 
Yet thigk a-litcle, of you ſelbmy Peace. 
» The Rites of Marriage are of mighty morent : 
And ſhould you violate a ſo Sacred - 
Into .a lawful Rape, and load my Soul 
With hateful Bonds, which never can grow caſte, 
How miſerable am 1 like to be? _ | 
Metell, Has then ſome other taken up your Heart ?- 
And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence ? 
What ſenſual lewd Companion of the.Night 
Have you been holding Converſation-with, 
From open Windows at a midnight-Hour, - : 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let. you-lleep? | 
Lavin. If I ſhould love, is that a Fault in one 
So young as F? | cannot gaeſs the Cauſe, 
But when you firſt nam'd Hou for my Love, 


My Heart ſhrunk backs if youtdidone it wrong, 
, {f I did love, I'd tell you«ewnnlt I durit, 
' Oh Marin! | 
i Metell, Hah! : 


| Lavin. 'T was Marin, Sir, Lpam'd, 
That Enemy to you and all your Houle. 


of Cains Marius. 

'Twas an unlucky Omen that be firſt 

Demanded me in Macriage fof his Son. - —_ 

Yet, Sir, believe me, ] as ſoon-con'd wed 

That MHerius, whom I've cauſe to hate, as Sylla, 
Aetell. No more; by all the Gods, 'twill make me med, 

That daily, nightly, hourly, every ways. * 

My care has been te make thy Fortune highs + 

And having now provided thee a Lord 

Ot nobleſt Parentage, of fair Demeſns, 

- Early in Fame, Youthful, and well ally'd,". 

In every thing as thought cou'd wiſh a Man, . 

To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, 

_ A whining Suckling, ignorant of her 260d, 

To anſwer, Pl nee. wed,. I caxmnet love. . 

If thoa art mine, reſolve upon Compli 

Or think. no more to reſt beneath my 

Go, try thy risk in Fortune's barren Fi 

Graze where-thou wilt, but think no more of Me, . 

Till thy-Obedience- welcome thy Return. _ + 

Levin. Will yo then quite caſt off your poor Lavinia? 

And turn/me agrank out of Doors, 


Fat with his Maſte 
A little pity-for my pinching W 
Shall 1 endure the cold, wet, 
To ſeek a ſhelter under droppi 
A Poreh-my Bed, a Threſhold for my Pillow, 

Shiv'ring and ſtarv'd for wanwof-Food, © - 

Swell & with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with Tears? . 
I at the uncharitable-Gates + 


ot paed great Men implore Relief in ala ? | 
your poor Lavinia, bear all this, 


Becauſe I am not et Miſtreſs of my Heart,_ 

Or eng according to your liking ? 
Metell, Art thou'not Miſtreſs of thy Heart theo? - 
Lavin. No. : 

*Tis giv'n away. 
Azrell. To whom?.. 


- 
- 


RR dare not _ + hims 
But I eavour ſtrangely to forget 
. If you'll forget but Spile. 


AMeell. Thou doſt well. 
Conceal his Name if thou'dſtpreſerve. his Life. 
For 3f there be a Death G_ that might 


+ # "the Elie) wid Bas 
ane MY.cla oh a From this hour 


Curſt be thy-Purpolcs, los Love... 
And if thou- marry'ſt, in wading night 
May all the Curſes of 
Fall | chick; and blaſt t 

. Lavin. "What hav alts'! 


Gone too ! 

ls there no Pity: icting in PREG, | 

That ſees into. the bottom of my Grief? 

Alas! thatgyer Heaven ſhou - __—_ 

Upon ſo ſoft a'Subje&t as my 

What ſay'ſt Thou? Eh nt aword of Joy? 

Some oe Cots — this bx ned 6 Lil - 

iy, 2 % [1 m 7 
Ba ft; joke for -_ _ 
d tos Spb 


ours was an artflht Wag in hifyo 
Well, end what then? aps Fon a Man, 

EEThe p! and d en OS Forebnth we then 

n! og twinkle; "and rowl, 

and ſer? Nut Fo ſee Spile- H 


Adinind Walk 
or Dinice! wp a 
«tion. Alva. 


ſhall be the M4 
GEES 
| And ko) yet th 

And when he does, 


Nur ſe, Yes, yes, he's 
+ is not the Flow'r of 
a$a Lamb. Go thy ways, 
-an old Man, and O'd Meirvbey ff y'will take care. But a Yothg 
Man? Girl, ah a Youtſy Man Theres 4 great deal in a Yougg 
'Man, and thou ſhalt have a Young Kan. ' What? 1 bavg been 
"thy Nurſe theſe: Sixteen Years, and 1 ſhould know. what's good 
for thee ſurely, -Oh! ay. .%a Young Man! © : 
Lavin, Now pri 'priſdeo hee leave mt to myſelf a while, [Exk Nmſe. 
'Tis moet elf in evo hours of Day. 
Sad Nights ſeen een long .. . I'l down into the Garden. F 
The Queen of Night © .. - =; 
Shines fair yrith all ber VIrgin-ſtors about hep. 1 
Not one amongſt 'em all a Friend Bu 
:Yet by their Light a-while 
And think what courſe my wretched ſtate 7, take. 
Oh, Marin! - : 


CES! Leviia 


o +0 _ 


SCENE, 


_ T3 J 
4 Waled Garden SANE 


Enter wavios jos 


This ſure Could be the Manſion of Leviwic ;. 

For in ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dwelt. 

Can I go. forward when my - here? _ » 
Turn __- dult Earth, and find | 


4"#fH? nem IN 


y z 
. her brie ht Forehead, - 
r fine, Faot, ſtrait Lats 
the Demeſas that _ acent lie, 
That inthy likeneſs t to us. - 
Gran, Hold,” good this will 
Saipy This cannot anger & Two 
To $7 eas w_— bro prous, $1 Arms, 
bh, ”" had laid Mt it do 
_ "Let's go; h id h 
' To is Melan; 
Blind'is his Love, iqpcty 2a 
Swlp; Pox othis Love, this 


That. frighty Fools with his painttd Bow of Lok 
Out of ble aſe. 


. Gras. Stop there<v- let's live the Subjedh ao and its Slave; . 
Or- boon Metellnr's Ears. - = 
p, 


- 
- 


43. The : Hiſtory and Fit - 
Sulp. TiHfls morning 5y/l« means to. enter Rome : 

Your Father too demands the Conlulfhip.* - ; 
Yet now when he ſhon'd think of cutting Throats, 
Yaur Brother's loſt ; loſt in a maze of Love, 

The idle Truantry of Callow Boys. 

Fd rather truſt my Fartunes with'a Daw, 

That hops at every Butterfly heſees, 

Than have to do in Honour with a Man 


That ſells his-Vertue for 'a Womatt's Stfiile —— [Excutr. 


Enter Marius junior” in the Garden, 


— 


Mar. jun. He laughs at Weands that never felt jovi 


W hat Lights that whicti breaks through yonder Shad 
©h!? 'cig'my Love... 

She ſeems to hang upo Cheek of Night, 
Fairer;than Snow vu Raven's bitk, 


's Ear. : 
phere, ſhe'd-ſhine fo bright, © * ,, 

ng, and think the Day were breaking; 
Pp: Bi " 


. Or a rich Jewel in an «/£thi 
| in yonde 
d 


'That'B 


vin. Ah n_ | 

. Jun. She peaks, - s » 
Oh ! ſpedk agen, bright'ang#?: for thot tt" 
As Glorious.to this Night,.avShn a 


To the admigipg Eyes of gazing M 
'When beſtrides the lazy 
' And ſaff$ upon the boſom 
Lavin. O Marias, 
Deny thy Family, renounce thy 
-Or if thou wilt not, be but ſwo 
Ard 11 no longer call Meeel 
Mar. jun. Shall hear this, "and yet keep filence ? 
Lavin, NO. wp . 
'Tis bar thy Name that is my Enemy. 
Thon wonld'ſt be-ſtillghy RIf, though not a Maris, 
-Belov'd of me, and charming as thoy art. - 
What's in a Name? "that which we call a Roſe, - 


By any other Name wou'd-ſipell as ſwegg. 
So Marius, were he not calld, 
Be {till as dear to my defiring Eyes, - 


Without that Title. Mats, Jofithy Name, * 

And for that Name, which no part of thee, 

Take all Lavinia. £208 
Mar. jun, «At thy word 1 take thee. -* © 

Call me but Thine, and Joys will-fe tranſj 

I ſhall forget my ſelf, andquite be chang'd. ": 


me, 


-” 


Lavinia fs 
the Balcony 


ins... 
JET A io Night, 


"3:6 L So $1 S 


Mar. jun.” By a "Wb N.L.4+.36 ef tt 


I know not how to te 
My Name, dear Qrtature's hatefyl ro/my if: . 
- Becauſe it is an Enemy to Thee. 

Lavin, Marius ? hom cam'ſt-thou u tiither# tell, =_ why? ? 
The Orchard- walls are high, and hard to chmb, . 
And the place Deathz-conſid*ring who thou art, 
If any of our Family here find thee, 


_ * By whoſedireQions didſt thou'find this place? 


Mar. jun, By Love, .that firſt did prompt me to —_—_ 
He lent Ds Countel, and I lent higg.Eyes. 
I am no Pilot ; yet wert thon mow. , 
As the vaſthoar waſht. by the : 
I'd hazard Ruine for a Prize fo. ONE... ”4 
Levin. Oh Marin: vaigare all ſach abt 
The hand of Heay'n has thrown a Bar ecn vs, 
Our-Houſes Hatred andihe Fate of Rome, .. 
Where none but Sylla muſt 44 y now. * 
- All bring - Gabens of ſo 
And TI 


Avi ViRtimn to _ Jig 
o night <4 at an, - 
And when | urg "aka te 2x > 
He threatn'd . uh, x 3t 
= Wo! d.. thoop, 
ih? SE> 7:08 


Naked and ſhiftl 
Marius,' receive a* to A . a 
Mar. jun. Oh! 7 upon that point, 
I'd then ſhake hands with-Fortune,* Uplhens 5 Fe 
Thus graſp my Happineſs, 060m 
And bleſs th'ill turn that's | 21%, qe 
', . Lavin. Thou know'ſt the f night is on my nm 
Elſe ſhould Lbloſh for whasy me (peak 
Fain would 1 dwell on Form:3 fain,. fain deny. 
The things I've ſaid : but farewel all ſpch Follies. . 
Doſt ghou then love ?' I know thau' _ doſt ; 
And Tnuſt take thy word, thou ſe; 
Mar. jun. By yon bright C (hives -aboye. 
Lavin. Oh ! ſwear o@thhy Re or ie iaconſtan Moon, 
That Changes monthly, and ſhines-but be canes; 
Leſt that thy Love prove 
Mar. jun. What (hall 
Lavin, Do not ſwear at all, * © 
. Or, if thou wilt, ſwear by thy aracious far, 
Whig art the God of my ant" | 
And PII _— thee. | _ 


»: 


+..> 
4% 
= 

_— 


"— 
7 
*.F 
$ 


hoy 


ho The Hifry al al 
Mer. Jap: Witneſs all ye Pow'rs. 
-— Lavin. Nay, do not ſivear 2 amy Joy be greats. 
Im hardly fatisfy'd with this night's 
It ſeems £00 rafh, too unalivind 
To0 like the Lightning, To des pag be 
Ere one can ſay it is. Therefore this time 
Good-night, my- Marius: May a hippier bour 
Bring us to crown our Wi | 
Mar. jun, Why wile thou leave me ſo unſativty'd ? 
Lavin, What Kouldft thou-have ? | 
Mar. jun. Th'Exchange of Love for mine. 
2 | gave thee mine before rhoy didſt requeſt its; 
And yet I _ _ retrigve it back. 


and. give it thee agen. * 


CExit.: 


within, Rarewel, my Aarine ; 
ws.” Stay ; ſure for 
Levi ' Fhree words, and, Maviae, 
hondarablppateinr,, © 
Thy purpoſe Marriage; fend meword co aferom, 
And all my Fortunes ar thy — S 
m_—_—_ 
come anon. 
r'ds deihck than, = 4 
Nur ſe within, Madan! | — 
To ceaſe hy Suit; and leaye mg tb Griefs, 
To morrow | will ſend. 
Too lovel '> ſweet and act'ring to be true ? 
Re enter Lavinia. . 


, and Vil come 
| HM that thy Loye be hen goigh gh indeed | 
Nur ſe within. 
meatii not well, 
Lavin. By and by, I come. @& 
Mar. jun. So thrive my Soul. © ls not all this a Dream, 
Lavis. Hiſt, Atari, hiſt. .Oh for a Falkner's Voice, ® 


To lore this T: back 
.Reſtraineghhas Fears, aud may nota loud: : 
Elſe would | tear the Cave where tes, - 
With repetition of gy dries, —- 
Atar. jun, It is my Love that me. back agen. 
How ſweetly Lovers Voic et! 
Like ſofteſt Muſick to atreadikg Ears. ' 
. Lavin. Aarns. . "Cy 


Mar. jun. My Dear. 
Lavin. What a-ctock to morrow? 
Alzr. jwr. At the hour of nine. 


morning's breaking, Ce has ks 


And yet et no farther than a Wanton's Bird, 


That 1 Jond i ere 


» 
| vs 


And look away my lifeiato 
jun. So it will. DM 
er Gethy Guard; and cit tee—{ he 
Are {wift, and 
To morrow ! oh to morrow,! = agg »-* 
And each lon 
Already Li is ts 2 
Our Party will by this I 
To try Ont lf Alringken 
Smile, ſmile, ye Gods, and give _— 
SCEN E- te Forum. 
« Wu Neighbour, 80Wgnes 
y, you m 108 you for ains Marixs to be 
Conſul: _ it ay body Hagan 'em down. 
ment, where good Subjefts may have, leave to __ Brains out 
to maintain Privileges. 
Lo? I've beard 
great talk of him. He's a damnable Sighting Fe 
. but hang him-—he's a Lord, 
: And | know not w 
one ſhould be a Lord more.than another. | carenot for a Lord :; 
W hat good do they do? nothing but run in our debts, and lie 


_— To morrow will 

To morrow ! *tis no longer 
ry be —acr H "i 
The tedious a. y away) - ” 
Striking it 
Love and Renown Giver we b 
2 Engr Pour Citizens 
a 

2. Cit, The truth on't is, thete's nothnng Ins like « Civil Govern- 

3. Cit, Look you—but what's this Sylle? this 

1. Cit. Ay, ſo heis;, N any 
with our Wives— D 2 4 Cir. 


they lay; 


22 The Hiſtory and' Fall 
Cit. \thee's.a Grievance tiow..,; 1 have three' 
hoam, no more miae than Rome's mine. They at6' all Apt 
hair Cupidrz, and1 aman honeſt black fauny Ketrie-fac'd Fellow... 
I'll ha'no Lords. +— 7 NU © { Driimis and Trumpets, 
t. Cit. Hark! hark4 Drums and Trumpets!” Drums ang 
Trumpets ! They are oy Be you ſure -youroar qut for 
Marius: and do as much miſchief: as'you cat, ——— 7 


2 al WS 
Enter Marius ſenior and his Sons, Marius born wpori the Shoulders of 
two Roman Slaves z Sulpitius «t the Head of the Guards, 


[Trumpets 


Sulpit, Hearken, ye Men of Rome. I, 1; Sulpitiva, - 
Your Tribune, and Protedor of your Freedbms,  « 
By virtue'of that Office here have call'd you Qu 9 
To chuſe a Conſul. Mithridates King of Pontas has begun a War 
. ypon us, | ; 24: (We 2 
homes our Allies, our EdiQts violated, © * 
And threatens Kome it ſelf. Whom will you chuſe 
To lead you forth ig this moſt Glorious'War } 


Marins, or Sylla? rv av 
"T3 -, 


Al Cir. A Marin: V a Mario os 
Mar. ſen. Country-When, }. 


- 
” 
. 
. 
. 


. | 2 
And Fellow-Citizens, my Brethren all; ©. © 
Or, if it may be thought a dearerntame; | 26! , 
My Sens, my Children, Gloryof my.Ape ; 
I come not hither arm: our *q 


As-Sy8a does to enter Romewith Pow'r,- + .* 
As if he meant,aTriumph o'er his Country. © 

I have not made a Party in.che Senat be: 
Fo bring you into Slavery, or load 
Your Necks with the hard Yoke of LordlpPow'r. 
| am noNoble, but a Free-born Man, _ 
A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, 
A Lover of yqur Liberties,a ws, 5 Be 
Your Rights and Privileges. *Witneſs here pt3FM 
Theſe Woungs,, which-in your Servicel have got, 
And beſt plead for. me, — + © - 

. Al Cit. 4farits): Marine!" Marius! No Sylla! no Sylla! no Sylla ' 

' Sulpit. No more remains, ORE 

- Moſt, honourable Conſal, "but that ftreight you ro znt 
The Seat-T ribunal— LiQtors,.-bring your Rods, 
Axes and Faſces, and preſent '*em- here; 
Hall Cai Aarivs, Conlulof the War. 


"= 
hy - 


. And ſhout ſo loud tilf Afilridagerheat; ©: 


If: Orin ſkit *_þ 


Tumpet's, Emer Mating: ClaizyAncoalia; Quinyue Pompein 
— Sts, Ae: Guards, .no (l; 4”, ; 
1% Ihe 618. A 
Fhecel, "Sevi lgmens, ns the Ruine Ly your Freedom, 
The. Tyruay, brariy we Price, 
wei 
CN fre finny rey; knw: annals 9:12.51 
It you are or 4 $1043 te 
The weight of abs'lute Chaind] EY res kia, | 


And laugh to think yorr-Throats fit for his pr__— 
Take me, take all your Senators," 
Us headlong to the Ty 45—P 
And bid adieuto Liberty:for e 
Then turn and fall befare-ydhnibew:m 


Bring your Eſtates, your Childrep and; 


', 


A Te Y 
4 . - 
1 to of ' of13 701 
: * #bha4 4/4 - 
4 © # } « 
- * « | 


And lay 'em at the. feerof bis Ambition.” | Silas 
This you muſt dog ind neil iE-will become WOES Q” 
Such Slaves, who ſell their Charters for: A day; im 

Cit. No Marius ! no #fariaet,) '0 91960) 501 5 TT 


Metell, Quimus Pompeius, mou 
As Confhl, we commund 
Juſtice of Maris, and' reclaim bica . 

. Pomp. A Tran t0che State 
. And Liberty of Rome and hearthy 5 

Mar. ſen, Now, bythe: CoteygttaCune is worthy of _, 
Wortiry. my Fate: © jp hl $41 þ | 
- Is this the Right and Libert of Rome, 

To pull its Lawfal Conſul from his Seat,” 

Unjudg'd, and brand him with the mark of Traitor ? 
Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Friends. 
S»lpitixs, damn the Rabble, let *em fall 

Like common Dr ith that well-ſpoken Fool, , 
That popalar Cifck: or let us felt our Pate 
So dear, that Rome may ſicken with our Fall. 

All Ot. Np Marius! noMerixs!-Down with him, down with him. 

Sulp. Ha! What art thou ? 

T. Pomp. T he Conſul's Son. 

Salp. A Worm - 

A thin Skin full of Dirt; and thus1 tread thee 

Io mu Mogher. Earth. — { Kills hizs. 
he ed Drag hence that Traitor, 

And as me ſtraight his Head. upon thy Dart. 

The Fate of Rome's begun. a 

*B. Pomp. Our Children murther'd, 


Thus 


a Come al 


TRIO REY CMGEILING c | | 
a ON, yy Ty 
Ge, -No Meriku! no Merins! Liberty! Ln 


Rn 


Mer. ſen, Thanks forthis lbs, 
Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes that be far Freedom, 
Oh! how they: ran before the hayd: pony 
Flying far ſhelter info every Brake !-. 
Like cow'rdly fearfal 
When the Woalf's out 


m_—_ 
Proclaim RE peek w a6 C 

: a 
That will but own — of Cui Maris 


Horrour, Con lay, be. pO 


Vaſt ho Recon 
Muſt have their 5 ere this — 
= 


oo Thos the Great Jove who 
£ no common Ways, 
+4 But ſends forth Thunder, ahd the World obeys. [Ex. omnes, 


. 


The End of the Second A CT. 


7 Cain Vari: 


ACT TIL, 


Be Sulit Grains dat the Guards. 


| ie CE 
"— Now ſhe begins to know the Rod of Por'r; 
Her wanton blood can ſmart. 
Were 1 the Conſul, HIIgn Wo 


That had but of Sythe, ſhonld ſtand fafe. 
Gran, Sla A, je ap with the days .. 

Mercy bt gms 

Every ay 


% 
| Gathering Pte ans cltng, boo 12” na 


h up new Rebellion. Till wm rod 
Of all thot? hate lnavandyu inſpired Knaves be crulh'd, . 
No Power-can be ſafe — | 
Sw{pie. Much will —_ beſo 
Determines S orethe Walls, . 
And all his-F ar Command. 
Four thouſand Sktives 4; hs hold on Freedom; . 
And come on —_ to our fide. 
Gran, Where ſhould my Brother be? Hecame not home tonight. 
Sulpic. Think of him as a Wretch that's dead,: - 
d with an Eye, run through dren Brains with Love. 
Gran, He talkt of ſending $ 
Salpita.Writ-witha Pen Cn of a Cnpid's Quill. 
' Gran, Why, what is Sylla? | 
Sulpit, A moſt courageous Captainat a Congee : 


He fights by meaſure, as your A 
Kos Diſtance, Time, proorins, res Refts . 
One, two, and the third in your 


Oh! he's the very Butcher of a Button. . ; 
Gran. Would | could fee Ant = anch That dard Love 

0X who Mrs - of mad 
Sulprit. us e. 

They a are the falfe\ fringe where 

We-gaze, and dreſs pour bi to al the Shapes - 

Of Folly, What is FREE cannot do? 

She'll mgke a Stateſman get his Cunning, 

And is deareſt Secrets to wi Breaſt, - 

Where have daily entrance: nake a Prieft- 

Forgettivg the Hypocriſie of's 


St 


Dance 


Dance and ſhow tricks, to Cai his + Rreogth and brawn : - 
ibble, 
e1 


Make a Projeftor qui an old Judge 
Put on falſe hair, t- _—_— 
Thovgh ſhe be kn ewdeſt of > 


She'll make ſome Fool or ether thinkſbe's honeſt: 


Your Father, promigd meco, thetic heng, | pM p 
[ wonder he delays ſo long. | 
Gran, He comes; ' . # 
And with him too myBrother.” - 4g. 9792 19 of 
Sulpit, See your one. Geners's erin Yo mod JI 
Salute him all my Fellow ſoldiers, ' rl ng bord rnames 
Mar. ſen, This, | | | x We" 
Sulpitins, looks like Power, HESDT [ 
Receive thyBrother $0 thy Grime ard blog} 


H*'has dgne 4 thing m6lt warthy. of our N; 

Sent a Defiance into Syſe's Campy 1 11 41 

Challenging forth the ſtouteſt Champion there, 

In vindication of his ,Father's Cauſe, 

Aa an Out-law there dare ſedd his Anſwer. eg 
nce more, Sulpi:ins, are the People ours, —————_ 

Enrag'd with Sy4a's coming arm'd, to, force: —_ 

The City. At the Celimoncane Gage ja 

He's poſted now, tet's ſend him ſtraight Commande -/ 

I'tk'name o'th'Senate and-the Roman People,  «: 

T'advance no — till wn of coor 4 4 

Be heard in publick, 'andmy Choice. m' 

Or he ia Conſul "pdt MOTT. OT 


Salp. That wouldbe : 

But to proſong Neceſlity ;; "for Rome- 

Muſt bleed : ard finee the Rabblg now is ours, . 

Keep = _ hot, Preach Dangers in their Ears, 

Spread falſe-Reparts o'th'Se up 

T heir Madneſs SE "_ that Pre, -—"ſ 

Till chey-run headloag © SO7S- 

And do our buſineTs ET train. tus 

Gr4nizs, «£0 thou, 

Send word to Sylla that he PL prone? 

And render vp humſelt to R 
Aur. jun, Th Fo 

A dangerous Wheel at wark, a ougheta Tanda: ® 

Cinna, wh'h3s raig'd his Fortune. y be ers. lon wrt 

And'Diſcords of his Country :. ikea ly. - my 

Orr Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Eary, 

Till he has venged his Tn 10N TS 2 - 27 | 

To felter into Ranogp ad WON, wits eiich avg 

Would he were ſafe, . 


a © 4 # "—  ; 
443 2 þ 


of Cage dlariax 


Mer. ſen. Abd fafe beſhall-be: let him bo proſcribsa, 
The Fine n his Head | 


Troops 
And wais for Sylla's Anſwer at our Arms SJ 


oy mg Love? 
Son 


Sulp. ls _—_ this better now 


Now thou again art ; 
Thy Father" $ Honour): thy, Fries Dy Dglight. 
Efer Nurſt ad Cloſes. : 


Mer, jun. Salpitins, what comes here? A Sail, $ 
Swipit. A taiter'd one, and weather-beaten much. 
Many 2 boiſterous Storm has 


ſhe 3 jo io, 
And many a Pilot her to 
Nurſe. Clodins. 
cid Madan 
- Sulpit. Madam. P 
Nurſe. My a__ hide he Pac 
pn. Ay, 
Nurſe. Good CU: nh 
» Sulpit. Good.even, fair Gentlewoman. 
Nurſe. Fair Gentlewoman'! Really 'tis very 
= It ſhould be ſo bh your Ladyſbip's s parch'd Face. 
Nw ſe, Marry come pp, my Goſlip: w 
' Sulpis, A Woman's my nj would'it thou try 
My Senn in Feats of -amoroz 
Lead me amongſt the 


Wild their Youth, and war 
Where | chaſe Ko far 


iog with the þ 


Ex. Mar. ſen. 
and Granius. 


Man are you ? 


Panting ? Joys? Frogs Now by my troth "ft very 
—— Can wa bt tgll where, 1 may fad 


+ 0 
*% 


Sulpir. 


of Cai Manx: 
= jun. As ſure 3s, L110 2fl 
Noſe. W —__ 
Rhee 3 


h Nerf © Oh! Sir, EN 
been drinking Aqua: vite.. | Oh! thoſe Ey 
Mar. jun, Till Nightfarewell. 


Nurſe. Yours ors bin 1 yo mocgybu dog Conde Clodins, 


Ab! thoſe Eyea |. LEx-.Nurſe and Clodius. 

' Mar, jun. What «tak with her officious Folly? 
How —_—— is the Evegjng-tfle of Life, 4+ | * 
When qnench'd onr Paſſions, trifling out 


The feeble Re py ns our ſilly Days 
In Follies, ſuch as Dotage beſt: ® plexr@ with, 


Free from the ative, bake Mind? 
That toſs IN __ 
Lo gh this the Geareh 

res =—_ : Da 
And my Brain's ith 


* en, Where's Sis LoyterEs-.: 6. —_ | \ vals 
This Fo. ingloriots Son of Hori? Ts 43 
With folded Arms and d Eyes he ſtands, ** 
The Marks..and Emblem of a Woman' $ Fool. 


_» ta 


The Ebftory'and Fall 
talk'd of ”.” UF: - 


36: 
To ſuch a Work as +7 bop 


How'll Harte for On er 


As Liyou & ens DN pe 
For n taat eſt : 
Thy Father $ Head Diſhonour,..ar tlice ad 
Mar- jun. 'T Was an mir he's ſcarcemore- 
Mertlus's Daughter now than —_ Hands * 
Were by a Prieſt this ing joip'd. ® May Hearn 
Avert th'ill ſerve my Path. 
Mar. ſen, Marry y ruind, loſfand curſe. 
Har, jun, Y have torn 
The Secret from me, and [' Whit your bes 
Mar. ſen. Go where | never more may hbgre thee ard: 
Go fartheſt from me, get thee to Aerellavy; | | 
Fall on thy Knees, and4enceforthvcall bim@arent. | | 
I've, yet one Son, That ſurely won't forſake me: BA! 
Elſe 40 #his Breaſt I ſtill have glorious Thoughts, | 
That will at leaſt give Luſtre to my Ruine: " 
my ofite beſt Hopes, ow greateſt Shame: 
Mer. jor. Condemn me ro aeyIge” Deaths, 
Or ſerid me chain'd to Sylls Jike'a Slave, - - | 
Than baniſh me the bleſſingvf y i 
ry chongne and bounded oy pn 09 rag ſo,- | = 
o die for you is Happineſs enough ; 
*Twould 54 wuch © "Lavinia to0s. - 

Mar. ſen. Begin ? . 
Mar. jun. -Yes, this ard Slave; | - 

This moſt gopio Son of Caine Marius, * 
Though weddEd to the brighteſt Beauty, rais'd wn 
_ To tihigheſt expectation of -Delight,. | 
Ev'n in this minute when Love prompts his Heark, .- 
And tells what mighty Plgaſures afe mm 
Is Maſter of a Mind anferter dyet, 


| Mer. jun#'T his-Night"1 
And tzen: polleſlion © 
But by the Gads, theſe 
Till I ve done ſomething that's 
And you your ſelf preſent her to mf: Aﬀﬀis. 
Margfen, Why q thou talk ws £0 6 ?"; 
AMar. 1 Jj". Hark? 
The Trumpets ſounds: and buſineſk ivat hand. 
Is ſeems as if our Guards upon the Walls 
Were juſt engag'd, and $S) rp9gcoms avec 
Tha Gods have dogeme. ——_ U%; v9.50" 


47 1 » 


ww 


<4 Caius Mikes: 
Har, ſev. Get thee Fe Ents 7 
And leave me to © a_ 
and wounded; and nofit for War. + 
PB follow YOU, m— | -_ : . 
Thou ſhalt not. _ ; 
Mar. jun. Byche A with E nk 
Aar. fon _—_ ? _ | = bu 
Mer. jun. « Courſe > 
Stop in kis full Career; 94h 
Or ſailing Ships Mod Cu before the Wi 
Or Winds Re ——_ blow. when 'em, *- 
Har. ſev. Away, lions ram my Fury _—_ hq 
Mar. jun, Why? 
Mar. /"* No, to: "I hopsthonart erv'd yet for- 
A better Fate. _ 
Mar. jux." Thanks, porn. , * 
Theſe few kind words t quite mhappy: 
Mar. ſen. Then do not cantr my Will in 
But piirt, and. when our Hands-next meet agen, 
Be's in the Heart of 4 or Metellus. 


rumpgys 4 
Mar, jun. Sound tgþer, ye MN —_—_ AR Warp .-. 
And urgy its Hotrors-y 


j,.Cill , 
If poſſible, as terrible LOR PIs TEAS: 'V 
Oh my Lavin! though this N = _ 


Thou maim' 
Mar. 
Adav. 


bn. 43 


”» 


on 


en, 


Wo 


- 


At-my recur penn, 


rials the. | | 
little preſent rear could | 
Fas did great Actions, and ol EE 1 [BÞ. Fa 


- 


S*C; E'N' E Meccllus's, Flinſe. 


*« 


36. » Je "Pb ind Fall” 

* Take him, andcut diepepris TY 

-- And he will make the F 
_ = the World ſhall 


y no worſhip to the nine Ni, -4 
Oh! ] har bought, he Min of 5 NJ | Sp 
But not vol "og pil 8 

As in the Night 5 
To an impatient 4. 


re Les 
t has 


Ju. Ao BY fi 


." *An@ may not- it wedrtem. (#1 what News? « 
-- How fares the Lord Of all y Marius? 
Nurſe, Oh! a Chait! a ans, vet 2 Clair? $0. , 
Lavin. Nay, prithee N & ok Gd? 
Of _ not fpoil he Mfſick of ; wing Tid | 
ich ſouth a Melancholick wretched Faces 
Wire Oh! Iam weary, very weary. Clodins 


MY 
Fig !* y Bones ake ! what a Not have Thad? - 
6. Reb; not delay _ b CE tel -"% 
Wilt come to Ni 
nate foh'' 


* Nurſe. Alas alas! 'w 


oht do not you ſee that Um ) breath? X "Etis P Viſick! 
- Clodius the: Cordial. 


: W Lavin. Th' excuſe thou cr for Qu: -vikind delay 
”_ 1s longer thanfthe Tale haſt to tel®Þ» _ 
$ . :Isth y,News god or liad@ anſw Þ that. - AG, - pM 
3% F Sapgher, and PI] GE: Crate, | 
| rſe. Well, you IWve- made a limple Choice : you know not 
- how to chuſe a Man. Yet his Leg ad all Men's. And for a 
Hand and a Foot gnd a Shape, though they are not to be talk'd of-- 
yet they are pit wang why} What, have you Din'd within ? | 
Lavin. N at fooliſh Qveſtions doſt thbu ask? 
What G3 wa of b his coming ?- what of that? 
Nurſe. Oh! how my Head akes!” what a Head haye 1! 


"Joys 


tile. 


es fo it roy Jy [og pieces. 
. y 0'bo m BackT - 
Beſhrew hey Pao : 


Nurſe, Why," yAr-Love ſay 
kind Gentleman, and 8 handſome 
"Gentleman, CDrinks. Well what? 


Lavin, Where's my. Father? nbp e's 
How'odly thou reply'ſt > 


PII warrant a 


Ypore's pou? 


Wires your bunt} E; A . 0 Ys s a - 


Are og marry .Come 
leaks a Poviltils or wy fowl 


w ' þ 
_ Neſs Come? why, he will RY but-he Uc coand: F » 
Go, get you in, £0." "i , 
Lavin, For Blcillings on | . 
Nurſe. Well, -it w dB a ſad _ 
Lavin. What ? 7 
Nurſe. If Marixs got come + amy there's old doiggT v4 
- the Gates, they arCat it ding;dong. Tantarara go the * 7 
Shout, cry theSoldiers 3 gothe'Swords. - Pll 
rane2 | made no ſmall. haſte; —=—<. TEA 
| —_ And ismy 7 Marius there? alas my Fears! (irhnyes, 


ie come?! 
rike me wi 


way. Gus ove, ye Gods 
nar ett ls” __ 


+ SCENE % Fran, i | 
. 
ri al 
Zaber da oh Mr Gra IO 


IO Sylla, _ Potopeius, wan \2.4 the Wh 
» { Thumpets fond 4 march. 
| Ws 0 thou God, &- Th "ys B- 
Detiverer of Rowe, moſt bleſt of en! - 7 ; 
See here th Fathers of thy = 
Proſtrat Reſuge at t 
The Terror 8f our Fr 
The Perſecutorof iy 
©® Truth and' | lagye 
Mar. Whayare Thou - 5":Miv"? | 
To Log Hypowiſ®? | 
My Name thou baſk teard, 
en. « 1am'the Ffiend of Rome,s © . 
r and the Bane of thee her Foe. 


34 - Tie Eifloy and Fil» 
Mar; ſen. abort rk, whpia_s _— arm, 
Slaughterin — ing waſte bt 

"51a To free her fro a Tyravt's Pawer. * 
Me. ſer. Who is thagTyragt? - &N G.” 
Sys. Thou, who haſt ſ& 


- Her Senate, made thy ſe 2 Conſul, - & this 

"Set free her Sla _ oh 'eff\ Px Laws. 4 1: 6 
Mar, ſen, He i5,.yec | judgg my Wrovge. | 
Have l'oppreſt you? have | fore ybor Laws? ". * 
Am1a'Tyrant? hom ye have raid & * * | 


For my true Servic ® what'l am ? - , 


Ramember th' Ambrons, Ciztbri, and the Tewons ; 
| _—_ the Contdtraer. a | 
Sy4a. Where "Thou, 3 | wo 
Cold and delaying, wert by "Sile-brav'd,: 
INE qſear>-n > _ at Ro—_ d 
In y to quit thanwieldy Charge. © 
Rinedier too Shs baniſh'd good Herelns, © | 
The Friend and Parent of thwobſcure Family, - ” 
hat rais'd thee from a Peaſant to a/Lofd, * % 
me, 


Mar, fen. Baſely thou wrong'ſt the Trutf{.My ations rai 
Had'ſt thou been born a Peaſant; Mili thon'dtbeen -: 
But 1 by Service to thy Country've made | 
My Name renown'd in Peacegand fEar'd in War. 
» Syba. In the Fugwebine War, —_ _— taken 
Prig'ner by and Maxgwytriympht forſt. | 

Mw. ſen. Thou ſo} ſthim baſely, ſtol'ſthim at the price 
Qf his Wife's Loſt ; _ barter*d'ſt his Betraying, % 
And in the Capitol ha Pageants Rt ” | 
In memory of thy Vanity and Shame. 

Syila, Thy pe $4 ITBTI 0, 

Myr. ſen. MyHonour, proud preſumptuous By, 
 Viho wonld'ſt he gatidy in ap upfhe Dreſs; 
And wea# my caſt off Glonics after me.. -. 

Sylla, Vd rather wear ſome-Beggar's rotten Rags, 
.By him left dangling on a Hj ay Hedge,  & 
Than foil my Lanr with aL of. thine "E 
Thou ſcorn'd WebHanow ® + or 


Mar, fen, War itioncatch-thee: » _- + 
\ Sylla. "DitaotBRont of Rebeleiby heals, . © a 
And yigdd thyMt1f, to an the : ® | 
Mar; ſen. Juſtic@from Thee ak my Head? + 
Firſt clear thy ſelf, quit thy dſurp'dCommand : * 


Approach all kneel zome, whom. thou halt wrong 'd. iy 
Sylla. Upon thy Neck L would. ". 
. Mar. ſcn, AS loon thou'd!t take * re 


A Lioa 


'of Caius Marins. 
ALion by the beard: thon dar'ſt not think on't. 
Syla. | dare, and ; Re 
Aer. ſen. T hen Godsy"1 take your word 1, / 
If there be-truth in you, I ſhall not fall 
- This Day. My Friends and fellow-Soldiers, now, 
Fight 3s I've ſeen you 2: For the Life'of Sylle, 
Leave it to me 3 for much Revenge muſt go 
Along with Death when ſac a Vi&im bleeds, 
Syll, My Lords withdraw. | 
Metell. No, truſt the Gods, I'll ſee 
My Country's Fate,'and with her live or die. 
Mar. ſen. Now, Sylla.” _ 
Sylla, Now, my Veterans, conſider 
You vight for Laws,*for Libercy, for Life. 
Mar ,*ſen. Revellion never wanted that pretence. 
 Fhou ſhadow of. what I have been, thou Puppet 
Of that great State and Honobrs I have born, | 
If thou'lt do-ſomething worthy of thy _ 6 
Let's join our Battel with a force may glut 
The Throat of Death, and choak him with himſelf, 
As fiercely as deftroying Whirlwinds riſe, 
Or as Clouds daſh when Tunder ſhakes the Skies, 
| [Trumpets ſound « Charge : They fight. 


Re-enter Marios ſenior, takes by Sylla's Party. 


P? 


Mar. ſex. Forſaken, and a Pris ner ? Is this all 
That's left of Afarins? The old, naked Trunk 5 
Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs, +» 
Ye clinging Brambles ; do not clog me thus, 
But let me run into the Jaws of Death, 
And finiſh my ill Fate. Or muſt I be 
Preſery'd a publick Spectacle, expos'd 
To Scorn, and make a Holyday for Slaves? * ; 
Oh ! that Thought's Hell. Sure 1 ſhonld know thy Face. 
Thou haſt born Office under me. If c'et 
In my beſt Fortyne | defery'd thy Friendſhip, 
Give me a Roman's Death, and ſet me free, 
That no Diſhonour in my Age o'ertake me. 
Officer. I've ſerv'd and lov'd-you well: "nor would1 fee 
Your Fall — - My Orders were, to faveyour Life.)  . - 
. Mar. ſ&n. Thou'rta Time-ſerver, that can'ft flatter Miſery. 
X L » 


Emer Marius junior, Granius, and Salpitius, Profoncrs. 
My Sons in Bonds too, and Swlpitius ? 
F 


Eulpit, 


/ 


Tie Fiſtory.ans Fel © 


Sulpit. Yes, the rs have 'd mes Nowmmuſt I. 
Be food for Crows, and ſtink upon a TE 
Whilſt Coxcombs {t on. 


To take the Air, and ſee meg rot, Aipos 
On Fortune, and @ pox aytbat ficſt Foal 
That taught the World Ambition, - - -. *e 


Emer Quink. Pompeius. faw Liter: befere ['Y | : 


Q. Pomp. Draw nearg»- | 49 

Ye Men of Rome, andiheargthe Law pronouncd, 

Thou AMarim, whoſe Ambition and whoſe Pride 

Haſt coſt ſo many Lives, the firſt thateer. . 

Wzg'd Civil Wars in Kome, Thee and thy .$ons,. | ,. 
Thy Family and Kio, with; that-vile Slavge © 

And Miniſter of all thy Qutragess/ -»- +  .. 

The curs'd'S»/pirivs, Baniſbment's. thy Lot; 


After to morrow's Dawn. if found. /'th* City, - - 
Death be thy Doom : ſo hath the Senate faid. 


So flouriſh Peace and Liberty in Kows, — | + 
[ ExQuint- Powpows, Lifors crying Liberty. 


Har. fon. 1 thank-ye, Gods, upon my Knees 1 thank ye, 
| For plaguing” me above all other Mei. 

Come, ye young Heroes, kneel and praiſe the Heav'ns, 

For crowning thus your youthful Hopes. Ha, ha, ha ! 

What pleaſant Game hath Fortune pley'd today fr 

Oh ! I could burſtwith Laughter. Why, naw. Rome's 

At Peace, Butmay iv he'as ſhort and vain + 

As Joys but dreamt of, or as ſick' Men's $lumbers, 

Now let's take hands, and bending to the Earth, 

To all th'Infernal Powers let us ſwear. 

All. We ſwear. | 

Mat. jen. That's well: By: the Deſtinies, 

By all theFuries, and the Eiends that wait 

About the Throne of Hell, and hy Hell's King, 

We'll bring DeſtruCtion t6 thi/curſed City 3. - 

Let not one Stone of all her Towers: ſtand ſafe. 
Mar, jun, Let not her Temples nor her Gods efcape. 
Gran. L& Hivbandvin their Wives Embraces perth. 
Mar. ſen; ex young Men maſſacred, 

S»ipif\; Her Virglis:raviſh'd. xe 28: 

Mar. jun, And let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doating like mt,, and like me. baniſhed. i 
Thus ler *em Curſe, thus raving tear theic Hair, 

And fall upon the ground as Idowawe C03 2 # 


| Mar. ſen. Riſe then, and to Levidie go, This Night's 
Th 
Her. Juni, And ever diier Pain bud Sdrrad,.. 


Bat go thou, find Lavinie's Woman Out — >; 0 bis Servant, 
Tell her I'll come, and bid her chear my Love, 
For-['ll not fail, burn this Nigh 
Whole Life, and forgive Natnte what's to come, 

Mar. ſts. Thus then'let's' part; each take his ſeveral way, 
As to a Task of Darkneſs : when we meet - 
In hated Exile, welt Accompts, 
And ſee what Miſchief each has gathered then. 
For, Rome, I ſhall be yet __—_ thy Lord, 


If Oracles have eroth, ” a 


For yet a Child,.and 
Playing, I ſeven y 8 Eaves chanc'd tofind ; 
Which ing up I to my Parents bore. 
The Gods were Tovehe, —-* + ogy umeninny 
As many times the Conſulate'of Kome | 
Six times alread ['ve that Office bore, | 
And ſo far has py mans. ov'd true. i. 
But if I've 4 ill the cine-thats paſt, thc. 
2 elder Fortuaes loſt, - Y "<3 
e youngeſt Darling-Fate is yet to come, 
And Thon halt feel me then ons ak Hae [Excant, 


The End of the Third A CT. 


d's - (CIS PP a 


The Hiftary and Eull 
ACT IV. , 
S.CE NE the Gatlin: 


a? Enter Layinia . and Marius junior. . 


Lavin. WW l1t thou be gone? It is not yet near Day. 
It was-the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon Pomegranate-tree ſhe angs., 
ns eg me, Love, it was the Nighti 
Mar. jun. Oh'! 'twas the Lark, the Herald of the "0g 
No N ichtipeale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaſt. 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Upon the Mountain-tops kts gaily, dreſt, 
_ Whilſt all the Birds bring Muſick to bis Levy: 
| muſt-be gone and live, or ſtay and die 
Lavin, Oh! oh!. what wretched Fortune is my lot ! 
w Sure, giving Thee, Heav'n grew too far in Debt 
To pay, till Bankrupt-like it broke 3 whilſt I, FN | 
A poor compounding Creditor, am forc'd 
To take a Mite for endleſs Summs of Joy. 
Mar, jun. Let me be taken, let me ſuffer Death, 
E am content, ſo, Thou wils have it AY 
By Heaven, yon gray 4s not the Marning's eye, * 
But the refleCtion of pale Cymhia's Brightneſs 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
So high, and tccho in the Vault of Heaven. 
I'm all defie to ſtay, 'no will to go. ; 
How is't, my Soul let's talk : it is not Day. 
Lavin. Oh! ir is, it is Fly hence away, my Marie, 
It is the Lark, and out of tune ſhe fings, 


ating Diſcords and unpleaſing Strainings. 
womb iy Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes: 
could wiſh they had chang'd Voices too, 
Or that a Lethargy bad ſeiz'd the Morning, 
And ſhe had Nlept, and never wak'd again, 
To part me from th' Embraces of my Love. 


What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone | > 
Mar. jun. The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our Loves, 


of Caius Marius-.- 
Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Trath, _... 
Will fare take care, add let no Wrongs annoy thee, | 
Upon'wy Knees 111 azk 'em every Day,” © 
How my Levini« does ; And every Night, 
Ia the ſevere Diſtreſles of my Fate, 
As | perhaps wander through the Deſart, 
And want a place to reſt-my weary Head on, - 
I'tl count the Stars, .and bleſs*em as they ſhine, - 
And court 'em all for my Lavinie's ſafety. © * - 
Levin. Oh Baniſhment, eternal Baniſhment ! 
-Ne'er to return ! muſt wene'er meet agen? - 
My Heart will break, I cannot think thax Thought 
And'live, Cou'd I but ſcetgo th end of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort———bnt eternal Torment 


Is even inſupportable ugh. 
It cannot bo Chas we A Jon pr ever: 
Mariywur. No, for my Baniſhment may be recall'd ; 
My Father once more hold a Pow'r in Rome : 
Then ſhall 1 boldly claim Zevivis mine, 
Whilſt happieſt Men hall envy at the Bleſſing, 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loyes. 
Lavin. If by my Father's Cruelty I'm forc'd, 
When left alone-ta yield to Syll's Claim, 
Defenceleſs as 1 am; and thow' far from me, 
If,. as I muſt, I rather die than ſuffer't, | 
What a ſad Tale will that,be when *tis told thee ? 
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, | - 
oe - or do. [I cannot let thee go. bt 
ar. jw.” A Thonſand things would, to this purpoſe ſaid, 
But ſharpen and add weight to Sorrow: | 
Or any other Beauty ever charm me, | | 
If 11ive not entirely anly thine, 
In that curſt momenk when my Soul forſakes thee, 
May I be hither brought a Captive bound, 
T*adorn-the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe. | 
Lavin. And if 1 live not faithful to the Lord 
Of my firſt Vows, my deareſt only Marie, 
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 
Hooted by Slaves forth fram thy Gates, O Rome, 
Till flying to the Woods Yavoid my Shame, | 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate deſtroy me ; 
And yot one Tree youchſafe a Leaf to hide me. 
: Mar. gun, What needs all this? —— | 
Lavin. Oh ! 1 could find out things 
To talk toghee for ever, | 


oF "The Hiſtory "ad Fall 


« 14h, Wee 4 t; the time. wa « —-4 " 
We'had bn Ry CN ta boca dangloy' Fa Ye 
In richeſt Love —— ') 


Lavin. ws aug to ſummon ol 

The ſpicit of ſoft Paſlign up, to r FI 

Our | vs thus lab'ring withabe pangs of Parting- 

Oh my poor Marin! SF DS x 
Mar. jun. Ah my Kind. Laviaie ! - FE IL 
Lavin. But doſt thqu'think we cer fhaff meet ? 
Mar. jun. | doubt it not, and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 

For ſweet Diſcourſes in our time to come, * 

Lavin: Alas! 1 have ao ill-divioing Soul 3 

Methinks I ſee thee, now thou'rt from my" Arms, 

Like a ſtark Ghoſt, with Horror in thy Yilage. 

Either my-Eye-ſight fails, or-thou looKF pale. - 

Mar, jun, And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doſt Thog. 

-Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood——Farewel. . 
Lavin, Farewel then. LExi Mar. jun, 
Nurſe within, Madam. 

- Lavin. My Nurſe. 2h 
Nurſe within. Your Father's up, and Day-light broke abroad. * 

Be wary, look about yol — 

Lavin. Hah! is he gone ? My Lord, my Husband, Friend, 

' I muſt hear from thee every Hour i'th' Day : | 

For abſent Minntes ſeera as many Days. 

Oh! by this reck'ning I ſhall be moſt old, 

E'er I agen behold my Marius. Nay, 

Gone too already ! *T was unkindly done, 

1 had not yet imparted halt my Soul, 

Not a third part of its fond jealous Fears: * 

But ll purſue him fort, and be reveng'd 3 

Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, 

Shall make it tingle as bigghife were ſtung 3 

Nay to0 I'] love him 3 never, never leave him ; , 

Fond as a Child, and reſolute as Man. LExi# Lavig. 


Enter Metellus mwſing. 


_ Ateell, Sylla this Morning parts from hence to Cepa, 
To head that Armiy. Cinne myſt be Conful——— 
Ay, Cinns muſt -be, . He's a buſie Fellow, 

Knciws how to tell a Story to the Rabble, 

Hates Marius too: that, that's the deareſt point. 

IT hop: the Snares for Marius laid may take him. 

A hundred Horſe are in purſuit to find him; __.. 
And if they catch him, his Heads ſafe, that's certain. - 


of: Caius Magus. 
OZavius will be the other——be it. ſo, 


honeſt, OY" 
ry ht $ his IN 


Enter EY 
What GN 


Servant. A Letterileft — 7 
Who told us-that. it cums from the L Sat. 


AXHitellus reads the Letter. 


Lame not, Sir 
So rar - Fe ha 
Of ſome diftur RY Was ; 14 
Þ faen o Faith to « Gps. 
re Syll2s Adutare wich. ber aud Rome. . 


Enter Noſe. 
Well, Nurſe. + i 
Nurſe. My Lord. 
Melt. How does my Daughtes? 
Nurſe. Truly. very. ill: 
= has not ſlept a wink : 
Nothing but toſg'd and tambled all this Night; 
1 left her juſt now lumbring.. . 
This Lord Syila does ſo run-in her Head. 
Metelk, Qh! were he in her Heart, Nurſe! | 
Nurſe. Were he? 
Why, ſhe thinks of nothing elſe, talks of nothing elſe, dreams of 
nothing elſe. She would needs have me liewith her t'other Night. 
But about Midnight (I'll ſweas-is.wak'd.me ouget-a ſweet Nap) ' 
ſhe takes me faſt in ber Arms, and cri » Oh my Lord Syl/a; *but 
are yot, will you betrue? Then-Gigh'd apd ſo ſtretch' d-I {fear 
I was balf' afraid. | 
Metell, She's !trangely alter'd then. 

This Morning two new Conſuls-muſt be choſen, 

If they are true, thoſe tidings thou haft brought me, - 

Wait while ſhe wakes, and tell hex 'tis my Pleaſure, 

At my return from th' Foun has fo her —n—_ Exit Vetell. 
Nur ſe, So, iſo ;—here'will be {weer doings in time. How many 


hundred lyes a day muſt 1 tell, to keep this Family ax Peace ? 


Enter Lavinia. 


Laving Ob Nark! Where art-thou? Is wy Father gay ? 


Nurſe, 


At The Hiſtory and Fall 
Nurſe. Gone ? Yes; and would I were gane too. © 
Lavin, Why doſtthon ſigh? What cauſe haſt thou to wiſh ſo? 

Wert thoa diſtreſt, unfortunate as I am, * 

Thou hadſt then cauſe. . | 

What ſhall 1 do ? Ob, how alone am'T! 

I walk methinks as balf of me were loſt : 

Yet, like a maim'g Bird, flutter, flutter on, 

And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my Hezd in. 

Nurſe. "Odds my Boddikins'! bur why thus dreſt, Madam ? 
Why in this pitkle, ſay you now?. . — 

Lavin, Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 

For | am deſperate, and reſfoly'd to Death, 

In this unhappy, wayward, humble refs, 

After my Love a Pilgrimage ['ll take, _ 

Forſake deſerted , and fiad my Marixe. , 

Nurſe. And I omſt ſtay behind to be hang'd np, tike-an old Pole. 
Cat in a Warren, for a warning to all Verine, that ſhall come 
after me, Would I were fairly dead for a Week, till-this were 
Over. 

Lavin. This Morning's opportunity is fair, 

When all are buſie in elefting Conſuls ; 
I ſhall eſcape unſeen without the-Gates, 
And this Night in a Litter reach Soloniam, 

Nurſe. | care not; VI have nothing todo in't. Yon ſha'n't ſtir. 
Nay, I ll raiſe the Houſe firſt.” Why Clodins ? Catulns! Sempro- 

nia! Theibia !' Men and Maids, whereare you? Oh! oh! oh! 
Rem ets from ber, Nurſe 
falls LExit Lavinia. 


Enter Clodius. 


-Clod. What's the matter, Miſtreſs ? 

Nirſe. Oh Clody, 'Clody, dear Clody ! is't thee, my dear Clody ? 
Help me, help meup, Rua to my Lord to tife Forum preſently: 
rell him his Treaſury is robb'd, his Houſe a-fire, his Daughter 
dead, and I mad. Run, run. You'H not run. Qh! oh! {[ Excmrr. 


SCENE changes to the Conntry. 


| Enter ſeveral Herdſmen belonging to Marius. 


; Hcrdl[. oy morrow, Brother, you have htard the News. 


2, Herdf. News, quoth a? Trim News truly: 
| 1 Heraſ 


f Cainciitiog: Za a” 
I. Herd Why, they {zy our Logy eng _ $ \Tept a one (ide, 

ls there any thingJo'ttrow © - mw 
2. Herdſ. Any Any thing G int? Four a day a fad Limes ! ; 

; eds "XY 


fad times Brothef* | 
i - Herd). Nay, "eres = to | 
when my bald-fac'd HeifEr,buck up” hit TH! Eaſtwarg, and ran 4 
back into a new Quick-fet, wich P = juſt made. to yt the 
Swine from the Beans. i FP 
2. Herdſi Andt r, as [ #8 @pper,ia .the.C 
corner, a whole Family of Swallows, that had noting 
ment theſe ſeven years, fell down, Neſt and all,into the Porridge 
por, and ſpoikd the Broatlh:; Sad giqes ! fad times, Br | 
3. Herd/. Did-you ineet*no Troupers this way ? ; 
2, Herdf. Troupets? | Lap a — b Rnggooocrs, L-thipk 


they call*em, trotri pon-ra ide- 
Þ 4g pore who 74 gyed 


bound Jades. 1 
1, Herdſ. T. Movin, as rr as 
-more ſtir in the Wor 


Eggs, Theſe Bitjous folk: 
thouſand men. Would wy K wete all ig/vheir Stalls 


, Enter ſeveral Soldiers mw of po FI 
1. Sold. This is the wiſe How mon, you wack of 2 "ork Y 


- whoſe Fools are you ? (4 
2, Herdſ. Why; weare ſuth Fa: are; any bodlts Fools 
; Thaicor, Marine Kft? 1s 


that will. pay us our Wages. 
2, Sold, Do you belong to 
Belo ,-affx like your-Worltiip. 
But you, » you* = 


- 


1. Herdf. We belong to C 
i. Sold, Why, this 1s 4 civil 
. wiity and be hang'd, are whe Ay ? 


2. Herdf. 's-poar nough tg hewitt; hyou're.poor. evongh 
to be valiant. Had i but Money enongh, b 
——— 7” Soldier.” -- 

+ 4 


L more be a Wit 


CAGES or 's jor. the Traitor 


2. ea In a _ o 


2. Sold. Where4s he, om 
2. Herd. his Comvand hisOrzen here at Salo- 4 
his. 1f you-mult neods know where he - 


nium, but | how. 
is, then 4 muſt needs tell Fou 1 don't knowy 1. 

1. Seld. Let's to bis Houſe hard by, 4dranſbek that.” Sirrah, if 
—_—— you qulgrrepen axdgy-repent this.<; | 2 « / - - {Ex Soldiers. 


4 $37 whe me, | muſt. pay ——— body. 


© Ut 74 gran. eo 'n' keep 
ery 1 Acad i 


«Bates 


NWS 
x Emer. Shris fenior x* Gr 
49 3 44 


Mer jen, Where are re-ye 'n6hr 3, og ? - 
Ledd me-to-yonder bad 3-W 
The old 4fer1 aw may lits ail 
And joy ih Reft. ; Oh mydiftemperi dl os 
The So has beat his {o nee me, . ' 
That my/Brain's hot WW 
Oh 'rorfigpted Skol Oh Rome {, Rome ou! 
Hah! nM mo ” 
ey eem, in, | 

Who tend the Herds that yaws' pA Woods. 
_.. Adar, ſen. Who are eyadhco.m what Lord do ye belong ? 

"L: Heraf. mo _— Cajus Marius Once: _— they ſay he's 

e belong tg ofie, 


—_ 


fuſipn or ye, ye ſor © [| Ex.*all but one 
. Qh fly,. w_ are thick abroad, 
urthexers 


Jo RS Trop of ff rae 


And 5K with nrror f 
By this time at Saloninm, ur Look, 


They are in ſearch of you. _ 2 1 [Exit.” 
Atar. nes; 610g Wor d, | 


Tocuke the ET ae '\ hire br 4 
e ke Weed, oat. 


Aſundir we we nity dodge our” Fate, loſe. her. | F 
In ſome old hollowiTree 
re reſt my 'wearly Limbs Ul 6 ace{ 6-6 10 the Wine. 


© 
—_—__———— / 4649. 


\» Sold. Athouſand: Gina—__a cis « Og 

ks many Lives, — ww. mat be: 

And tis too muckfor one. 
2. Sold, Let's ft this Wood: 

A figming, if, you think he's here, 4 

Qniickty 'you'll-ſce'th'old -Droban crawl 
+.Sal8.Thoualwaysloy'ſttoride fol 

no conſideration i in thee. 


= 


No 
; i 
. =—Y _ 


6 " Oniay Whdrius 


————_ 
; Deli mans Dave 
a Beard. TITS 2.2 


to do it with as mach 
Man 
ets no credit by it. 
, 3. Sold, The b that owe laſt, \| o well es 8 let us 


niu-goow 
_ {E%s" 
Mar, ſen. Gvilain! ERS y hests] 


But bavſery' under me, havagy wy Bepads | 
_ = 
$ exibols d ? \pevghng 


And felt m 

Was ever Lion thus b 

Oh ! 1 could ſwallow Rivers ; Earth yieldme Water; $7 
Or ſwallow Marin: down where Spgigss cf flow.” W.” 
EnterAMarivs joaler, and Granius. 


to ”o adjacent Y! 


,, K 


But Pm ſo faint 
Now have [| not one Dre 
Muft we then ſtarve” 3: 
Mar. jun. There oy 
It ſcems the Manſion ht ſity Man 
I'll go and turn a Beggar fi 
Mar. ſen.. Oh quod 
I, who had once 
Now want 8 Roof ahd oe Book 
| And ſee who' 
Nay, I'lF not 
Wallow in Ple 
Give me that wy 
To allthe Knav 
Mar. jun, Re 
Mar. ſen."| will, 
Go, prethee go; 
As thou __ | 


oS + 
$ | 


gives 
ve2-Ne 
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againlty will, young, flender, well grown Oak ,. 


ound Levine inthe Barks, +. Poo don 
LS & ſhould not be far hence, 7 ge 
' * Max ſer. What art thou, © maar. k> 
That dar# to name thatwretched Creggre Marin: ? 


s - Lavin, Do not be*angry, Sir, w 
| 2m a poor unhappy PSS, 
By Fottune to purive my Hani 
, Mar, fen. *Y thy dilding hep ſhould tbe + Whos, 
And Roman 100. | 
— Indeed I am? ; ” e341 
Me. ſen. A Roman? " Pa F 
If thou-art ſo, -be gone, left Ra oof Strength 
Aſſiſt my Vengeance, and.4'llr iſe pod kill thee. 
Lauin. My Father, is it you? 
ſen, Now thou aft Woman; '- | 


wo in thee: 1? aml thy Fare? 
yet ſo cyrit ; 'nongof 'thy. Sex; | +) 
5 


er thou art ; 


+ - 


es from me. 46, dy OfiſÞringeltars Males, 


r ſort of Bea fooafing Lon. | - 


| am rogers Daughter, "if 


Havegau ne'er he 1114's Age in Romney: 
Tnat Feedded with che Gt WoupR.- 6.4 
Ma.ſen; tian! ©." \t od. gd 
Art thow that fond, 4bataki nd-and e>riag "gs WAL 
T hat left her Father For; ſhe Husband ? | | 
Come near des 
And les mſdicſs then todd hy Noche oye... | 
Lavin. my em much oppreſt: 
' Your Lips are parcht, blaod-ſot your Eyes, and ſunk. 
Wittyou partake-iwy 
Taſte, "Sir, this 
Ripe and refreſh” A 
. Mar. ſen. W we 
Thon Angel, _- " 
I don't "yy 


Lavin, 


- "Lavin, No,l've eat a Thirſt. "But where s my Lord, 
My deareſt Marixs ? 


Mar. ſev. TorlyNetghbouring Vallanst; - 
He's gone, to beg his Father's [ioner, | 
:+Zovis, Will you then-callme Da —_—_ 
by M much o'er- paid for all che Wrong of Fortuac. «Ad 


wo 
z 
No erin Pow 4d 1977 o5Got 
2 . - I 
6. * | Ht 


SOR) 3H 2 a, 
"Enter Mori jv = by I «. 

- Mar, ſen. See here, wy Marin what the Gods have ſetit us. 
Sce thy Lavin. [3 30 WOT 

Mar. jun, Hah ! TLEENL CT rr an Embrace. 

Fen ſen, What? at eletinge- 28 

Mar. jun, Why weehs ay Love? © 

Lavin, 1 cannot ſpeak, "Tears obſtru& my Words, 
And choak me with unutterable VE. % 

Mar. jun. Oh my Hearts Joy 

Lavin.” My Soul ! 

Mar. 541. But haft thou left | ; 

Thy Father's Houſe, the Pomp and'Stite of Reme,. 
To follow Qetart-Migge pF ; 

Lavin. I come, *'* 
To bear a part in AREA, 2" thine; 
dry ane aFow, n theſe Woods, 
Whilſt from'q mics: z 1 
PU range tbootz, ahid find the Frei TR 4 


Bat ſurely 44 
I've Gold and Jewels 


Gather cool Se | 
And Ee te bh Ira 23 
' Whereon my Love I 0 = 

And dream of bereer wy ; might N 


"_ 


Enter Granius and Servant with Wins hd Mhes. 


Mar. ſen. Yet mire Pleaty ” 
| Sure Com, the God of Feaſt 
And meansgotencertain us welt 
Servant, lam ſent Mar, 
Sexulins the Pretor, to reliw@rdas:: nN. 
And warn thee _ 9 | | 
Elſe 
And treat thee as 
| Mar. ſep. Bug 
Did he, Sextus; 


That rais'd 

My menial Servant once, and wind theſe =—- 
y Chariot-v y pleaſures wurcht; 

; of my Table? 

Faffron fordid Alms ?* 5 be 
#ſaucy Meſlage by a Slave ? WE 


48 be Fiſto. 

Hepce with thy Scraps : back to. 

"Be gous whilſt thou art ſafe. 
:Serv. What Anſwer would NN ory back? 
Mat. ſen. Go to Se tell himthou haſt ſeen 

Poor Caius Marin om his Country, 

Sitting in-Sorrow on the nebaterths | To 

Aodft'anample Fartune once ns own, 

Where now he cannot ure alt > 4 5 [Exit "<2 


Y 


How am 1 fallen ! Muſick? {Safs Hu ch. 
Are mad, orhave defigod.to _ 


Enter Magths. . wm i 


Well, what art Thon ? ON: Mid 3647 ning 
Marth. Am 4a Srdoger<pnhee?. | - *þ 
Martha's my name, the Syrian Proph 
That u$'d to wait upon thee with gadd ortune aps! - 
« Till baniſh'd out of Romaine rag Ibaw;:r- 411 5 1:24 0 
I Yeever ſince inhabi oa 
And ſearch'd the dee = 
Aer. ſen. know: 
All my good Fortune 
| That us'd to hover or 1 Say © | 
And promiſe Honoug ill wr F 
Have ſince been feenno more. Ev'n Prey. - 
Purſue him ſtill. Haſt thotno goo ak in = i 


Marth. ab 
rats arte lathe 6 Corners, 


To bring me Tidings, from om thEarS 
Of all that hap ns out in Statexnd 
I tell thee 
The Conſals have 
Who with his 
"Aw him 
en, SpealtiOl. | 
. Nay, cer font | 
But 1 oh thy Sons, and theſe fair 
Whilſt | relievEthy wearied Eyes 
And chear thee in a Dreamawith! : 
Mar. jun, Come,, jon ah 
To ws cool rot rr um borrane. 


iBuy * 


\ Mer. ſer. OReſt, t0u Neg 10 


£ ” 
= 


Srv. Ten Artick Talet 

Sevtilius gives 'em thee. 
Ruff. Fear not, he never wakes 2g80- . 
Mar. ſen, No more, : 

I'll hear no more.. Tran 

He dies, he dies. SO bear higa $ot hi 

Andjplunge him to the bottom, 

W here are my Guards? Diſpat 

That when he ſhould be doing. by 

Conſumes his time in. aq 

And ſows Sedition in 

Dowa with 2, 

Hah! artt 


Roff. Now's the time... 


Mar, ſen. Stand pil 
Secure that Gaul — &:chr RPE 5 ny 
PROT, 1G OIL #7249 


. Hep foe ſpeak? "0 " 


kicker —w—_ KS Y Our oh 

And 1'll for &er ſervs yaa 
Mar. ſen. What barb'row 

The open Air ; ſer Pricd.en.my Heady | 


OO; * 
theſe, that envy me 


As they would do'on Wolygs that flay their Heck! | C 
i 90117 
4 —__ © SulpMipt: " a! flys at - za WW j | Ethi 
Trumpets! $ kerg ce 


ks Wiy" rm thy -drofe my 


| Fork before dis 
all the "ms of his Honour. 
« Away : ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched Moves 
I 8 ere 


go The 'Eliffory and Falt 
Here let me pay Obedie my Conſul. 
Lead me great Cinna, 

And ſee how thy old Soldier will obey 

Cinn, O Marius, be onilear n enired ever, - 
To carry Deſolation 
And waſte that Den of Monſters to the Earth. 

Mar. ſen. Shall we _ 

Cinn. We'll dot. np. ernges ool. 
Thar ſacrificing Dolt, thit'Sot Oidvi FOB "b 
When we were choſen Oonlul#fn re Fab | 
Diſown'd mefor his Collegue; ſaid, the Gods” 
Had told him | defign'd ;Pyraanick Pow'r ; ; O's 
Provok'd the Citizens, :who'tboK up Arms, ,, 
And drove me forth the Gates, , E. 


Mar, ſen, Ex Phe ! «© nba Sorky $4 We 21 
What's.c0 be doneF 1 4 9 "ys © 97e02 W010 
Cim;*No ſooner was 1 gon - [21.19] 2:36%A © 
But a large part of that great City folloa'dine. { A 
There's not 2n honeſt Spirit left in Rome, 
does not own my —— and with-f Tow ; | 
en, Bring me % 0 m ' the Laura 
With as wha, when | Fe > thr} reuuNations,' 
Tenter'd crown'd wit | F770; 
| go to free her now froth greater y Ne x 
rot Marius j junior and Gradis. & 
> wo © 2101 >. 1 " » 
O my young Warriour! ' 
af. jun. Cugſt be the i Kagons ro IE 
And ever curſt. 


. 


And like a | 
Mar, ſen. Oh Adarixs ! 
Nor cloug the Joy that 
If ſhe be back in Rome” 
To morrow's Dawn reſtores her 
For that fair Miſtreſs Fortune, which ha: 
So dear, for-whic &þ och | | | | 
Is coy no mere,*b po oy ' [13 ww. 
l long t'embrage to ſtay, 
I'm mad as 8 


With thoughts nothing but the joyfalday. 


+ Day, 'tis , 


of Caips Marius 


SCENE, "iceltie's H fe. . 


Exzter Metellus, Lo fe of Hymen, 


Lavin. y, you have 
But with my 
Till all the Gods are wi ou ufe me. 

Metell. Whac? like a y UN FathEr's Houſe? 
And follow fulſomely an ex Nis Slave, E-, 
Diſdain'd by all the World * Bug at Thon, - 
Reſolve to go, or-bognd be ſent-to | 
With as Moch Scorn 2s thou op Shame. 
- BÞ,' bind me, kill me, ſe Eftbs : Ill bear it. 
But, Sir, conſider ſtilf 1am your Dau ghter ; © - | 
And one hour's Converſe w capa _ 


ay torepent, and ſhew O 


ſetell, Think fot Bevac ps by pln 
gr if bf may Ut 5d 


catch whe we; you may kill me too: © 
An rend lacholag Heav'ns, + 


Where Serpents arec Gh in me with oy 10g Bearsz 


Or hide me nightly in a 
O'er-covrer'd quite heh Ing Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and _ leſs Sculls = | 


Or bid me go into a new-ma 
And hide me with @ d 

Things thag t hear bur. 
And yll go —_— it 


To kee rh, Theory 


oak 


' And in Death's Torron: ie 
Two Summer Days, thess wake as from a Slumber. 


In; 
aVe 


Till Afarigs by my Letters know what's paſt, 
And comt by ſtealth + + am . 
Lavin. Give me 3 on ive me : ell me not of Fears. 
Fagwlll: agd profp'rous. LExit, 
. Oh! fares oy 


ws if ever we ſhall agen. 
I have aint cold Fear thrills through my Veins, 
6G FN - H- : That 


i Td 


. *& « That almgffyfreezes up the hear of Life. 
, TH call bi: ager,to comtort-me. 
Stays Holy Man. But #hat Thould, be do here?" 


a == My diſmal Scene 'tis fit 1 at alone. , 

Z What if this Mixture work at all? 
Shall 1 to m6trow then be ſent to Sylle ? 

# No, % = ſhall forljOMes T2 con thre— 
Or how, it, when t 
I wake befoxe the gy ator ce 
To my gelidf? There {nf a fearful Point. 
Shall I not then be Kified in.the Vaule, 
Where for theſe mafly bundred Years the Bones . '. * 
Of all oy bury'd Anceſtors ave pack'd? . ; 
Where, as thes fay, Ghaſts at ſome Hours reſort, 


ty Dag 6 


With Mandra from the Earth's dar Womb, 
That {ivi Sr _ " 

*% Ori e, Cn Si 
lovi _ =_ ig 


of Taige Whariige | 
SCENT .: - 
 Cinna' Cary hf his: 'of Rome. 


[Trumpet ſound 4 Gengal, 


Einer Ciara, Marius ſenior, ard Zalpitius, Granius, 
F'wo Embeſſadors; » Guardy, 


Cim. T7; Mbaſſadors from Rome ? How many Slayes, % 
ay -t now lie Cook Ca her 5B _ 
But y ?. yer now | 
Oh ! what an excellent Maſter is an Army, 
. To teach Rebellious Cities Manners! Say, | 
My Friend and Colledgns Bhrnns fall we hear 'em? 
Mar. ſen, Who! LE, 
. Ciun. The Embaſſadors. - | | 


Mev. ſen. From whence? OTIS | 
Merc fern M lorng Country InP "5 
HIVAAY, [en. y -men | ! ; 


Or Sylls will bs 
4 "S F 


&" © 


- 


Cimn, waned » 1 . TE. -— -, 
And Pageant 
And thou ey I 
With their ill apder'd Poop 2d at 
Who are ye? and from w 


1 Zomb. From 
. _ To thee, moſt. mighty C5 us EW 
ge Lord Marix, her name we. 
inf, What's our Die? - 
1 Emb, Hear but gur huWhic [S, 


Muſt all the F 
Suffer for STE 
Your ſorrowful afflit 


her Rome, 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd 


Stretches her trem 
"_ our dreadful K ay by .. 
Bohr _ 
helm her. 
7 ego Joy : 
Enter her Gates pt | rn 


Peace before ye, 
H 2 


- ys 


oy 


, - 


Fan, let no body S! 


| Pro 


TR Blſtoryand Fall 
Hajo hex Streets. 
Ciun, Thus 'tis rod ak roheal up ſmars.ng Honour, 


* By pouring fiatt'ring Balm iato the Wonnd, + 
Which for a time may make. it whole and fair : | 


Till the falſe Medicine. be atlaſt diſcovef'd, 
And theo ic rankles tor a 2s 2g210. 
l w 


Take this my Anſwer: l enter Rome } 

But for my Force, ['ll keep it ſtill my own, S 

Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes, THY 
Mar, fen. Sulpitins, (ge, what abjeCt Slaves are theſe ?- 7 


Such baſe Deformities a lohg'Robe hides. 
Sulpit. 1 cannot but laugh to think on't. 
Mar. ſen, What? , . _ 
Sulp. How theſe politic Noddles, that look-ſo grave,upon the - 

matter in the Senate-houſe, will laugh and grin at oneanether,when 


they age ſer a ſunning upon the Capitol. 
2 V. we return with Joy into our City, 


g Peace, agreed with Heav'n and you ? 
Cint*Go, tell *tm we expect due Homage paid, 
&yery Senatar expect Acknowledgment; 
Rewards, and Offices of Honour, *© 

Bur _—_ Brow there ſtill appears a Cloud, 
ofe withbur « following Storm. 

Mar. ſen.” Alas !*for me; a ſimple Baniſh'4 Man, 
Driv'n from my Country by the right bf Law, * - 
And ju%y puniſh'd as my Ilgdeſerrd, «+ 
Think not of me :- wharc*er *are his Reſolves; 

I ll © , Oo v » . 

Both E a 2 all the GYtis reward YOU, &— -” 

”» | LEx- Embaſ. and Attendants. 

Cinm, Now fMarins. | ; 


* 


Mar, ſen. Nog my Cime. »; 
Cinn, Are not we , : ® 
True born of Rome, true Sans of a Mother? - 
How 1 adore thy Tetn ; E 
Mar. ſen. Thofe two | 
Thoſe whining, fawning, wplint Villains, 0 
Would cut thy Throat or thine for half a Drachma. | i 
Cine. Let's not delay a moment. | 
: Atar. ſen, Oh! t's 3 TA 
Enter this curſed City 3 nay, with Smiles too, 
But falſe as the adulterate Promiſes = | 
Of Favourites m pow'r, when poor court , s x7 
Cm. They always hatg me, + becauſe -a Soldier. | 


Mar. ſen, Baſe Natures ever grudge at things above ww, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too'-much oblig'd-to. * Wh. 


| Live upoaPrey, eud;hapg for't with"my. Fellows, 


# DIG - 5s 5 


When Fears are on th q . indeſt Wiſhes 


Bur Dangers vanilbt,, nfapous Negle®, _. th ('% "Ve 
11-Uſage and Reproach axe © hi con; - : 


Or at the beſt he's wedded to hard rd 
Robb'd of that little Hire be told and bled for. 
Sulpic. 1'd rather torn a bold trite-fiearted Rogue, 


Than, when my Honouriand my Count s Cauſe : 
. Call'd\me to Dangers, beſo baſely b 
Mer. ſen. Ere we this City en then, let's wear Th "Y 


Not to-deſtroy one honeſt Romas PG 
Sulpit. Nog ING oe” pe | 
Cixn, Nar. a faithful Frie ; 

Nor true-horn Heir, nor on os wiſe. 6 . 
Mar, ſen. But Kaaves and Villdins, Whores, and baſe- | 

And th'endleſs ſwarms of-Fools grown up in in Years 

Be Slaughter's Game, till we dil-peop 

Cimm. Draw out our Guards, and le the +," 

«r. ſen, Till all things tell 'em-Marins __ hand. 

O $ylls, if. at  <br0gany hear 


How Fortune deals ith on thy K 
y dk, bo = ng Ke me. - 


And oy the 

pitius, as along the Streets we m_ 
wa ſolemn pace and m_ 
Whomeer I ſmile.gn let 
Oh! Can the Matrofis.ani 
The Screams gf dying and th 
Of murther'd Meu be Maſick to a# 
Sure-Death's not far fromyſach a deſp'rate 
Be't with me rather (Gods) as Storms let loo 
That rive the Trunks of talleſt Cedars d my 
And tear from Tops Ir 
And kill the tender Flow but 
For having no more Fury Ne 'T 
Heav'ns * grows clear, the 
And Natvte {mile&as gaily 


S C E N E Metelluss Houſe. 
” 4 Metellus. - : 


Peace with Mariks } © moſt baſe Submiſſion! 

Fhat over-ruling Fears ſhould weigh up Reaſon? 

the City ours; and Sylls too » 
Trumpez's call ? 


wh 


\Nas 
At 5-8 almoſt iy a 


And 


- "Nuſe. Here, at @d) you. 
Por Go Fo 'Fell her, ſhe oſt eo 


For Caps this Morging; for the Truce OA 


Fs he Jo the Walken 


Nurſe, Wake her ? Poor Tirmoule ! it will be as peevilh, 
Il warrant you, aid rub gts. Nye and fo frowft now, 
Well: Miſtreſs! why, , | watrank. es. | 

b!.. why, Lacy? To you Slug-2-bed mt & , 
word ? You take your: penny-wo 
Week ; - for the next Fe ivy dl 
Ire that you " reſt b little. | 


He'd fright 


Dreſt too? and } in YORr Coſte? 


Alas! alas! help, he 
Ah! wellada Jat 
Somme Aqua-; 


p KY, cvinighten 
F : Nurſe. Your only | 
g 25 dead as a Herrin I ,Q 


9, Alctell. Stiff, col » ANC 
” "I lnſhes that haye* ary any-Hea 
All Hearts chat ever felt ! J 2Þ Beauty, 


'Sigh till yeghreak 3 and all @-that languifht 
In my 1200: i: ER weep with 7 


'Till Grief grow g and theWorld' 
Nurſe. Oh Doh Bay t _— ab 
| (Never was ſcen fo blacks Day as this. 


Oh Day ! oh woful Days Ni 
Metell, N hus 1 ob Boy lite Night | *, 


nc, Ng mores Th be born to Burial, 4M 

Pth' Sepulchre where our Forefathers-reft. _ 
Be't _ whilſt all things we-ofdaid for Joy £ 
'ur 


_ 


Tern from t 
Nmſe, L T i} 
done.” 


_ Na Th 
\ Nay, my Liny waſh 
my —— and — a Flower 
"& @ 


SCENE 7 the Forum, Where wk 
; _Confill's TYibumal, 


| Enter (wh Citi 
1.C4. MV: oh! doe & for Safi 
Thr. *Already reckiny Mort Jer tveq 
Matr h Infants in, their eHae of auger + 
a. "appears one noiſome Houſe 


2 Cir, Hears, ye Ggds,- and Thu 
hop ce pee of Kin T 


to wg e dps 
Ere our 4 PSY. gy our. 
1 Cit, Ruingdra us 


To the Altars of onr and 


7:5 I j 


Of one another die as Rewans ge” ' { Extunt: 
Enter Ancharius the Sth is Grandſon, 
. Child: Hide,me, my Grandfire the yy Menar owing 
That kill'd my - Mother aud mY; ſher The | 


Will ghey kill you and mg too 
Oh my Child ! 

r—_ hide thee, nor know what to 7. 

-Decrepit Age begumbs - has. wpryLjens 

I cannot reſiſt, nor flee 


_—_— Thenchere 
the EE et 


P ll > upon my Knees a 
- Tam a very little 

And when I cry, and 
They'll pity ſare'my T 


SF -# white whb 
at enter; Marius ſenior. a Gawfd, Lifters,'s 
ow fer I Ns 7% Godt, Ye have —_ now. 


; v 


vatoryg. Je : 
The Heads apd Patrons = evellious nm ted $i 


Ye can be humble when Aflifion galls ye : 


og you, 


@'*Þrt your Follj it eir emer +» 
ke your Cloaths NN 


WES Y he 


into Fo a 


ace diſtorte? 

riflers 69%, 

Fe Have ſeen 'em.; 
Warroun to reſ6 Ice in. 

Ws n be thy ey to Rome," 


i Bag th bichAn 
pt  - Virgi 


W-5 ould ſhy 
boy, Mar. ſen. Diſpoſe 
# * RR the bro 


rs oY ras 


{For you m 
For my ſake ſhare] 
Bur him to guard) 


Where 69: he DOR 5; £ me 


Te the wide faithke C1 World? * 
ake hence this Brat 


if Wrorks. 
IS a 
"_ - 


To all the 


; —_ 
® © 
- x 
F 


"= wn 


= 
Fj 


bd 


. * 


; - 


A | 


ho 


* AC. * 
#* : 
- mount .it'on a 5p4 % 
% 


And let it ſprawl to make the Grand 
Child. © cruel Man ! I'll hang upon your 


Lay: '*% 
& . 4 F 7, o 


-of Caius Marips. 
And with my little dying Hands implore you, | 
| may be fit to do you ſone'ſmalltpleaſures.. 
I'll find a thouſand tender ways to pleaſe.you 3 ; 
Smile when you rage, and ſRroak you into mildneſs ; 
Play with your manly Neck, and call you Father : 
For mine (alas!) the Gods {have taken from me. 
Mar. ſen, Young Crocodile ! Thus from their Mother's Breaſts 
Are they inſtru&&ed;/ bred and taught in Rome. 
For that old Paralyrick blave, diſpatch him : 
Let me not know he breaths another. momenr. 
But ſpare this, *cauſe't, has learn'd its Leſſon well, 
And I've a Softneſs in my Hears pleads for him. 


Emer Meſſenger. | L940 7 \ 


Well now. 
Meſſ. Metellns, 
Mar. ſen, Hah! Metellus? what 2 
Meſſ. Is found. 
Mar. ſen, Speak, where ? 
Meſſ. ln an old Suburb-Cottage, 
Upbraiding Heav'n, and curſing at your Fortune. 
Mar. ſen. Haſte, let him be preſerv'd for my own Fury: 
Clap, clap your Hands for Joy, ye Friends of Marine, 
Ten thouſand Talents for the News I'll give thee : 
The Core and bottom of my Tormengx's found ; 
And in a moment [ ſhall be at caſe. 
Rome's Walls no more ſhall be beſmear'd with Blood, 
But Peace and Gladneſs flouriſh in her Streets. 
Let's go. Metellus ? we have ar "7 
Let every Tongue _ alond AMetellus;, 
Till I have daſh'd him on the Rock of Fate, Ti FL. 
"Then be his Name ray and heard no more. . . [Exe . 


SCENE A Chwcb-Jard. 

E M - . . 

Mar, jun. I Io OR 
'A Still am I brought to this unlucky place, 

As I had buſineſs with the borrid Dead: 

Though could l truſt the flattery of Sleep, 

My Dreams preſage ſome joyful News a3:hand. 

My Boſom's Cord ſits lightly on his Throne, 


And all this day an unaccuſtom'd Spiri war's FN 
Lifts me above the ground with my hg thought. 


1 dream'd 


C6 "TiyiHifery au! Fall 

I dream'd Lavinia came and figuid-tne- dead, - an 
And breath'd ſuch Liſcend Kart /0m.mp Lit, ah 65 93 ad 
That I reviv'd, and AI: dna bi, 


$9708 — 18 }} bt e$Y61 (ot 
] - uter +» = Sag aſeoh 


Catul, My Lord Arby Ny tb3D 2: | (12 vis) 5 
" "Mar. 549 "y yOu. © 0307) pau y _ 
What News from tre grch and bleſs _— ſ 

Catal. She's very well. 

Mar. jun. Then nothing can he fl. *-+ 
Something thou ſeem'ſt'x know thats -vetbls £16) 
Out with it boldly, Ma, What eanft thou ſay'i* (022 - 


Of my Lavinia ? 

Cat, But one ſad word,” Vhes ded” 
Here in her Kindreds Vault I've ſeen her laid, 
And have been ſearching you to tell the News. 

Max. jun, Dead? isit ſo? then I deny you, Stars. 
Go, haſten quickly, get me Ink and'Paper. 
'Tis done: I'll hence to night. 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Prieſt? 

Catul. No, my good Lord. © © e | 

Mar. - {4- No matter, get thee POEENNS (Exit. Catulus. 
Lavinia! yet V1l lie my thee to Night 3 
But, for hebibahs, Ol Miichicf! tos art ſwift” 
To catch the ſtraglipg Dogbivot io pratsMeni 
I do remember an Apothetar good !: 
That dwelt gboyx this Rendezvorz 6f Death 4 5: 
Meagre and very raefil were his Looks x 
—_ age had worn him to = —r4 

in his needy a x 
An Allegator AUP ofa Nia 
hap d Filhes : 
y account of ttþt 


CG earthen Roth, Bladders, and Gp - wo 


Remnants of Pack j\'and-old Cakes of Roſes, 
Were thinly ſcatter'd to make up a Show, 

Oh for a Poyſon now !. is Need will fel it, 
Though it be preſe Death by Roman «a 
ohne 7 bg ie Bear al we tomg.deps, 
His Shop W rs all-are Flo 4 

Holla ! Apothecary ; hoa'! 1 51; wp 4 | 


= 14] Ui; 

: \ Enter hurbay. TG 54 at: 

Apoth. Who's there?20: 7 2d no 11 24d bao 

Mar. jun. Come hitherg Man: D's; 7/1 IH Ig 
I ſee thop'rt very poor; 18715 di br 


6 , P4 

"of Cans Marits, 

Thon may| do aty thing here's fifty Drache's. 

Get me Tow of that will footel? Free 0B 31215v0/1 Ui 

A Wretch from all his * tho tniderfand'f'me./ 1 
Apoth. Such mortal 'S | have, but" Renias Law | 

Speaks Death toafy hethat'ntters 'em, —— ”! 
Mar. jun, Art thou f baſe and full of Wrerchedneſs, h 

Yer fear'ſt to die? 'Famine'is in end : 

reſſion h int 


is pot ch ch riend, nor the World's Law ; 
Law'to'make rich - 
Then be _ ar _ break it, and take this. 
Apoth. My Poverty, but not my Will confents 
© Goes un, fetches #Viob f Payſon. 
Take this and drink of , the Work is done. 3 
Mar, jun, There#s'th Gold, wore P _ = Mers Souls, 
Doing more Marthets in this loathfotne 
Than theſe poor Compounds thou'rt: forbid te to "fell 
] ſell thee Poyſon, thou haſt ſold me none, 
Fearewel— buy Food——and get thy ſelf in fleſh. 
Now far the Jong of the Aetelli —— {6 
{> draws off, 


frog lc rn heres | 


Re-emters. 


It ſhould be here: The doar is open too. 
Th' inſatiate mouth of. Fate gapes wide for more. 


Enter Prieſt, and Boy with a Matrock, his Crow, 


Prieft. Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron ; 
Now take this Letter, with what haſte thou canſt if 
Find out young Marixs, and deliver it. - - - (1 Extt Boy. 
Now muſt I to the Monument alone. | {1 won ba? 
What Wretch' is be that's entting into th Tomb? 237 207 
Some Villain come to rob and fpditthe Dead. le2@ $117 14] 
Whoe'er thon art, ſtop thy unballowed 

Mar. jun. Whoc'er oy bor | warn 


And do ne interrupt 
For elſe, by Heavn v0 tr Og 
And ſtrew this hang 


My Mind, and its i 
More fierce and more qroetoke roy "rn 
Than empty Tygers or the Coane Bed 


Prieſt. Then as a ſacritegious Slave tehorge thee, 
Obey and go with me, of tlou oaks m 


tobe gone, 


62 The Hiſtory-and Fall 
Mar. jun, | know 1 muſt, and therefore I came hither. 
Good Reverence, do not tempt-a deſp'rate Man. 
By Heav'n, | love thee) better than my. ſelf; 
For 1 againſt my. ſelf come hither arm'd. 
Stay not, be gone Live,” aod hereafter ſay, 
A Mad- Man's Mercy gave thee honeſt Counſel. 
Prieſt. | do defie thy Mercy and thy Counſel, 
And here will ſeize thee as a Thief and Robber. 
Mar. jun, Wilt thou prayoke me? Then here, take thy wages. 
um, 


Prieft. 1m kill'd.- Oh 4derize.! now. too late 1 know thee. 
Thou'ſt (lain the only Man could do thee good. 
Lavinia ——— Oh! 
Ma. yan. Let me perule this Face. 
It is the honeſt Prieſt that jayn'd our gas, 
In a Diſguiſe conceal'd. . Give me thy, Hand, _. | 
Since in 111 Fate's black, Role with me. thou'rt writ, 
['1l bury thee in a triumphant Grave. 
Thou deteſtable Maw, thou Womb. of Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth, 
Thos will 1 force thy rotten Jaws to. open, $ Fall down the 
And ſpite of thee yet cram thee with more Food. L ſide of the Tomb: 
©h gorpeous Palace! ohimy Love! my Wife! 
Death has had yet no pow'r upon thy Beauty ; 
That is not conquer'd. Beauty Enſign yet 
Is Crimſon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks ;. 
And the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there 
Why art thou ſtill To fair? Shall F believe 
That the lean Monſter Death is amoraus, 
And keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his P:ramonr ? 
For fear of that, 111 ay:with thee for ever. 
Come bitter ConduQ, thou-uaſavory Gyide : | 
Herev to.my Love —— __ ; 1 Drinks the Poyſon. 
And now Eyes look your laſt. 4h 
Arms take your laſt:Embrece, whilſt op theſe Lips. | 
I fix the Seal of an eternal-Contralk — — 
She breaths and ſtirs... | [Lavinia wakes, 
Levin, jn the Tomb.. Where.am 1? Bleſs me, Heav'n ! 
'T'is very cold; and yet here's ſomething warm 
Aar. jun. She lives, and we ſhall both be made laumortal. 
Speak, my Levinia, ſpeak (ome heavenly News. 
And tell me how the Gods- deſign to. treat. us. . 
Lavin. Oh! I have ſlept along Tenthbouſand Years. 
What have they done with me? 11] not be us'd thus; 
Pll not wed Sills Mari is my Husband. 
ts he not, Sir ? Methinks-you're-very like him. 


[ Djer, 


of Caius Marius. : 


Be good as he is, and protect me. 
Mar. jun. ; 

Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like him? 

Much, much indeed I'm.chang'd from what 1 was ; 

And ne'er ſhall be my ſelf, if thou art loſt. 
Lavin. The God's have heard my Vows, it is my Afirine, 

Once more they have reſtor'd him to my Eyes. 

Hadſt thou not come, ſure | had ſlept for ever. 

Rut there's a Sovereign Charm in thy Embraces, . 

That might do Wonders, and.revive the Dead. 
Mar. j«n, Ill Fate no more, Lavinia, now ſhall part us,-. 

Nor cruel Parents, nor opprefling Laws. 

Did not Heav'n's Power's all wonder at our Loves? 

And whea thon told'ſt the tale of thy Diſaſters, 

Was there not ſadneſs and a Gloom amongſt %em ? 

I know there was z and they ig pity.ſeat thee, 

Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, . 

And bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys, 

This World's 'groſs Air grows burthenſome already. 

I'm all a God ;, ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 

That mortal Senſe grows ſick and faints with laſting, [ Dies. 
Lavin, Oh! to recount my Happineſs to thee, 

To open all the Treaſure 6f my Soul, 

And ſhew thee how 'cis fill'd, would waſte.more time 

Than ſo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 

He's gone ;, he's dead z, breathleſs : alas! my Marius. 

A Vial too; here, here has_been his bane. 

O Churl ! drink all? not leave one friendly Drop 

For poor Lavinia ? Yet 1 I] drain thy Lips. 

Perhaps ſome welcome Poyſon may hang there, 

To help me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 

Clammy anddamp as Eirth.. Hah ! ſtains of Blood ? 

And a Man murther'd ? 'Tis th* unhappy Flamer. 

Who fix their Joys on. any thing that's Mortal, 

Let 'em behold my Portion, deſpair, 

What ſhall I do? how will the Gods diſpoſe me? 

Oh! 1 could recd theſe Walls with Lamentatioo, . * 

Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 

And dawb the face of Earth with her own Bowels, 


Enter Matins ſenior, and Guards driving in Metellus. 


Atar. ſen. Purſue the Slave ; let not his Gods proteCt him. 
Lavin. More Miſchiefs? hah! My Father. 
Aktell. Oh! 1 am lain. (falls down and dies, 
Lavin, And murther'd too. . When will my Woes have end? 
Come, cruel Tyrant. 
Aar. 
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bx The Hiftory and Fall 
Mar. ſen. Sure | have known that Face. P47 
Lavin. And canſt thou think of any one good Turn 
That | have done thee, and not kill me for't? 
Mar. ſen. Art thou not call'd Levinia?! + 
Lavin. Once | was : s 
But by my Woes may-now be better known. 

Mar. ſen. 1 cannot fee thy Face. 

Lavin, You mult, and hear me. IN 
By this, you muſt: nay, Twill hold you faſt. [Sexze? bu Sword. 

Mar.ſen,\W hat would'ſt thou ſay?where'sall thy Rage gone now? 

Lavin. | am Lavinia, born of Noble Race. " 
My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 

But prov'd the greateſt Torment of my own : 

Though my Vows proſper'd. and my Love was .anſwer'd 
By Merins, the nobleſt, goodlieſt Yonth 

That Man e'er envy'd ar, or Virgin ligh'd for. 

He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, | 

And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were young ;z 
Scarce a Night old, 

Adar, ſen. | do remember't well | 
And'thou art She, that Wonder of th kind, 
That could'ſt be true to exil'd Miſery, 

And to and fro through barren Delarts range, 
To find th anhappy Wretch thy Sonl was fond of. 

Lavin. Do you remember't well? 

Mar. ſen. In every point. 

Lavin. You then were gentle, took me in your Arms, 
Embrac'd me, bleſt me; us'd me like a Father, 

And ſure | was not thankleſs for the Bounty, 

Mar. ſen. No, thou wer't, next the Gods, my only Comfort. 
When 1 lay fainting on the dry parcht Earth, 
Beneath the ſcorching heat of vurning Noon, 
Hungry and dry, no Foad nbr Friend to chear me : 
Then Thou, as by the Gcds ſome Angel ſent, 
Cam'ſt by, and in Compaſſion dicſt relieve me. 

Lavin. Did | all this? | 

Mar. ſen. Thou didſt, and ſav'dſt my Life, 

Elſe I had funk beneath the weight of Waat,' 
And bin a Prey to my remorſeleſs Foes. 

Lavin, ' And fee how well 1 am at laſt rewarded. 
All could not balance for-the ſhort term'd Life 
Of one Old Man : You have my Father butcher'd, 
The only Comfort I had left on Earth. 

T he Gods hive taken too my Husband from me. 
See where © lics, your and my only Joy. 
4 his Sword yet recking with my Father's Gore, 


| 
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ks it ber ſelf with his Sword,.- 
Mar, [cn w thou outdone e muc nr 

oy Na Rga, ; tet the a j 4 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the World fo Dackrefs, 

Whilſt here 1 howl away my Life in Sorrows. 

Oh! let me bury Me and all my Sins 

Here with this good Old Man. Thus let me kiſs 
Thy pale ſunk Cheeks, embalm. thee with. my Tears« 
My Son, how cam'ſt then. by this wretched End ? 
We might have all bin Friends, and in one Houſe 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of Eternal Peace. 

But oh ! my cruel Nature has nndone me. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſ. My Lord, Lbring you moſt diſaſtrous News. 
Sylls's return'd : his Army's on their march 
From Cepus, and to morrow will reach Rome. 
At. which the Rabble are innew Rebellion, 
And your Sulpitizw mortaHy is wonnded. 
Emer Sulpitins (led in by two of the Guard) 4nd Granius: 
Mar. /en. Oh! It @.rain'd from this ry moment, 
Has my Jo Genius left tne? Hope ES nA 
The ths of Sylt#s baneful to my Fortune. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Great ones, how y'embrojl 
Your Country's Peace, and dip your Hands in Slaughter. 
Ambition is a Luſt that's never queoacht, / 
Grows more inflam'd. and made by Ep) jayaent. 


Bear me away, and lay me 0K | | 

A hopeleſs Vellet bound for or the c& Land ro 

Of loathſome Death, loaded deep with Sorfows. [ He i; ledoff. 
Sulpir. A Curſe on'alf Repentance! hew I hate it ! 

I'd rather hear a Dog howi than a\Man-whine 
Gran, You” re wounded, Sit:' T hops ibis not mach. 

/ Sp. No'; 'tis hotfo.deep as'a Well, nar ſo wide as a Church- - 
door ; But *tis enough, *twill:ferye ..4 am- pepper'd I warrant, 
I warrant for this World. A Pox on all Mad-men hereafter. If 
I get a Monument, let this be my Epitaph: 


Sulpitius {es here, that troubleſome Slave, 
That ſent many honeſter Men to the Grave, | | 
And ayd hike « 4 Fool when h' had liv'd like a Knave, . [ Ex, Omnes, - 
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Miſchie on? ! chough I'm agen alive, | 
May kelieve this Play 7 ogbring ours ſoall rlbiwe's » 
This Drumming, Trumpeting, an s Hor. 
Why, what a Devil will the ones, 
The Nation that” s without, and hears t "Dis, 
Will ſwear ware raifing Volunteers agen. 
For know, our Poet, when this Play was made, 
Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his head. 
H'had banift\d Poetry and all her Charms, 
And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms. 
No Prentice &'er grown weary of Indentures 
Had ſuch a longing mind to ſeek Adventures. 
Nay, fare &, lai} th' Infetion general grew; 
For tother T was. a Captain t00-;.. 
Neither © 2+ Flap Ne rrans- fo roam, 
But; juft as you were all to ſtay. at bome... 

And now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
Only for lave of Underhill avd Narſe Noakes;; 
Our Poet ſays, one day to a Play ye come, 

Which ſerves ye half a Tear for Wit at _ 
But which among#it you is there to ns, 

Will take his rhird'l Days Pawn PR ifty Pound 2 
, Or, now is be Caſhier d, will  fairh venture 

To give him ready Money for's Debenture 2 


2M 4. when he recervd, that Fatal Doom, 
This Play came. forth, in  bopes his Freends would come 
To help a poor Dicdauked Soldier home. 
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